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ADVERTISEMENT. 


The  Second  Series  of  Salmagundi  was,  it  will  be 
perceived  by  the  dates  of  the  papers,  commenced 
many  years  after  the  publication  of  the  first,  and  during 
the  absence  of  Mr.  Irving  in  Europe.  The  whole  is 
the  production  of  Mr.  J.  K.  Paulding.  Setting  aside 
any  other  claim  it  may  have  to  public  notice,  it  is  not 
altogether  incurious  when  compared  with  the  First 
Series,  as  marking  the  changes  in  style  and  opinions 
produced  by  the  lapse  of  time.  This  part  of  Salma- 
gundi, owing  to  particular  circumstances  unnecessary 
to  detail,  has  been  long  out  of  print  ,;  and  it  is  hoped 
the  public  will  not  think  it  altogether  unworthy  of  a 
revival,  and  association  with  its  Elder  Brother. 

The  Publishers, 


New-  York,  April 1835. 
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TO  THE  READER. 


Periodical  writers,  being  a sort  of  suspicious 
persons,  have  from  time  immemorial  been  expected 
to  give  some  account  of  themselves,  previous  to 
their  being  admitted  into  genteel  society.  It  seems 
indeed  to  have  passed  into  a law  in  the  republic 
of  letters,  that  each  one  should  commence  with  a 
sort  of  self — I beg  pardon — autobiography,  exhib- 
iting a tolerable  account  of  his  temper  and  qualifi- 
cations. 

As  an  old  man,  I am  naturally  attached  to  old 
customs,  and  always  make  a point  to  believe  them 
founded  in  some  good  substantial  reason,  though  I 
cannot  exactly  ascertain  what  it  is.  However  this 
may  be,  the  custom  which  makes  it  necessary  for 
writers  of  our  class  exclusively  to  appear  before 
the  public  and  make  our  best  bow,  is  extremely 
embarrassing  to  a modest  person,  as  all  authors  are 
of  course.  If  he  speaks  well  of  himself,  every- 
body will  turn  up  their  noses  at  his  vainglorious 
vauntings  ; should  he  take  the  other  extreme,  and 
undervalue  his  qualifications,  the  reader  must  either 
doubt  his  word,  or  believe  him  utterly  inadequate 
to  the  task  he  has  undertaken.  Thus  may  he  be 
aptly  compared  to  a truant  schoolboy,  who  having 
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peradventure  floated  unthinkingly  along  the  pleasant 
shores  of  the  East  river,  finds  himself  all  at  once 
inveigled  into  that  renowned  Charybdis  of  this 
western  world,  which  the  Quakers  and  other  wicked 
ones  call  Hurl  Gate.  Thus  environed  with  diffi- 
culties on  every  side,  if  he  shoots  in  one  direction, 
the  Boiling  Pot  yawns  and  bubbles  before  him ; — 
if  he  essays  to  avoid  that  tremendous  and  unfath- 
omable caldron,  where  it  is  believed  Satan  boils  all 
the  fish  for  his  table,  the  Frying  Pan , or  the  Grid- 
iron, is  ready  to  receive  him — and  if  at  last  he  ex- 
tricates himself  from  these  thronging  perils,  it  is 
only  to  be  wrecked  on  the  Hog's  Back,  or  cast 
away  on  the  barren  isles  of  this  inextricable  strait. 

In  order  to  escape  the  opposite  extremes  of  real 
vanity  and  affected  modesty,  it  is  usual  for  the  pe- 
riodical writer  to  describe  himself  as  a sort  of  hu- 
mourist, with  enough  of  good  sense  and  virtue  to 
entitle  him  to  the  good  opinion  of  his  readers^  and 
sufficient  whim  and  eccentricity  to  give  them  a 
reasonable  chance  of  making  themselves  merry 
with  his  oddities.  If  this  character  is  well  sup- 
ported, he  in  a little  time  establishes  a sort  of  easy 
careless  sociability,  mixed  with  a feeling  of  good- 
fellowship,  making  altogether  a pleasant  intimacy, 
partaking  of  the  reverence  paid  to  the  experience 
of  an  old  friend,  who,  while  he  gives  good  advice, 
and  flouts  at  vice  and  immorality,  can  laugh  with 
the  rest  at  the  follies  of  mankind  without  illnature, 
and  correct  their  little  eccentricities  without  spoil- 
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ing  their  innocent  recreations,  by  splenetic  repre- 
hension. In  this  character  he  becomes  an  amusing 
and  useful  companion,  and  can  sometimes  school 
the  grown-up  children  of  this  world,  who  would 
revolt  with  indignation  from  the  precepts  of  a less 
indulgent  monitor.  Severe  correction  was  not  made 
for  this  world ; and  oppressive  moral  or  religious 
despotism,  will  only  suit  an  age  of  hypocrisy  or 
ignorance. 

It  however  happens,  fortunately  for  us,  that  we 
are  in  a great  measure  relieved  from  the  awkward 
necessity  of  introducing  ourselves  to  the  reader,  in 
consequence  of  having  already  made  our  bow  on  a 
former  occasion,  which  we  are  willing  to  hope  has 
not  escaped  his  recollection.  It  is  now  more  than 
half  a score  of  years  since  this  happened,  and  when 
old  friends  meet  again  after  a long  absence,  the 
first  thing,  after  mutual  greetings  are  over,  is  to 
inquire  how  each  has  done  for  this  long  while,  and 
what  has  happened  since  they  parted.  This  often 
leads  to  a melancholy  catalogue  of  the  ups  and 
downs  of  life — of  changes  and  vicissitudes  that  give 
a new  aspect  to  our  little  world,  and  almost  make 
us  wish  we  had  never  returned,  to  witness  the  mel- 
ancholy waste  of  time  and  circumstance.  Many 
old  friends  will  be  gone  hence — many  young  ones 
will  be  grown  old — many  a blooming  cheek  be 
pale — and  many  a generous  heart  be  cooled  in  the 
chilling  atmosphere  of  the  world.  Babes  will  have 
become  mothers — children  will  have  grown  up  to 
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be  belles,  and  little  else  will  remain  of  the  circle  we 
last  parted  with,  but  the  remembrance  of  a pleasant, 
long-past  dream.  Every  thing  will  be  changed, 
while  we  shall  fancy  ourselves  still  the  same.  But 
let  us  begin  with  letting  our  readers  know  what 
has  happened  since  we  parted. 

Time,  while  it  withers  the  bloom  of  beauty,  and 
hardens  the  youthful  heart,  has  passed  impercep- 
tibly over  our  happy  association.  Bachelors  never 
grow  old ; at  least  they  never  think  themselves  so, 
and  that  is  the  same  thing.  We  three  still  con- 
tinue to  sport  in  the  flowery  paths  of  single  bles- 
sedness, and  to  enjoy  the  delights  of  unrestrained 
freedom  in  this  unequalled  town.  We  admire  the 
pretty  children  of  our  friends  without  regret,  and 
share  in  the  enjoyments  of  their  domestic  fireside 
without  envying  their  felicity.  In  short,  I give 
the  reader  my  word,  that  though  I have  looked 
into  the  glass  every  day  for  ten  years  past,  I can- 
not perceive  the  least  traces  of  increasing  old  age. 
Like  the  Archbishop  of  Granada  in  Gil  Bias,  I think 
myself  as  able  to  write  homilies  as  ever  I was  in 
my  best  days  ; and  if  I exhibit  in  any  respect  the 
peculiar  foibles  of  an  old  man,  it  is  in  finding  my- 
self still  more  than  ever  inclined  to  think  better  of 
the  past,  and  u?orse  of  the  present.  Thanks  to  a 
life  of  temperance  and  tranquillity,  I still  remain  a 
hale,  hearty  old  bachelor ; and  my  path  grows 
smoother  and  smoother  as  I approach  its  termina- 
tion. Time  with  me  flies  swifter  than  ever,  as  if 
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cheered  with  the  prospect  of  his  journey’s  end ; and 
every  year  of  my  life  grows  shorter,  like  the  degrees 
of  longitude,  as  we  approach  the  end  of  the  world. 
The  influence  of  the  weather,  however,  still  oper- 
ates upon  my  temperament,  and  sunshine  has  be- 
come more  essential  than  ever  to  my  good-humour. 
Of  the  progress  of  my  opinions,  affections,  and  an- 
tipathies, the  reader  will  chance  to  know  enough, 
in  the  course  of  this  work.  I am  somewhat  graver 
than  I was  ; but  whether  wiser  or  not,  must  be  left 
to  the  judgment  of  the  public,  which  will  not,  how- 
ever, have  the  least  influence  upon  my  own. 

Evergreen  still  continues  the  mirror  of  bachelors, 
and  grows  young  every  day.  I am  sorry  to  say, 
however,  that  he  is  beginning  to  lose  his  memory 
a little,  and  does  not  talk  so  much  of  old  times.  If 
he  is  asked  about  Kissing  Bridge,  he  can  hardly 
remember  where  it  was  ; and  to  almost  every  in- 
quiry respecting  events  or  persons  of  thirty  years 
back,  answers  “ that  was  before  my  time.”  Fear- 
ful that  his  being  continually  before  the  town  will 
make  him  rather  too'  common,  he  now  generally 
spends  the  summers  out  of  the  city,  sometimes  at 
the  Hall,  and  at  others  visits  some  fashionable  wa- 
tering-place, on  the  score  of  what  he  calls  his  gout ; 
which,  between  ourselves,  is  nothing  but  a rheuma- 
tism he  caught  by  going  to  a ball  of  a cold  night, 
two  winters  ago,  in  silk  stockings  and  smallclothes, 
to  shame  the  young  gentlemen  in  wide-mouthed 
pantaloons. 
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In  one  of  these  excursions  to  Ballston,  Anthony- 
had  like  to  have  met  with  a serious  accident.  As 
he  possesses  an  easy  fortune,  he  is  enabled  to  ap- 
pear in  the  most  fashionable  style  at  these  watering- 
places;  and  the  summer  before  the  last,  his  equi- 
page caught  the  eye  of  one  of  those  reasonable  young 
belles,  who  are  taught  by  their  prudent  mammas  that 
a difference  of  age  in  a matrimonial  connexion  is 
of  no  consequence,  provided  the  age  and  the  money 
be  on  the  man’s  side. 

She  accordingly  made  a dead  set  at  Anthony, 
and  so  successfully  blew  the  little  spark  of  vanity 
that  still  lingered  in  the  old  fellow’s  heart,  that  it 
blazed  forth  in  all  the  gallantries  of  the  last  century 
He  played  over  all  the  pretty  pleasantries  of  the 
old  school ; brought  her  every  day  a nosegay  and 
a copy  of  verses  ; and  finally  was  seduced  into  the 
enormous  folly  of  dancing  a cotillon  which  luckily 
did  his  business.  It  brought  on  a return  of  his 
rheumatism,  that  laid  him  up  for  a whole  month, 
during  which  the  season  of  drinking  the  waters  and 
catching  husbands  expired : the  lady  went  home 
without  an  explanation,  and  Anthony  very  wisely 
determined  not  to  follow  her.  Finding  this  to  be 
the  case,  the  pretty  belle  recalled  a young  fellow 
that  had  long  been  engaged  to  her,  but  whom  she 
had  turned  oft’,  and  who  was  wise  enough,  like  An- 
thony, to  resist  the  summons.  She  is  now  tolera- 
bly religious,  and  employs  herself  in  giving  away 
other  people’s  money  to  the  poor. 
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Though  Evergreen  is  often  prevented,  by  his 
gout,  from  taking  cognizance  of  the  fashionable 
world,  we  shall  manage  among  us  to  pay  particular 
attention  to  the  ladies  especially.  Feeling,  as  we 
have  ever  felt,  the  greatest  solicitude  for  their  suc- 
cess in  life,  we  shall  take  every  measure  of  advice 
and  gentle  reprehension,  to  ensure  their  so  con- 
ducting themselves  as  to  outdo  even  the  young 
gentlemen  in  the  elegance  of  their  forms,  and  still 
continue  to  retain  that  unrivalled  superiority  over 
those  of  Philadelphia,  Baltimore,  and  other  cities, 
which  they  have  hitherto  maintained  in  the  estima- 
tion of  all  enlightened  foreigners.  In  this  impor- 
tant province  of  our  duties,  Evergreen  will  be 
assisted  by  Will  Wizard,  whose  additional  ex- 
perience in  the  beau-monde  during  the  last  ten 
years,  eminently  qualifies  him  for  the  task. 

Will,  by  dint  of  mixing  much  in  the  fashionable 
world,  where  I have  observed  beaux  become  scarcer 
every  year,  and  keeping  company  with  Tippy  Tit- 
tipup,  king  of  the  dandies  in  New-York,  is  greatly 
improved  in  dress  and  manners.  He  has  discarded 
his  immense  queue  ; wears  his  hair  curled  at  the 
back  of  his  neck,  and  has  parted  with  his  rusty 
steel  watch-chain,  in  compliment,  I believe,  to  Miss 
Barbara  Cockloft,  who  some  time  since  pre- 
sented him  with  a silk  one  of  her  own  netting. 
By-the-by,  I have  a little  gossiping  on  this  mat- 
ter, which  shall  be  forthcoming  all  in  good  time. 
His  immense  tobacco-box  was  exchanged  for  a 
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snuff-box,  about  the  time  that  Napoleon  Bonaparte 
set  all  the  fashionable  world  snuffing ; and  he  never 
tells  a long  story,  except  in  compliment  to  the  mas- 
ter and  mistress  of  Cockloft  Hall.  Will  does  not 
require  quite  as  much  stuffing  and  machinery  to 
make  him  look  like  a man,  as  some  of  our  fashion- 
able young  fellows  ; but  I some  time  ago  actually 
routed  him  out  of  a pair  of  corsets,  which  he  had 
put  on  at  the  instigation  of  Tippy  Tittipup,  to  go 
to  the  last  city  assembly.  In  short,  little  remains 
of  our  ancient  coadjutor,  but  those  habits  and  opin- 
ions which  make  up,  as  it  were,  the  moral  identity 
of  man,  and  over  which  time  passes  without  leaving 
any  perceptible  impression,  like  the  waves,  which 
smooth  the  sands,  and  render  the  hard  rock  more 
rough  and  inflexible. 

In  addition  to  our  former  fellow-labourers  in  the 
rich  harvest  of  the  bon  ton,  I am  promised  the  fre- 
quent correspondence  of  two  worthy  young  fellows, 
with  whom  I have  lately  formed  an  acquaintance, 
that  bids  fair  to  ripen  into  a lasting  friendship. 
The  first  is  a young  Virginian,  of  easy  fortune; 
without  any  profession,  but  well  educated,  and 
possessing  much  natural  good  sense.  He  was 
born  and  resides  in  an  old  family  mansion,  erected 
on  James’s  river,  by  one  of  the  descendants  of  the 
early  adventurers  to  this  new  world.  He  is  a 
most  inexorable  republican  in  theory,  and  a con- 
firmed aristocrat  in  practice ; nor  is  it  possible  to 
conceive  a being,  who  would  resist  with  more  spirit 
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and  perseverance,  any  attempt  to  extend  the  power 
of  the  government  over  him,  or  circumscribe  his 
power  over  others.  The  house  is  situated  in  the 
centre  of  one  of  those  extensive  plantations  which 
create  a sort  of  solitude  around  them,  and  his 
nearest  neighbours  are  several  miles  distant.  This 
lonely  situation,  added  to  his  having  few  or  none 
around  him  that  can  control  his  actions,  or  influence 
his  opinions,  has  given  full  play  both  to  his  reason 
and  his  imagination,  the  former  of  which  is  vigor- 
ous and  original,  the  latter  often  wild,  and  some- 
times fantastical.  Add  to  this,  he  is  for  ever  in  the 
sunshine ; a looker  at  the  bright  side  of  every 
thing ; always  anticipating  the  most  glowing  reali- 
ties, yet,  always  exhibiting,  even  in  the  midst  of 
the  most  romantic  enthusiasm,  a mind  chastened 
by  natural  good  sense  and  deep  reflection.  Were 
it  not  for  these,  his  flights  would  sometimes  be  a 
little  alarming.  In  the  winter  season  he  generally 
visits  some  of  our  principal  cities,  where  he  stays 
so  long  as  he  finds  amusement,  or,  as  generally 
happens,  till  he  becomes  tired  of  some  fashionable 
belle,  with  whom  he  has  fallen  in  love,  and  invest- 
ed with  all  the  spiritual  attributes  of  an  imaginary 
heroine.  When  the  fine  weather  comes  on,  he 
flies,  like  the  birds,  to  his  native  bower,  where  he 
remains  till  the  hot  months,  which  he  spends  in 
roving  about  the  country,  stopping  where  he  likes, 
and  going  just  whither  he  will.  He  has  promised 
to  let  me  have  the  benefit  of  his  reveries  at  home. 
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as  well  as  his  experience  and  observations  abroad ; 
and  I will  venture  to  predict,  that  the  public  shall 
enjoy  a share  of  the  pleasure  I expect  to  derive 
from  them.  I have  his  full  permission  to  do  what 
I will  with  his  communications,  unless,  as  he  pleas- 
antly tells  me — “ He  should  be  fool  enough  to 
write  poetry.”  The  real  liistory  of  his  life  is 
hardly  yet  begun  with  him.  His  likes  and  dis- 
likes, his  loves  and  friendships,  are  as  spontane- 
ous as  ardent;  and  he  often  exhibits  his  feelings 
and  impressions  with  a vigour,  a warmth,  and  a 
freshness,  that,  to  an  old,  weatherbeaten  sensibility 
hke  mine,  is  peculiarly  touching.  It  is  like  the 
ray  of  morning,  waking  and  invigorating  the  plant 
which  the  chills  of  the  night  have  shrivelled  almost 
to  death. 

My  other  associate,  or  rather  correspondent,  is  a 
young  fellow  from  New-England,  with  whom  I 
formed  a sort  of  intimacy  during  a couple  of 
months  I spent  in  one  of  the  charming  villages  of 
the  pleasant  state  of  New- Jersey.  In  the  course 
of  our  gossiping  walks,  of  an  evening,  I learned 
that  he  was  one  of  the  nine  sons  of  an  honest 
New-England  farmer,  who  was  ambitious  of  deck- 
ing his  family  with  some  of  the  honours  of  scholar- 
ship. So  he  sent  my  friend  to  college,  whether  to 
Yale  or  Harvard,  I forget.  While  here,  his  con- 
duct was  highly  exemplary,  and  his  acquisitions 
respectable  ; but  having  no  connexions  to  bring 
him  forward  in  the  world,  and  no  means  of  im- 
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mediate  support,  he  set  forth  to  seek  his  fortune, 
and  found  it  in  the  situation  of  a village  school- 
master. Though  apparently  content  with  his  sta- 
tion and  prospects,  there  is  a tinge  of  silent  unob- 
trusive melancholy  in  his  face ; and  his  views  of 
this  life,  as  well  as  his  estimate  of  human  happi- 
ness, are  those  of  a man  who  has  suffered  enough 
to  make  him  hope  humbly.  Nature  is  his  goddess, 
and  if  ever,  on  any  occasion,  he  seems  to  be  drawn 
from  the  even  tenour  of  feeling  which  seems  to 
sway  the  actions  of  his  life,  it  is  when  contempla- 
ting some  fair  landscape,  glowing  in  the  hues  of 
the  setting  sun,  or  fading  in  the  gray  teints  of  a twi- 
light summer  evening. 

Yet  even  on  these  occasions,  I have  never  found 
him  to  associate  these  beautiful  scenes  with  any 
thing  like  anticipations  of  future  happiness,  I mean 
temporal  happiness.  On  the  contrary,  they  always 
seemed  intertwined  with  melancholy,  or  tender 
recollections  of  the  past ; with  reflections  of  a 
serious  and  solemn  character,  occasionally,  yet 
rarely,  lighted  up  with  transient  glimmerings  of 
vivacity,  which  even  misfortune  cannot  entirely 
subdue,  in  the  elastic  composition  of  youth.  He 
is  reported,  among  the  village  gossips,  to  be  a 
“ charming  poet,”  which  is  a qualification  so  com- 
mon in  these  times,  that  it  had  almost  escaped  my 
recollection.  Such,  indeed,  is  the  wide  and  gen- 
eral diffusion  of  literature  in  this  happy  age,  such 
the  attainments  of  all  tolerably  well-educated 
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people  in  knowledge  and  science,  that  the  usual 
effects  of  plenty  are  perceived  in  the  republic  of  let- 
ters, as  elsewhere,  and  people  no  more  wonder  at 
poet  or  wit,  than  at  a juggler  or  a harlequin.  I am 
sometimes  almost  tempted  to  lament  the  happy 
period  of  general  ignorance,  when  such  was  the 
reverence  paid  to  the  professors  of  the  literary  art, 
that  a Roman  citizen  was  fined  by  a magistrate  for 
speaking  disrespectfully  of  a writer  of  indifferent 
tragedies. 

Such,  however,  are  the  members  of  our  little 
association,  whose  great  object  it  is  to  improve  our 
fellow-citizens  of  the  state  of  New-York.  It  is 
for  their  special  benefit  we  have  resumed  this  work, 
for  such  is  our  devotion  to  state  rights,  that  if  we 
thought  any  of  the  confederated  sisters,  much 
more  die  general  government,  would  take  advan- 
tage, or  derive  any  benefit  from  our  speculations, 
we  would  consign  them  to  the  fire.  Let  them 
benefit  by  our  work  at  their  peril.  As  for  the 
worthy  people  with  whom  our  readers  formerly 
kept  up  a sort  of  tittle-tattle  acquaintance,  we 
shall  take  an  early  opportunity  to  say  something 
of  them  all,  or  at  least  of  such  as  still  breathe  the 
pure  air  of  this  pleasant  isle.  The  reader  will  not 
fail  of  hearing,  in  good  time,  all  about  the  worthy 
Cockloft  family;  the  learned  Jeremy,  and  the 
young  ladies,  who  are  still  young  in  spite  of  the  lapse 
of  ten  years  and  more.  Above  a dozen  years  are 
past  since  we  first  introduced  these  excellent  souls 
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to  our  readers,  and  in  that  time  many  a gentle  tie 
has  been  broken,  and  many  friends  separated,  some 
of  them  for  ever.  Among  those  we  most  loved 
and  admired,  we  have  to  regret  the  long  absence 
of  one,  who  was  aye  the  delight  of  his  friends ; 
and  who,  if  he  were  with  us,  would  add  such 
charms  of  wit  and  gayety  to  this  little  work,  that 
the  young  and  the  aged  would  pore  over  it  with 
equal  delight. 


]• 
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NO.  I.— MAY  30,  1819. 


FROM  My  elbow  chair. 

The  other  night  I was  induced  to  accept  an  in- 
vitation to  a grand  ball,  given  by  a worthy  gentle- 
man of  my  acquaintance,  on  occasion  of  the  birth- 
day of  his  daughter,  a little  fine  lady  of  seven 
years  old.  He  had  left  off  business  some  years 
ago,  and  moved  into  one  of  the  fashionable  streets, 
where  he  lives  in  what  is  called  a handsome  style. 
He  was  formerly  a plain,  honest  trader,  of  great 
prudence  and  punctuality  in  all  his  dealings,  with- 
out any  particular  pretensions  of  any  kind,  and 
never  used  to  give  an  opinion  except  he  was  asked, 
or  the  subject  was  one  on  which  he  had  particular 
opportunities  of  being  informed.  Since  he  grew 
rich,  however,  he  has  become  somewhat  conceited, 
and  may  now  be  seen  at  Baehr's  Corner  of  a morn- 
ing, talking  with  considerable  emphasis,  and  de- 
livering his  opinions  on  various  political  matters, 
with  very  little  discretion.  Indeed,  it  is  no  new 
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discovery,  that  wealth  puts  a man  in  great  good- 
humour  with  himself,  and  subsidizes  his  vanity 
very  effectually.  This  probably  is  one  of  the  prin- 
cipal gratifications  arising  from  being  rich.  Men 
mistake  the  deference  paid  to  their  money  for  ad- 
miration of  their  -wit,  and  so  long  as  this  pleasant 
delusion  lasts,  it  constitutes  a great  source  of  en- 
joyment to  the  fortunate  possessor. 

My  worthy  friend  has  also  another  snug  private 
fund  of  happiness,  which  contributes  not  a little  to 
foster  that  agreeable  self-importance,  which  is  so 
conducive  to  the  comfort  of  this  life.  Not  being  a 
great  connoisseur  in  the  mysteries  of  good  breed- 
ing, he  has  fallen  into  an  opinion,  that  fine  feathers 
make  genteel  birds.  Hence  his  furniture  and 
equipage,  as  well  as  the  dresses  of  his  wife  and 
children,  are  of  the  most  splendid  and  costly  kind, 
and  the  good  man,  as  he  contemplates  the  glories 
that  surround  him,  actually  fancies  himself  a Ches- 
terfield in  politeness,  and  a connoisseur  in  taste. 
This  mistake  is,  however,  so  common,  that  I should 
hardly  have  gone  out  of  my  way  to  mention  it. 

With  these  little  foibles,  for  in  truth  they  are 
nothing  more,  my  friend  Tubman  is  a useful  crea- 
ture. He  spends  his  great  wealth  liberally ; gives 
his  sons  a college  education  ; brings  up  his  daugh- 
ters to  dress,  dance,  and  play  like  angels  ; allowrs 
his  wife  to  pay  a thousand  dollars  for  a Cashmere 
shawl ; gives  money  away  in  charity,  and  subscribes 
liberally  to  all  the  benevolent  institutions  of  the 
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city.  People  call  this  ostentation;  but  for  my 
part,  I think  that  the  decision  on  the  secret  motives 
of  human  actions,  does  not  belong  to  a being  so 
shortsighted  and  illnatured  as  man.  It  seems  to 
be  sufficient,  that  my  good  friend  acts  his  part  well, 
in  this  trumpery  world  ; and  that  if  he  is  vain,  he 
directs  the  gratification  of  his  vanity  to  worthy 
purposes.  But  I shall  take  some  other  occasion  to 
finish  the  portrait  of  this  worthy  and  useful  citizen. 

The  reader  will,  I hope,  do  me  the  justice  to 
believe,  it  is  not  owing  to  that  last  lingering  spark 
of  vanity,  which  so  often  survives  every  other  pas- 
sion in  the  heart  of  an  old  bachelor,  that  I have 
thus  again  entered  into  a participation  of  the  pleas- 
ures and  pursuits  of  the  town.  Nothing  but  a 
vehement,  unquenchable  desire  to  benefit  my  fel- 
low-citizens, who,  for  ten  years  past,  have  been 
entirely  dependant  on  dancing-masters  for  their 
maimers,  and  chance  for  their  morals,  could  have 
brought  me  again  into  the  company  of  the  new 
generation  of  belles  and  beaux,  that  has  grown  up 
since  my  retirement  from  the  fashionable  world. 
To  these  I mean  to  pay  particular  attention,  since 
there  is  a happy  pliability  in  youth,  which  yields  to 
those  gentle  impulses,  that  are  resisted  by  age  with 
obstinate  pertinacity.  The  modes,  the  dress,  and 
the  amusements  of  fashionable  life,  have  a much 
greater  influence  on  the  public  morals  than  is  ob- 
vious at  first  view.  Imitation  is  a species  of  ambi- 
tion much  more  universal  than  any  other,  and  the 
vor.  l.~ B 3 
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example  of  those  above  us  comes  with  a force 
proportioned  to  its  elevation.  A waltz  may  be  the 
forerunner  of  a course  of  familiarities  that  will  end 
at  last  in  a lapse  of  virtue ; and  the  absence  of  a 
tucker  be  the  original  cause  of  a loss  of  reputation 
and  happiness.  Hence  amusements,  even  the 
most  remotely  calculated  to  excite  the  passions,  or 
dresses,  that  cannot  by  any  process  of  reasoning 
or  feeling  be  brought  into  an  ideal  association  with 
modesty,  are  the  certain  signals  of  a relaxation  of 
the  public  morals.  Little  thinks  the  innocent 
female,  decorated,  without  knowing  it,  in  the  dress 
of  an  opera-dancer,  or  a female  equestrian,  and 
recklessly  exhibiting  her  beauties  to  the  public 
eye  in  a ball-room — little  does  she  think  with 
what  a gloating  stare  she  is  polluted  by  the  expe- 
rienced voluptuary,  whom  she  fancies  delighted 
only  with  her  beauty.  Little  can  she  imagine  how 
all  those  innocent  and  romantic  visions,  that  float 
in  the  pure  atmosphere  of  modesty,  are  thus  viti- 
ated, and  converted  into  mere  dull  realities,  with 
which  the  eye  of  man  is  already  sated.  Did  she 
only  know  the  feeling  she  inspires,  the  coarse  re- 
marks which  are  made  upon  her,  and  the  presump- 
tuous hopes  she  seems  at  least  to  sanction,  she 
would  surely  shrink  from  these  thoughtless  expo- 
sures, that  convert  all  the  glowing  visions  of  fancy 
into  mere  matters  of  fact,  and  strip  inexperienced, 
virtuous  love,  of  that  mystery  which  secures  the 
devotion  of  all  his  votaries. 
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My  long  absence  from  the  gay  scenes  of  fash- 
ionable life  having  made  me  feel  rather  awkward 
in  making  my  reappearance,  I had  taken  care  to 
flank  myself  with  Will  Wizard  on  one  side,  and 
Tippy  Tittipup,  Will’s  most  particular  object  of 
admiration,  on  the  other.  Thus  fortified,  I entered 
the  well-lighted  drawing-room  a little  past  eight, 
and  was  received  by  the  lady  of  the  house  accord- 
ing to  the  most  approved  modes  of  fashionable 
hospitality.  The  good  lady  has  a great  respect  for 
our  family,  her  mother  having  been  housekeeper 
to  mine,  in  the  days  of  the  Philips  and  other  mem- 
bers of  the  Perpetual  Club,  of  which  I shall  give 
a full  account  on  a future  occasion.  She  accord- 
ingly beckoned  me  to  a seat  beside  her  on  the 
sofa.  Just  as  I was  going  to  sit  down,  however, 
my  eye  glanced  upon  something  in  the  shape  of  an 
enormous  snake,  glittering  in  spiral  volumes  at  my 
feet.  I inherit  from  Adam,  I believe,  a mortal  an- 
tipathy to  snakes,  and  having  just  heard  of  the  re- 
turn of  the  great  Sea-Serpent,  I honestly  confess, 
I started  up  with  very  considerable  emphasis,  not 
knowing  but  it  might  be  that  egregious  monster. 

“ Bless  me,  Mr.  Langstaff,”  exclaimed  my  lady, 
“what  can  be  the  matter — I hope  youhaven’tgot a 
twinge  of  the  gout?” 

“ By  no  means,  madam,”  answered  I — “ I was 
only  a little  alarmed  at  a great  Boa  Constrictor, 
which  I now  find,  to  my  infinite  comfort,  is  noth- 
ing but  the  leg  of  the  sofa,  if  any  thing  in  that 
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shape  can  possibly  be  translated  into  such  a vulgar 
exploded  thing  as  a leg.” 

“ Oh — ’tis  all  the  fashion,  Mr.  Langstaff — you 
will  not  see  a leg  in  the  whole  city” — except, 
thought  I,  walking  behind  some  of  our  fashionable 
*****  ! — or  just  peeping  out  like  a drumstick  from 
one  of  those  meal-bags  my  friend  Tippy  Tittipup 
is  troubled  with. 

On  looking  round  the  room,  however,  I saw  Mrs. 
Tubman  was  right,  and  that  my  good  friend  had, 
as  it  were,  come  to  inhabit  a den  of  serpents,  or 
fiery  dragons,  I could  scarcely  tell  which,  with 
their  mouths  wide  open,  and  seeming  to  vomit  ac- 
tual fire,  especially  one  that  supported  a music 
stand.  If  every  serpent  tempts  an  Eve,  thought  I, 
we  are  in  a hopeful  way.  Seeing  me  contemplate 
this  goodly  assemblage  of  snakes,  the  lady  of  the 
den  asked  me,  rather  beseechingly,  if  I did  not 
think  it  a genteel  style  of  furniture. 

“ Beyond  all  question,  madam,”  I replied — “ and 
bespeaks  the  scientific  taste  of  the  age.  I remem- 
ber when  nobody  but  chymists,  apothecaries,  con- 
jurers, and  other  learned  wights,  were  represented 
in  the  old  picture  books,  surrounded  by  stuffed  alli- 
gators, dried  lizards,  and  enormous  snakes,  pinned 
to  the  walls,  or  dangling  from  the  ceilings.  Now 
my  good  friend  Tubman,  who,  I understand,  in- 
tends shortly  to  study  chymistry  and  geology,  must 
feel  like  honest  Cornelius  Agrippa,  or  Doctor  Faus- 
tus,  who  was  not  quite  so  honest,  or  Sir  Hum- 
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phrey  Davy,  seated  thus  in  the  midst  of  emblems 
of  physic,  alchymy,  chivalry,  and  immortality.” 
“Ah  ! now — ” drawled  out  the  lady — “ now,  Mr. 
Langstaff,  you  are  joking,  I am  sure.  But,  seri- 
ously, don’t  you  think  them  genteel  ?” 

“ Certainly,  Mrs.  Tubman — everything  fashion- 
able and  expensive  must  be  genteel — I believe 
there  is  no  other  rule  at  present.  But,  my  dear 
madam,”  said  I,  rather  in  a lower  and  more  earnest 
tone — “ are  you  not  afraid  of  the  consequences  of 
placing  these  monsters  in  the  daily  contemplation 
of  your  children  ? Are  you  not  apprehensive  that 
your  little  ones,  who  are  just  about  getting  a phys- 
iognomy, will  go  to  one  of  these  monsters  for  it  ? 
Nothing  can  equal  the  ductility  of  the  infant  flesh, 
or  the  ease  with  which  it  takes  a character  from 
surrounding  objects.  I give  you  my  word,  that 
all  the  little  negroes  at  my  cousin’s  country-house, 
got  Chinese  faces  by  being  accustomed  to  play 
in  the  hall,  which  was  papered  with  Chinese 
figures  at  work ; and  that  the  want  of  a chin,  so 
conspicuous  in  our  friend  Jeremy,  is  supposed  to 
be  derived  from  the  same  cause.” 

By  this  time  Mrs.  Tubman  had  begun  a course 
of  fidgeting.  “ You  don’t  say  so,  Mr.  Langstaff — 
it  can’t  be  possible — the  thing  never  struck  me  be- 
fore.” Thus  she  talked,  half  to  herself,  for  a little 
while;  first  looking  at  me,  and  then  at  the  ser- 
pents. Just  at  that  moment,  the  little  girl,  whose 
birthday  had  been  the  occasion  of  this  festivity, 
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came  running  up  to  ask  permission  to  dance  a co- 
tillon. It  happened,  rather  unluckily,  that  the 
little  damsel  really  possessed  a sort  of  physiog- 
nomy partaking  in  no  small  degree  of  the  character 
of  the  wide-mouthed  monsters  gaping  on  every 
side.  I could  see  the  anxious  mother  comparing 
them  together ; and  at  last,  apparently  recognising 
the  fatal  resemblance,  she  caught  the  little  full- 
dressed  woman  up  in  her  arms,  and  ran  out  of  the 
room  with  precipitation.  I should  have  regretted 
the  uneasiness  I gave  her,  had  I not  justified  my- 
self in  endeavouring  to  put  a stop  to  this  danger- 
ous passion  for  serpents,  which  cost  the  first  mar- 
ried man  so  dear,  and  picks  the  pockets  of  so 
many  of  his  successors  in  that  happy  state.  To 
me  it  appears  a decided  proof  of  bad  taste  and  ex- 
travagance, to  fill  our  houses  with  expensive,  ill- 
shaped, and  gaping  reptiles,  curling  about  sofas, 
tables,  and  music  stands — supporting  candelabras, 
and  sustaining  the  most  various,  as  well  as  contra- 
dictory Functions.  This  lumbering  the  house  with 
monsters  will  assuredly  destroy  the  beauty  of  all 
the  children,  and,  to  my  mind,  it  has  injured  it  al- 
ready very  seriously. 

Having  requested  Will  Wizard  to  keep  a good 
look-out  in  the  ball-room,  in  order  to  be  able  to 
compile,  from  actual  observation,  a system  of  rules 
and  regulations  for  the  fashionable  world,  I did 
not  care  to  enter  the  crowd  until  the  latter  part  of 
the  evening,  when  I strolled  thither  in  search  of 
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him.  The  moment  I entered,  my  original  purpose 
was  lost  in  astonishment,  at  seeing  the  enormous 
style  in  which  Tippy  Tittipup  was  discussing  cer- 
tain refreshments.  These  consisted  of  pickled 
oysters,  fried  ham,  jellies,  ice-cream,  plum,  pound, 
and  sponge  cake — figs,  almonds,  ?aisins,  prunes, 
blanc-mange,  whip-sillabub,  and  I can’t  tell  what 
more  besides.  Tippy  had  posted  himself  in  a 
most  admirable  position,  worthy  one  of  the  oldest 
and  most  experienced  aids  of  the  commander-in- 
chief. It  was  just  inside  the  door,  whence  he 
could  levy  upon  every  thing  passing  in  and  out, 
and  as  a position  for  foraging,  was  unrivalled.  Not 
the  great  Bradshaw  Fearon,  who  wrote  a book 
against  us,  because  we  did  not  eat  hot  suppers — 
not  even  one  of  the  delicate  damsels,  who  seek  an 
appetite  at  Ballston,  or  satisfy  it  at  a supper-party, 
ever  equalled  the  trencher  feats  of  Tippy  Tittipup. 
Laced  up  in  corsets,  as  was  that  unequalled  youth, 
it  was  marvellous  to  see  the  extent  of  his  discus- 
sions on  these  matters.  And,  to  make  use  of  a 
phrase  I learned  of  Will  Wizard,  poor  Tubman 
“ suffered”  on  this  occasion  very  considerably. 

Long  talking  being  the  supposed  foible  of  old 
age,  I shall  forbear  reminding  the  reader  that  I am 
ten  years  older  than  when  we  parted  last,  by  spin- 
ning this  paper  to  an  unreasonable  length.  Not 
that  I care  much  about  the  opinions  of  the  critics. 
I am  too  old  to  learn,  even  if  they  could  teach  me ; 
and  as  I have  hitherto,  so  will  I continue  to  pursue 
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my  own  path,  satisfied,  if  I can  please  the  gay  and 
the  innocent,  who  will,  I trust,  always  constitute 
the  majority  of  my  readers.  If  I fail,  there  is  one 
consolation  in  old  age — a few  years  will  bury  my- 
self and  my  disappointments  in  onecommon  grave. 


I 


“CODIFICATION.” 

BY  WILLIAM  WIZARD. 

Perhaps  there  is  nothing  in  which  the  inhabi- 
tants of  towns  differ  from  those  of  the  country 
more  than  in  the  various,  as  well  as  sudden  changes, 
observed  in  their  dress,  manners,  and  amusements. 
The  people  of  the  rural  fields  are  just  as  they  were 
when  I first  remember  the  murmuring  streams  and 
green  meadows  ; and  while  every  thing  else,  and 
I among  the  rest,  have  changed,  their  dress  main- 
tains, in  a great  degree,  its  ancient  simplicity;  their 
manners,  their  amusements,  and  their  occupations 
remain  the  same.  Sometimes,  indeed,  one  may 
chance  to  see  at  village  balls,  or  country  churches, 
a youth  or  a belle  attempting  something  like  the 
city  style ; but  such  examples  do  not  spread,  and 
are  looked  upon  as  subjects  of  laughter  or  scandal 
rather  than  of  imitation.  Like  the  Chinese,  they 
pass  along  from  generation  to  generation,  parta- 
king but  little  in  the  changes  of  this  capricious 
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world,  and  exhibiting  their  respect  for  their  good 
fathers,  by  doing  as  they  did  before  them. 

The  foregoing  remarks,  however,  apply  only  to 
such  parts  of  our  country  as  have  not  been  of  late 
years  infested  by  fashionable  tourists,  and  where 
there  are  neither  post-coaches  or  banks.  These 
fortunate  exemptions  have  left  the  inhabitants  in 
quiet  possession  of  oblivion,  and  enabled  them  to 
remain  in  happy  ignorance  of  those  wonderful  re- 
finements in  manners  and  morals,  which  are  so  in- 
dicative of  a near  approach  to  the  promised  mil- 
lennium. It  is  in  these  sequestered  nooks,  which 
present  nothing  but  rural  vales,  rich  harvest-fields, 
comfortable  farmhouses,  and  virtuous  competency, 
that  the  presiding  genius  of  our  country  dwells,  in 
the  plain  dress  and  unostentatious  independence  of 
an  American  farmer. 

Contrasted  with  this  plainness  and  simplicity  in 
dress  and  manners,  the  aspect  of  a city  presents 
nothing  but  an  ever-changing  variety  of  capricious 
metamorphoses.  The  sense  of  propriety ; a regard 
to  time,  place,  circumstance,  and  situation ; an  adap- 
tation of  dress  and  manners  to  age,  rank,  fortune, 
or  physiognomy — all  these  seem  to  be  lost  sight  of 
in  the  innate,  instinctive  propensity  to  imitate  some 
idle  peculiarity  of  dress  or  manner,  which,  if  traced 
to  its  source,  will  generally  be  found  to  originate 
with  some  opera-dancer  of  Paris,  or  some  notori- 
ous demirep  of  London.  Most  of  the  customs  and 
habits  of  this  world  will  be  found  to  emanate  from 
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some  rational  source  ; but  the  laws  of  fashion  seem 
nothing  but  caprice,  and  not  only  the  dress,  but  the 
manners  and  morals  of  the  beau-monde,  are  sub- 
ject to  periodical  changes,  arising  from  causes 
which,  like  those  sudden  variations  of  temperature 
common  in  our  climate,  baffle  all  the  researches 
of  philosophical  investigation. 

Many  distinguished  writers,  smitten  with  a de- 
sire to  benefit  the  world,  have,  from  time  to  time, 
attempted  to  bring  these  matters  under  the  regula- 
tion of  common  sense  and  propriety.  But  I know 
not  how  it  is,  all  other  classes  quietly  submit  to 
the  laws  of  the  land,  while  the  people  of  fashion, 
like  our  native  Indians,  seem  of  a nature  not  sus- 
ceptible of  being  reclaimed  from  the  indulgence  of 
those  wild  and  wayward  habits,  that  bid  defiance 
to  authority,  and  resist  both  reason  and  force.  But 
notwithstanding  that  all  which  has  heretofore  been 
said  and  written  on  this  important  subject,  has  had 
pretty  much  the  same  effect  that  the  sage  admo- 
nitions of  prudent  age  have  on  the  inexperienced 
youth,  still  this  is  no  reason  why  we,  in  our  capa- 
city of  overseers  of  fashionable  manners,  should 
not  make  a similar  trial.  The  wisdom  of  man  is, 
it  is  true,  incapable  of  foreseeing  what  may  possi- 
bly happen  ; but  his  experience  is  sufficient  to  con- 
vince him,  that  what  has  been  a thousand  times 
attempted  in  vain,  often  happens  at  last  of  itself. 
If  at  this  happy  crisis,  when  a combination  of 
causes  beyond  the  control  of  any  human  being  is 
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about  to  produce  what  the  efforts  of  all  the  reform- 
ers have  failed  to  bring  about,  some  lucky  genius 
places  himself  conspicuously  at  the  head  of  the 
current,  he  gains  infinite  credit  for  having  given  a 
direction  to  the  tide,  although  he  merely  floated 
wfith  the  stream.  I believe,  if  the  influence  of 
great  reformers  on  the  age  in  which  they  lived 
were  fairly  analyzed,  it  would  be  found  to  amount 
to  no  more,  than  merely  furnishing  arguments  to 
justify  the  people  in  a change  they  had  before  re- 
solved upon.  However  this  may  be,  we  see  every 
day  laws  laid  down  by  our  corporation,  which  no- 
body pays  the  least  attention  to  ; and  were  lawgiv- 
ers to  be  discouraged  in  their  attempts  to  do  good, 
by  the  frequency  of  their  failure,  we  should  not 
have  such  an  immense  pile  of  obsolete  statutes,  all 
of  which,  doubtless,  w'ere  originally  considered  of 
great  virtue. 

Although  I can’t  boast  of  possessing  that  singu- 
lar clearness  of  perception — that  wonderful  power 
of  analysis,  nor  that  unequalled  simplicity  of  style 
which  distinguishes  the  great  Jeremy  Bentham, 
and  am  far  below  that  illustrious  reformer  in  that 
inimitable  skill  in  “ codification”  for  which  he  is 
distinguished,  yet  have  I attempted  to  follow  his 
example  at  humble  distance.  I have  endeavoured  in 
the  following  pages,  by  condensing,  classing,  sim- 
plifying and  codifying,  to  digest  a sort  of  manual 
for  the  government  of  the  fashionable  world , so 
perspicuous  that  all  may  understand — so  easy  that 
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all  may  practise — and  so  concise,  that  all  may  have 
sufficient  leisure  to  commit  it  to  memory.  My  de- 
sign was  to  collect,  and  if  possible  arrange  a sys- 
tem of  rules  and  regulations,  that  should  at  once  fit 
the  most  inexperienced  young  lady,  either  from  the 
country  or  from  a boarding-school,  to  play  her  part 
with  credit  in  the  best  society.  To  this  I have 
added  various  hints,  which,  if  properly  attended  to, 
will  enable  married  ladies  and  their  husbands  to 
neglect  each  other  in  the  most  polite  manner,  so 
that  when  I have  completed  my  natural  history  of 
the  dandies,  the  whole  will  form,  I flatter  myself, 
a complete  codification  of  the  laws  of  fashion,  not 
unworthy  the  great  original.  With  these  intro- 
ductory remarks,  I will  now  proceed  to  develop 
the  system  more  completely. 


GENERAL  DIRECTIONS  FOR  YOUNG  LADIES,  APPLI- 
CABLE TO  ALL  SITUATIONS. 

As  the  first  virtue  of  a young  lady  in  these  hard 
times  (when  nothing  is  plenty  but  paper  money 
that  won’t  pass)  is  economy,  every  single  woman 
of  fashion  should  endeavour  to  do  with  as  little 
clothing  as  possible.  It  is  a folly  to  suppose  that 
it  is  more  necessary  to  cover  the  arms,  shoulders, 
and  the  etcaeteras  of  a fashionable  woman,  any 
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more  than  her  face  and  hands.  Habit  will  ren- 
der the  one  as  immaterial  as  the  other,  in  time. 
This  simplicity  of  dress,  while  it  indicates  a dis- 
position to  be  saving,  proves  also  that  they  are 
above  all  deception,  and  scorn  disguise  of  every 
sort  and  degree, 
final  bargain. 

Besides  the  foregoing  reasons  for  going  with  as 
little  clothing  as  possible,  especially  in  cold  weath- 
er, there  is  another  and  very  powerful  one,  to  en- 
courage the  adoption  of  this  new  system  of  econ- 
omy. It  affords  a striking,  or,  as  Jeremy  Ben- 
tham  says,  a naked  proof,  that  the  young  lady 
who  is  sufficiently  public-spirited  for  this  exhibi- 
tion, and  magnanimously  ventures  forth,  defying  the 
penetrating  breath  of  the  doughty  Boreas,  as  well 
as  the  still  more  penetrating  glances  of  the  still 
more  doughty  dandy,  possesses  an  excellent  con- 
stitution. This  circumstance  may,  in  some  few 
cases,  be  a great  recommendation  to  gentlemen 
tired  of  the  blessings  of  a single  life,  and  whose 
infirmities  tempt  them  to  marry,  to  ensure  good 
nursing.  If  it  be  urged  that  the  prospect  of  long 
life  is  no  recommendation  to  matrimony  at  present, 
it  may  be  suggested  on  the  other  hand,  that  this 
system  of  economy,  if  rigidly  pursued,  diminishes 
the  chances  of  a wife  troubling  her  husband  long. 
In  either  case,  this  mode  is  not  without  its  advan- 
tages. 

When  a young  lady  has  great  natural  capabili- 
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ties  for  becoming  a belle  esprit,  or  blue-stocking, 
she  should  begin  by  accustoming  herself  to  talk 
loud  enough  to  be  heard  quite  across  the  largest 
ball-room,  while  the  fiddles  are  going,  as  they  do 
in  the  most  fashionable  circles.  Every  one  will 
* suppose,  that  a lady  who  takes  such  pains  to  be 
heard,  must  have  something  to  say  worth  hearing ; 
and  this  is  sufficient  for  most  people,  without  any 
further  investigation.  In  addition  to  this,  it  shows 
a proper  confidence,  and  proves  that  she  is  not 
talking  scandal,  which  is  always  conveyed  in  whis- 
pers. For  my  part,  whenever  I see  a lady  speak- 
ing in  a soft,  sweet,  insinuating  under-tone,  I take 
it  for  granted  she  is  abusing  some  one  present. 
This  disregard  to  the  company,  thus  manifested  by 
loud  talking,  also  demonstrates  that  they  are  used 
to  better  society,  and  look  upon  those  about  them 
as  too  insignificant  to  be  any  restraint  upon  their 
behaviour  or  conversation. 

If  the  young  lady  happens  to  be  at  a ball  and 
supper,  it  behooves  her  to  pay  particular  atten- 
tion to  the  first  indications  of  the  approach  of  the 
latter  solemnity.  By  this  means,  she  may  place 
herself  in  a position  to  enable  her  to  get  before  the 
married  ladies,  who,  by  means  of  their  husbands, 
are  always  let  into  the  secret  in  time  to  get  the 
best  places.  Nothing  is  so  vulgar  and  mortifying 
withal,  as  for  a young  belle  to  bring  up  the  rear  of 
a precession  to  a supper-room.  It  proves,  either 
that  she  waits  for  some  one  to  hand  her  in,  which 
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indicates  a want  of  female  intrepidity,  or  that  she 
labours  under  the  infirmity  of  modesty,  than  which 
nothing  is  a more  unequivocal  proof  of  low  breed- 
ing. When  at  supper,  she  ought  to  be  careful  not 
to  wear  a shawl,  except  it  be  a Cashmere — and  then 
to  dispose  of  it  so  carelessly  as  to  afford  the  young 
gentleman,  who  waits  behind  her,  an  opportunity 
of  being  paid  for  his  trouble. 

In  equipping  for  a ball,  nothing  can  be  more  be- 
coming or  interesting  than  those  charming  dresses, 
which  look  as  if  they  were  just  on  the  point  of 
slipping  from  the  shoulders.  This  gives  rise  to 
infinite  solicitude  on  the  part  of  the  gentlemen, 
whose  eyes  are,  as  it  were,  fascinated  to  the  spot, 
in  expectation  that  some  impending  catastrophe  is 
about  to  happen.  Thus  the  lady  will  have  the 
pleasure  of  being  an  object  of  great  solicitude. 
Another  peculiar  advantage  of  this  slippery-looking 
costume  is,  that  it  is  next  to  impossible  to  tell 
whether  a lady  stands  with  her  face  or  back  towards 
you,  unless  you  happen  to  see  the  former.  The 
other  night,  at  Mrs.  Tubman’s,  Tippy  Tittipup  and 
I had  a hearty  laugh  at  a raw  young  fellow,  who 
stood  “ perplexed  in  the  extreme,”  at  the  back  of 
one  of  these  dresses,  and  apparently  in  great  doubt 
whether  nature  had  not  turned  the  face,  or  at  least 
the  figure,  the  wrong  way. 

As  the  present  race  of  beaux  are  so  entirely  taken 
up  with  admiring  themselves,  that  they  have  no 
time  to  pay  attention  to  other  persons,  I think  the 


40 


SALMAGUNDI. 


young  ladies  are  perfectly  justifiable  in  flirting  a 
little  with  the  married  gentlemen.  They  would 
get  quite  out  of  practice  else,  and  no  harm  can  re- 
sult from  it  in  the  present  fashionable  arrangements, 
where  a man  who  pays  any  attention  to  his  wife  is 
considered  a phenomenon,  if  not  a monster.  It  is 
not  pretended  that  the  foregoing  rules  furnish  a 
complete  “ codification”  for  young  ladies,  but  such 
is  the  urgent  call  for  something  of  the  kind,  before 
the  commencement  of  the  Ballston  season,  that  we 
were  under  the  necessity  of  promulgating  it  in  the 
present  unfinished  state,  with  a promise  of  furnish- 
ing a supplement  as  occasion  may  require. 


RULES  FOR  MARRIED  LADIES  AND  GENTLEMEN. 

The  married  ladies,  no  matter  of  what  age,  are 
to  imitate  the  young  ones  in  dress,  manners,  talk- 
ing, and  flirting,  as  much  as  possible.  It  is  at  war 
with  the  reason  of  things,  and  the  practice  with 
respect  to  every  other  case,  to  suppose  that  young 
women  ought  to  copy  old  ones.  All  our  reason- 
ings proceed  upon  the  supposition,  that  the  world 
is  continually  growing  wiser,  and  consequently  to 
look  to  a preceding  generation  for  examples,  is  of  the 
very  essence  of  “ a preposterous  retrogradation,”  as 
the  illustrious  Bentham  says.  Hence  there  is  an 
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inflexible  propriety  in  the  married  ladies  dressing 
and  behaving  as  much  like  girls  as  possible. 

As  their  husbands,  according  to  the  new  codifi- 
cation, are  inhibited  from  paying  them  in  public  the 
common  courtesies  demanded  by  every  other  lady, 
it  is  of  indispensable  necessity  that  they  supply  his 
place  by  an  attendant  who  will  afford  them,  at  the 
most  reasonable  rate.  This  attendant  ought,  if  pos- 
sible, to  be  some  well-looking,  pretty-behaved,  inno- 
cent, married  man  ; the  husband,  if  possible,  of  the 
lady’s  most  particular  friend ; and  if  the  friend  in 
return  can  manage  so  as  to  have  the  husband  of  her 
friend  for  her  particular  attendant,  the  arrangement 
is  as  complete  as  the  nature  of  things  will  permit.  It 
unites  convenience,  harmony,  and  reciprocity. 
Each  lady  will  always  have  a beau  at  command, 
who  answers  all  the  purposes  of  a husband,  with 
this  special  advantage,  that  he  can  be  exchanged 
for  another  whenever  she  is  tired  of  him. 

This  easy  mode  of  bearing  the  yoke  of  matri- 
mony has  been  practised  in  Europe  for  many 
years  past,  and,  beyond  all  doubt,  has  conduced 
much  to  that  purity  of  morals,  that  graceful  relaxa- 
tion of  matrimonial  decorum,  and  that  elegant  dis- 
regard of  common  rules,  which  we  have  hitherto 
been  unable,  greatly  to  the  mortification  of  some 
of  our  moral  writers,  to  naturalize  in  this  country. 
It  is  equally  certain,  that  it  has  operated  most 
powerfully  in  preventing  an  increase  of  human 
misery ; first,  by  inducing  young  ladies  to  marry,  if 
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for  no  other  purpose  them  to  enjoy  this  unrestrained 
freedom — secondly,  by  tempting  old  bachelors  from 
the  barren  path  of  celibacy,  by  the  certainty  of 
being  rid  of  the  trouble  of  waiting  upon  their 
wives — and  lastly,  by  producing  such  a delightful 
relief  from  all  the  burdensome  restraints  of  matri- 
mony, that  one  half  the  time  people  forget  they  are 
married. 

Another  indispensable  rule,  especially  recom- 
mended to  the  adoption  of  married  ladies,  is  to 
spend  as  much  money  as  they  conveniently  can. 
This  encourages  trade  and  industry ; gives  a spur 
to  the  inventive  powers  of  mantuamakers  and 
men-milliners,  and,  above  all,  confers  great  conse- 
quence upon  the  husband.  People  naturally  con- 
clude from  this,  that  he  is  either  a very  rich  man, 
or  that  he  is  in  good  credit,  which  is  still  more  to 
his  honour.  The  amount  of  a man’s  debts  is  the 
best  possible  criterion  of  his  estimation  in  society, 
because  it  is  a proof  of  the  public  confidence.  A 
good  wife  will,  therefore,  always  assist  in  building 
up  a character  for  her  husband  in  this  way. 

The  married  men  must  on  no  account  be  de- 
tected in  paying  the  most  common  civilities  to 
their  wives,  as  this  is  considered  unstatesmanlike, 
and  indicative  of  low-breeding.  At  Washington, 
where  the  corps  diplomatique  gives  the  tone  to 
manners,  the  married  ladies  are  left  to  elbow  their 
way  alone  through  the  crowds  of  that  extensive 
metropolis,  unless  they  have  provided  themselves 


SALMAGUNDI.  43 

with  an  attendant — I would  not  call  him  a cecisbeo 
for  the  world.  Should  they  happen  to  be  without 
this  indispensable  appendage,  they  wander  about 
like  ferce  natures,  whom  every  man  is  at  liberty  to 
circumvent  and  destroy.  This  wellbred  neglect 
is  recommended  as  a piece  of  high-breeding,  by 
the  extreme  facility  with  which  it  may  be  adopted, 
and  put  into  practice.  Other  more  occult  myster- 
ies of  fashionable  manners  require  early  habits  of 
good-breeding,  and  a certain  command  of  at  least 
the  appearance  of  refinement,  which  are  not  in  the 
power  of  every  one  ; but  this  is  attended  with  no 
sort  of  difficulty.  I have  seen  a little  country 
attorney,  whom  the  wisdom  of  his  constituents  had 
made  a lawgiver,  enter  the  highest  circle  in  the 
nation,  with  his  wife  some  paces  behind  him,  and 
with  as  good  an  air  as  if  he  had  been  an  attache 
to  an  embassy.  Being  thus  without  the  encum- 
brance of  a wife  hanging  on  his  arm,  he  was 
enabled  to  dispose  of  his  hands  to  great  advantage, 
by  scratching  his  head  with  one,  and  thrusting  the 
other  into  his  breeches’  pocket. 

The  advantages  resulting  from  this  high-bred 
neglect  of  our  better  parts  are  manifold.  Being 
thus  left  to  themselves,  and  to  a dependance  on 
their  own  talents  and  resources,  for  amusement 
and  protection,  they  lose  that  weakness  and 
effeminacy,  which,  having  been  lately  patronised 
by  the  fashionable  young  gentlemen,  are  no  longer 
the  peculiar  attributes  of  feminine  delicacy.  In 
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short,  they  acquire  a degree  of  masculine  intie- 
pidity,  that  fits  them  actually  for  the  protection  of 
the  other  sex,  and  enables  them  to  attend  auctions 
to  great  advantage.  Another,  and  still  more  impor- 
tant result  is,  that  in  time  they  become  so  accus- 
tomed to  the  attentions  of  the  whole  male  genus, 
that  in  the  end,  they  care  little  who  attends  them, 
and  make  no  distinction  between  one  man  and 
another.  This  is  considered  as  the  highest  point 
to  which  refinement  can  be  carried ; and  there  are 
instances  abroad,  where  this  salutary  indifference 
hath  been  brought  to  such  a pitch  of  perfection, 
that  for  want  of  the  habit  of  making  distinctions, 
ladies  of  the  first  rank  have  actually  mistaken  the 
husbands  of  their  most  intimate  friends  for  their 
own.  But  what,  after  all,  I consider  the  chief  ex- 
cellence of  our  system  of  codification,  is,  that  it 
will  be  found,  on  examination,  wonderfully  adapted 
to  all  classes  of  people,  who  may  by  its  aid  be- 
come exceedingly  fashionable,  without  the  drudg- 
ery of  acquiring  polite  accomplishments — the  la- 
bour of  polish  or  refinement,  or  attending  to  the 
tedious  and  insufferable  formalities  of  the  old  school 
of  good-breeding. 
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CRITICISM. 

As  no  periodical  work  can  possibly  exist  in  the 
present  times  without  the  seasoning  of  a little 
criticism,  it  may  be  well  to  give  early  notice  to  our 
fashionable  readers,  that  we  are  in  possession  of  a 
number  of  choice  specimens  of  that  noble  art, 
with  which  they  will  from  time  to  time  be  regaled. 
Some  of  these  are  as  old  as  the  days  of  Shak- 
speare,  and  seem  to  have  served  as  models  for  the 
present  most  approved  style  of  criticism.  As  a 
specimen,  we  present  to  the  reader  a review  of 
the  tragedy  of  Othello,  supposed  to  have  been 
written  by  Geoffrey  Cockloft , one  of  the  most 
famous  critics  of  that  day.  All  we  have  been  able 
to  learn  of  the  writer  is,  that  he  presided  over  the 
taste  of  the  town  for  several  years,  and  by  sitting 
in  judgment  upon  the  most  celebrated  writers  of 
his  age,  at  length  actually  believed  himself  supe- 
rior to  them  all,  and  thereupon  became  exceedingly 
vain  and  conceited.  Like  many  men,  however, 
who  make  a great  figure  during  life,  he  sunk 
quietly  into  oblivion  at  his  death,  and  his  works, 
with  the  exception  of  some  manuscript  criticisms, 
perished  with  him. 

In  addition  to  these  valuable  manuscripts,  we 
have  had  the  good  fortune  to  secure  the  co-opera- 
tion of  a young  gentleman  who  has  written  criti- 
cisms for  our  theatre  for  the  last  ten  years,  and  is 
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the  author  of  several  of  those  which  lately  ap- 
peared in  some  of  the  public  papers,  to  the  great 
edification  of  the  town.  This  young  fellow  pos- 
sesses rare  and  invaluable  requisites  for  this  branch 
of  the  literary  trade.  He  sings  a good  song,  is 
a member  of  several  musical  societies,  and  has 
regularly  attended  all  the  concerts  for  several  years 
past.  He  is  a consummate  judge  of  horses  and 
dogs,  and  consequently  exceedingly  well  qualified 
for  a stage  critic  of  the  present  times,  where  the 
principal  characters  are  performed  by  these  animals. 
We  once  heard  him  give  a criticism  on  the  perform- 
ance of  the  Dog  of  Montargis,  that  would  have 
done  credit  to  a firstrate  review.  He  will  take 
particular  cognizance  of  this  important  branch  of 
the  drama,  and  not  spare  even  the  elephant  himself, 
if  he  transgresses  the  bounds  of  nature. 

But  he  will  soon  speak  for  himself,  and  our 
readers  have  an  opportunity  of  judging  of  his 
critical  accomplishments.  In  the  meanwhile,  to 
satiate  the  appetite  of  the  public,  we  will  transcribe 
for  their  amusement  the  learned  and  judicious 
criticism  of  Geoffrey  Cockloft,  Esq.,  on  the  tragedy 
of  Othello,  as  written  shortly  after  its  first  appear-, 
ance.  This  worthy  gentleman  was,  according  to 
tradition,  ancestor  to  the  present  family  of  that 
name : a great  beau,  critic,  and  frequenter  of  the 
theatre  in  his  day,  and  one  who  had  damned  more 
plays  than  any  man  of  his  time.  The  manuscript 
is  headed  as  follows  ; — 
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OTHELLO,  THE  MOOR  OF  VENICE. 

BY  WILLIAM  SHAKSPEARE. 

If  the  end  of  tragedy  be  to  make  us  laugh,  then 
this  is  a tragedy  of  the  first  order.  It  is  written 
by  a stable-boy,  or  rather  a link-boy,  whom  every 
body  recollects,  about  the  theatre,  where  he  is 
accustomed  to  hold  horses  during  the  perform- 
ances. Having,  by  this  connexion  with  the  stage, 
acquired  a considerable  insight  into  the  tricks  and 
traps  by  which  it  is  customary  to  win  the  good- 
natured  audience  into  an  endurance  of  the  vilest 
trash,  he  probably  conceived  himself  qualified  for 
a distinguished  votary  of  the  tragic  muse.  He  is 
reckoned  quite  a prodigy.  But  for  our  part  we 
hate  prodigies  : — we  are  quite  sick  of  genius  grow- 
ing up  in  pig-sties,  cobblers’-stalls,  and  sheep-pens. 
If  a work  is  not  a good  one,  we  care  not  whether 
it  was  written  in  a palace  or  a hovel ; and  are  in- 
clined to  believe  that  people  who  admire  it  on  ac- 
count of  the  deficiencies  of  the  author,  are  little 
better  than  blockheads. 

“ Portents  and  prodigies  are  grown  so  frequent, 
that  they  have  lost  their  name.”  People,  however, 
still  continue  to  wonder  at  them,  while  the  real 
wonder  is,  not  that  these  stall-fed  and  stall-bred 
prodigies  arise,  but  that  people  still  continue  to 
wonder  at  them.  For  our  part,  we  repeat,  we  are 
quite  tired  of  these  prodigies.  Of  what  conse- 
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quence  is  it  to  us,  if  a man  writes  nohsense,  that 
he  has  never  had  an  opportunity  of  learning  to 
write  better  ? If  we  want  a shoe  made,  we  don’t 
go  to  a poet ; or  if  we  do,  we  don’t  make  him  out 
to  be  a wonder,  because  he  has  cobbled  us  a pair 
of  somethings  in  the  shape  of  shoes.  Why  then 
should  we  go  to  a cobbler,  a stable-boy,  or  a swine- 
herd, for  our  poetry  ? Every  one  to  their  trade,  is 
an  excellent  maxim,  and  we  would  advise  Mr. 
William  Shakspeare  to  limit  his  ambition  to  hold- 
ing the  reins  of  mere  earthly  steeds,  rather  than 
aspire  to  manage  the  fiery-footed  Pegasus.  But  it 
is  time  for  us  to  introduce  this  curious  performance 
to  the  reader.  It  has  one  merit  at  least,  and  that  is 
originality.  We  will  venture  to  affirm  there  is 
nothing  like  it,  either  in  nature  or  any  of  its  abom- 
inable imitations  called  stage-plays,  from  the  days 
of  the  first  theatrical  carl  down  to  the  present  time. 
Nothing  can  equal  the  plot,  but  the  dialogue  ; and 
had  not  the  dialogue  a parallel  in  the  plot,  it  would 
be  impossible  to  find  a resemblance  to  either,  in  all 
the  story-books  extant. 

It  seems,  a Moor,  that  is,  a blackmoor,  who  had 
distinguished  himself  in  the  service  of  the  Vene- 
tian state,  being  admitted  into  familiarity  by  a sen- 
ator, gained  the  affections  of  his  daughter,  in  no 
other  way  than  by  telling  her  long  stories  about  the 
wars  in  which  he  had  been  engaged.  They  elope 
together  at  night,  and  the  play  opens  with  the 
bawlings  of  one  of  Desdemona's — for  that  is  the 
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lady’s  name — cast  off  suiters,  a silly  fellow  of  the 
name  of  Roderigo,  who  appears  in  the  street  in 
company  with  a precious  villian,  called  Iago.  Rod- 
erigo wakes  Signior  Brabantio,  the  father  of  the 
runaway  lady,  by  crying  out  “ thieves,  thieves,” 
most  lustily ; and  Iago,  in  reply  to  the  senator’s 
inquiry  as  to  what  is  the  matter,  thus  elegantly  lets 
him  into  the  secret — 

“Your  heart  is  hurst,  you  have  lost  half  your  soul, 

Even  now,  very  now,  an  old  black  ram 
Is  tupping  your  white  ewe.” 

Brabantio,  as  may  be  supposed,  not  being,  like  our 
author,  bred  in  a stable,  is  still  in  the  dark  as  to  the 
cause  of  this  uproar,  and  renews  his  inquiries. 
Iago  answers  again  in  the  genuine  language  of  the 
author’s  profession — 

“ Zounds,  sir,  you  are  one  of  those  that  will  not 
serve  God,  if  the  devil  bid  you.  Because  we 
come  to  do  you  service,  you  think  we  are  ruffians  : 
you’ll  have  your  daughter  covered  by  a Barbary 
horse  ; you’ll  have  your  nephews  neigh  to  you ; 
you’ll  have  coursers  for  cousins,  and  genets  for 
germans.” 

Was  there  ever  such  impiety,  indecency,  non- 
sense, and  alliteration  combined  in  so  small  a com- 
pass before  ? Our  author’s  breeding  seems  equal 
to  his  piety,  and,  to  say  the  truth,  both  seem  to  be 
excelled  by  his  knowledge  of  horses.  We  think, 
in  sobqr  sadness,  that  he  is  much  better  qualified 
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in  horse-farriery  than  in  tragedy-writing,  and  again 
recommend  him  to  the  stable  for  a livelihood.  Lit- 
tle as  we  think  of  the  present  taste  of  the  town,  we 
are  apt  to  believe  that  it  will  not  easily  be  brought 
down  to  the  dead  level  of  such  indecent  and  im- 
pious ribaldry. 

Brabantio  still  remains  at  a loss  to  comprehend 
this  elegant  allegory ; and  at  last,  Iago  tells  him 
in  plain  English,  his  daughter  has  run  away  with 
the  Moor,  and  makes  use  of  a phrase,  expressive 
of  further  illustration,  we  will  not  insult  our  readers 
by  quoting.  The  potent  signior,  as  might  be  ex- 
pected, will  not  believe  this,  and  we  also  confess 
ourselves  incompetent  to  the  reception  of  so  mon- 
strous an  outrage  upon  nature  and  probability.  It 
is  utterly  impossible  to  believe,  that  this  delicate 
female — the  daughter  of  one  of  the  most  distin- 
guished senators  of  the  potent  republic  of  Venice — 
brought  up  with  all  the  cares  due  to  her  rank,  and 
imbued  with  all  the  purest  principles  of  virtue — 
should  so  far  forget  herself  as  to  fall  in  love  and 
elope  with  a blackmoor.  And  what  for  ? Why, 
forsooth,  because  he  stole  all  the  absurdities  out  of 
old  story-books,  made  himself  the  hero,  and  appro- 
priated all  the  adventures — he  says, 

“ Of  antres  vast,  and  deserts  idle, 

Rough  quarries,  rocks,  and  hills  whose  heads  touch  heaven, 

It  was  my  hint  to  speak,  such  was  the  process ; 

And  of  the  cannibals  that  each  other  eat, 

The  anthropophagi,  and  men  whose  heads 
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Do  grow  beneath  their  shoulders,”  &c.  &c. 

“ All  this  to  hear  would  Desdemona  seriously  incline  ; 

She  swore  in  faith  ’twas  strange,  ’twas  passing  strange, 

’Twas  pitiful,  ’twas  wondrous  pitiful,”  &c.  &c. 

Finally,  to  cut  off  a long  story  which  the  black- 
moor  tells  to  the  senators, 

“ She  loved  him  for  the  dangers  he  had  passed,” 

and  thereupon  ran  away  with  this  intolerable  liar, 
who  told  of  things  which  no  true  philosopher  be- 
lieves ever  had  an  existence,  except  in  the  story- 
books with  which  our  author  seems  so  marvellously 
well  acquainted.  Setting  aside,  however,  these 
pleasant  rogues,  who  carried  their  heads  under 
their  arms,  we  presume,  after  the  manner  of  a 
chapeau  de  bras,  what  shall  we  say  to  “ vast 
antres”  and  “idle  deserts?”  We  have  looked 
into  all  the  dictionaries  for  antres,  without  being 
able  to  find  it,  and  will  thank  our  learned  author  to 
tell  us  where  he  got  this  treasure  of  a word. 
“ Idle  deserts”  is  neither  characteristic  nor  descrip- 
tive, and  conveys  no  idea  of  a desert.  It  is  pretty 
plain  that  it  was  put  in  at  random,  to  fill  up  the 
measure  of  the  verse,  if  any  such  thing  may  be 
supposed  within  the  comprehension  of  a stable- 
boy.  Truly,  the  pretty  Venetian  must  have  had  a 
fine  taste,  to  be  caught  with  such  delightful  adven- 
tures, related  with  such  appropriate  language  and 
imagery.  In  truth,  the  whole  piece  is  vitiated  by 
this  manifest  improbability.  It  is  utterly  impossi 
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ble  for  anybody,  but  the  readers  of  those  same 
story-books,  from  which  our  author  has  borrowed 
his  plot  and  characters,  to  conceive  that  a white 
woman  of  high  rank  could  fall  in  love  with  a black- 
moor. 

The  blackmoor,  being  acquitted  before  the 
senate,  where  he  is  brought  to  answer  the  charge 
of  using  magic  in  gaining  the  love  of  Desdemona, 
embarks  for  Cyprus,  against  the  Turks.  A “ se- 
gregation,” as  our  author  calls  it,  “of  the  Turkish 
fleet”  takes  place,  however,  and  a great  storm  hap- 
pens, which  is  thus  described  in  the  genuine  lan- 
guage of  bombast : — 

“ Do  but  stand  upon  the  foaming  shore, — 

The  chiding  billow  seems  to  pelt  the  clouds  ; 

The  wind-shock’d  surge,  with  high  and  monstrous  main, 
Seems  to  cast  water  on  the  burning  bear, 

And  quench  the  guards  of  the  ever-fixed  pole,”  &c. 

This  idea  of  casting  water  on  the  redhot  bear, 
and  putting  out  the  stars,  is  truly  original,  and  de- 
serving of  reprobation.  It  is  of  the  highest  species 
of  the  genuine  bombast,  and  therefore  we  have 
little  doubt  but  the  author,  if  he  should  chance  to 
reach  posterity,  will  be  quoted  as  the  great  master 
of  this  species  of  writing. 

The  blackmoor  and  his  wife  escape  this  inimi- 
table tempest,  and  meet  in  Cyprus,  where  a delec- 
table love-scene  takes  place  ; any  audience  that  can 
listen  to  it  with  patience,  must  be  more  than  mor- 
tal. The  blackmoor  kisses  her  most  uxoriously, 
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in  the  presence  of  all  his  suite,  as  well  as  of  our 
old  friend  Iago,  who  has  a great  grudge  against 
Othello,  because  he  made  him  a monster,  and 
would  not  make  him  his  lieutenant.  Iago  follows 
him  to  Cyprus,  to  make  mischief,  by  exciting  his 
jealousy  against  one  Michael  Cassio,  “ a marvel- 
lous proper  man,”  and  marvellously  hated  by  Iago, 
because  he  got  the  aforesaid  lieutenancy. 

An  opportunity  occurs,  or  is  rather  brought  about 
by  Iago,  to  attain  both  objects.  He  and  Michael 
Cassio  are  appointed  to  the  watch,  where  the  lat- 
ter, like  a trusty  lieutenant,  gets  drunk,  kicks  up  a 
brawl,  and  with  the  assistance  of  Iago,  kills  Rode- 
rigo,  who  had  come  to  Cyprus  to  do  the  black- 
moor  a good  turn,  and  supply  Iago  with  money. 
In  the  midst  of  the  brawl,  the  blackmoor,  who  had 
been  waked  by  an  alarm-bell,  enters  with  an  enor- 
mous toledo,  and  threatens  mortal  vengeance  upon 
those  who  refuse  to  put  up  their  swords.  Cassio 
is  called  upon  to  explain,  but,  being  a little  fuddled, 
makes  but  a poor  business  of  it,  and  in  the  conclu- 
sion, Cassio  is  disgraced,  and  Iago  appointed  lieu- 
tenant. 

So  far,  so  good — but  Iago  is  not  yet  satisfied. 
He  invites  Desdemona  to  intercede  for  Cassio’s 
pardon,  and,  in  the  meantime,  his  wife  steals  a 
certain  handkerchief,  the  first  gift  of  the  black- 
moor to  Desdemona,  and  possessed,  it  seems,  of 
certain  magical  qualities,  that  are  thus  humorously 
set  forth : — 
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“ A sibyl  that  had  numbered  in  the  world 
The  sun  to  make  two  hundred  compasses, 

In  her  prophetic  fury  sew’d  the  work  ; 

The  worms  were  hallowed  that  did  breed  the  silk  ; 

And  it  was  died  in  mummy,  which  the  skilful, 

Conserved  of  maidens’  hearts.” 

What  a delicate  present  to  a lady  ! This  wonder- 
ful handkerchief  Iago  drops  in  Cassio’s  lodgings, 
who,  not  knowing  the  owner,  very  naturally  picks 
it  up  and  appropriates  it  to  his  own  use. 

Thus  prepared,  he  begins  to  work  on  the  jealous 
disposition  of  the  Moor,  by  innuendoes  about  Cas- 
sio  ; by  hints  of  the  precious  worth  of  a good 
name  ; and  by  emphatically  bidding  him  beware 
of  jealousy.  The  blackmoor  begins  to  be  a little 
uneasy  hereupon,  and  at  a subsequent  interview 
collars  Iago,  curses  him  lustily,  and  insists  upon 
his  being  more  explicit.  Iago  then  tells  of  certain 
confessions  of  Michael  Cassio  in  a dream ; poor 
Cassio  being  addicted,  it  seems,  to  the  dangerous 
practice  of  talking  in  his  sleep.  These  were  over- 
heard by  Iago,  who  was  kept  awake  several  nights 
by  the  toothache.  He  also  further  enrages  the 
poor  blackmoor,  by  telling  him,  he,  that  very 
morning,  saw  Cassio  wipe  his  beard  with  the  ma- 
gical handkerchief  aforesaid.  The  blackmoor  be- 
ing now  fully  satisfied  of  his  fate,  threatens  most 
unheard-of  vengeance  ; and  upon  Desdemona’s  en- 
trance, begins  to  roar  for  the  “ handkerchief’ — the 
“ handkerchief’ — “ the  handkerchief,”  as  if  his  nose 
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was  bleeding.  Poor  Desdemona,not  being  able  to 
produce  it,  is  treated  most  discourteously,  and 
makes  her  exit  in  great  tribulation. 

All  this  is  laughable  enough,  but  now  comes  the 
tragic  part  of  the  story.  The  blackmoor  being 
convinced  of  his  dishonour,  orders  Iago  to  see 
Cassio  forthwith  despatched,  and  smothers  poor 
Desdemona,  not  in  onions,  but  with  a pillow.  Just 
at  this  period  the  treachery  of  Iago  is  discovered, 
and  the  blackmoor,  finding  how  egregiously  he 
has  been  duped,  mistakes  himself  for  “a  circum- 
cised dog,”  and  kills  himself  in  consequence  of  this 
genuine  Irish  blunder. 

Such  is  the  rapid  outline  of  this  monstrous  pro- 
duction. We  have  no  room  to  remark  on  the 
enormous  violations  of  the  unities  of  time  and  place 
with  which  it  everywhere  abounds.  It  opens  at 
Venice,  and  closes  at  Cyprus  ; and  the  spectator 
is  expected  to  believe,  in  opposition  to  his  own 
senses,  that  he  has  been  transported  from  one  place 
to  the  other  without  knowing  any  thing  about  it ! 
Neither  will  our  limits  permit  us  to  extract  a num- 
ber of  passages,  most  distinguished  either  for  their 
vulgar  familiarity  or  their  inflated  absurdity.  The 
reader,  we  hope,  will  take  our  word,  when  we  as- 
sure him,  that  for  plot,  character,  and  poetry,  the 
tragedy  of  Othello  is  without  a parallel  in  the  mon- 
strous productions  of  the  modern  muse. 

Before  we  conclude,  we  will  take  leave  to  give 
a few  parting  words  of  advice  to  Mr.  William 
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Shakspere — or  Shakespeare,  as  he  writes  it  indif- 
ferently, spelling  not  having  formed  a part  of  his 
education.  We  are  at  all  times  willing  to  foster 
the  attempts  of  unfriended  genius,  when  we  per- 
ceive the  least  indications  in  the  productions  of 
such  persons.  But  it  would  be  a mistaken  kind- 
ness towards  this  young  man  to  encourage  him  to 
further  efforts.  We  will  venture  to  predict,  that  if 
he  writes  till  doomsday,  he  will  never  write  a good 
tragedy.  We  have  been  told  he  is  a native  of 
Stratford-upon-Avon,  whither  we  would  recom- 
mend him  to  make  the  best  possible  way.  There 
are  doubtless  many  people  who  want  a smart  lad 
to  take  care  of  their  horses ; and  though  he  will 
never  make  a great  play-writer,  he  may  possibly 
in  time  become  a tolerable  composer  of  ballads  for 
wakes  and  fairs 
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FROM  MY  ELBOW  CHAIR. 

Those  who  lead  a wandering  life,  or  who  often 
quit  their  old  haunts  for  a time,  frequently  enjoy  a 
pleasure  peculiar  to  themselves,  although  occasion- 
ally mixed  with  pain.  It  is  in  returning  to  the 
scenes  of  their  past  enjoyments,  and  again  meeting 
the  friends  that  were  wont  to  share  them.  The 
cordial  shake  of  the  hand — the  honest-hearted 
how-d’ye-do,  and  the  thousand  friendly  inquiries 
that  flow  from  the  heart  to  the  lips,  give  a fresh 
gloss  to  this  threadbare  world,  and  renew  the  zest 
of  wornout  pleasures.  If  the  interval  of  separa- 
tion has  not  been  too  long,  even  those  who  we 
only  remember  to  have  seen  will  seem  as  old 
friends,  whose  faces,  like  looking-glasses,  reflect 
past  times,  and  recall  a train  of  half  wornout  im- 
pressions, not  the  less  pleasing  for  being  softened 
in  the  mists  of  time. 

Something  similar  has  happened  to  me,  in  re- 
turning as  it  were  to  the  enjoyment  of  a new  ex- 
istence. All  my  old  friends  seem  pleased  to  see 
me  again,  and  it  is  quite  impossible  to  give  an  idea 
of  the  effect  produced  by  our  first  number.  As  I 
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have  for  the  last  ten  years  principally  resided  at 
Cockloft-liall,  only  visiting  the  city  of  a morning, 
and  that  but  seldom,  my  face  has  become  almost 
out  of  print,  and  I have  consequently  been  able  to 
hear  and  see  a vast  deal  of  the  town  and  its  various 
opinions,  without  being  recognised  by  either  friend 
or  foe.  As  nothing  has  been  talked  of  in  the 
fashionable  world,  for  the  last  fortnight,  but  our 
first  number  and  the  mad  dogs,  I have  been  ena- 
bled, by  this  fortunate  obscurity,  to  hear  the  opinions 
of  almost  all  the  critics,  great  and  small,  at  the 
Library,  Eastburn’s  rooms,  and  other  places  infested 
by  the  literati. 

It  is  truly  astonishing  how  different  the  judg- 
ments formed  by  these  infallible  critics  are  on  this 
interesting  subject.  Some  maintain  that  our  pres- 
ent work  is  a miserable  attempt  to  impose  upon 
the  town  ; and  our  old  acquaintance  Ichabod  Fun- 
gus, the  other  morning,  at  the  City  Library,  declared 
pointblank,  that  the  author  was  one  of  the  critics 
of  the  Port  Folio,  discharged  for  writing  common 
sense.  Our  other  old  acquaintance  Dick  Paddle, 
however,  took  up  Fungus,  with  his  usual  impetu- 
osity, and  insisted  that,  to  his  certain  knowledge, 
the  work  was  conducted  by  an  association  of 
printers’  devils,  assisted  by  a gentleman  who  two 
or  three  years  since  delivered  lectures  in  New- 
York,  and  who  he  knew  for  certain  was  engaged 
to  furnish  original  articles,  compiled  from  various 
authors,  ancient  and  modern.  A smart  little  fellow, 
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wearing  a cockade,  and  dressed  somewhat  fashion- 
ably, whom  they  called  major,  gave  it  as  his  opinion 
that  it  was  rather  above  the  capacity  of  the  print- 
ers’ devils  or  the  lecturer,  and  therefore  Paddle 
must  be  mistaken.  What  mortified  me  most  of 
all  was,  that  every  one  agreed  it  could  not  be  a 
genuine  continuation  of  Salmagundi,  or,  if  it  was, 
ten  years  had  made  sad  alterations,  and  it  was  a 
great  pity  that  old  people  could  never  be  persua- 
ded it  was  time  to  retire  from  the  scrutiny  of  all 
but  their  nearest  relatives.  I confess  I was  some- 
what nettled  at  this,  not  that  I care  a pin  for  public 
opinion,  only  it  was  so  impudent  for  them  to  give 
any  opinion  at  all.  I left  the  company  just  as  it 
was  settled  that  one  good,  well-aimed  criticism 
would  annihilate,  both  the  work  and  its  unlucky 
authors,  whoever  they  were.  My  retreat  was 
somewhat  precipitate,  as  I fancied  the  major  looked 
rather  hard  at  me,  as  if  he  suspected  I was  one  of 
them. 

From  thence  I lounged  into  our  publisher’s,  to 
see  how  matters  went  on  there,  and  was  cheered 
with  the  encouraging  information  that  the  work  had 
a great  run ; and  that  a second  edition  was  antici- 
pated, in  the  course  of  two  or  three  years.  In 
this  haunt  of  the  muses  was  collected  a knot  of 
smart  little  fellows,  all  in  corslets,  mostly  colle- 
gians I believe,  who  in  a little  time  made  mince- 
meat of  us.  One  of  them,  who  talked  with  an 
air  of  authority,  and  who,  I hear,  once  greatly 
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distinguished  himself  for  a rhapsody  unequalled 
for  the  sonorous  rumbling  of  its  sentences,  care- 
lessly turned  over  the  leaves  of  our  first  number, 
and  pronounced  the  style  without  either  force 
or  elevation.  Another — in  corslets — told  our  pub- 
lisher, who,  I could  perceive,  began  to  feel  like 
a culprit,  that  it  bid  fair  to  be  neither  more  nor 
less  than  the  dregs  and  strainings  of  the  first  part, 
or  rather  a stale  giblet  pie,  made  out  of  the  re- 
mains of  the  former  dish.  That  the  continuation, 
so  far  as  he  could  judge  from  the  first  number,  had 
all  the  pertness,  without  any  of  the  humour  of  Sal- 
magundi, and  all  its  folly  without  a grain  of  its  good 
sense.  A third,  who  looked  something  like  a stu- 
dent of  divinity,  pronounced  the  article  of  our  friend 
Will  Wizard,  called  Codification,  to  be  irreligious, 
as  well  as  immoral  in  its  tendency,  inasmuch  as  it 
seriously  recommended  a course  of  conduct,  which, 
if  adopted,  would  destroy  the  happiness  of  domes- 
tic life,  and  introduce  the  most  unrestrained  licen- 
tiousness of  manners. 

Here  I could  not  make  it  convenient  to  be  sjlent 
any  longer,  but  observed,  with  an  air  of  as  much 
indifference  as  I could  assume,  that  the  whole  of 
that  article  appeared  to  me  ironical,  and  ought, 
therefore,  to  be  taken  exactly  in  reverse.  The 
student  eyed  me  rather  equivocally,  and  as  I confess 
my  dress  is  not  in  the  very  first  fashion,  probably 
took  me  for  a schoolmaster — I beg  pardon,  a 
teacher  of  a classical  academy,  as  there  are  no 
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schools  nowadays.  Respecting  my  age,  how- 
ever, if  such  an  idea  is  not,  like  my  costume,  quite 
out  of  date,  he  assured  me,  with  an  air  of  con- 
strained civility,  that  I must  be  mistaken,  as  the 
professor  of  belles  lettres  had  that  morning  pro- 
nounced it  written  with  a serious  intention  of  un- 
dermining our  morals  and  religion.  The  authority 
of  a professor  is  what  I never  would  resist ; so  I 
left  poor  Lintot,  the  bookseller,  to  fight  it  out,  or 
surrender  at  discretion,  just  as  he  saw  fit,  and 
strolled  down  Wall-street  to  see  what  they  thought 
of  us  upon  ’Change. 

Here  I found  everybody  making  bargains,  that 
is  to  say,  trying  to  get  the  better  of  each  other. 
Here  were  two  keen  brokers  in  a corner,  negotia- 
ting the  purchase  and  sale  of  a bill  of  exchange  : 
and  there  another  pair,  equally  keen,  sitting  in  a 
box  with  glasses  of  punch  before  them,  settling  the 
preliminaries  of  a policy  of  ensurance.  In  another 
box  were  a couple  of  money-brokers,  putting  their 
heads  together  about  shaving  a note  of  one  of  our 
first  merchants,  for  it  is  now  no  longer  considered 
a disgrace  to  sell  one’s  credit  in  this  way.  Just 
opposite  to  these  were  two  Frenchmen,  who  were 
settling  an  affair  of  a box  of  frippery,  and,  as  usual, 
vociferating  and  gesticulating,  as  though  they  were 
deciding  the  fate  of  themselves  and  their  posterity. 
The  representatives  of  all  the  commercial  nations 
of  the  world  were  gathered  together,  and  another 
Babel  seemed  to  have  risen  in  another  quarter  of 
the  globe.  6 
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Outside  the  door,  the  confusion  was,  if  possible, 
greater  than  within.  Here  was  a well-dressed  and 
well-spoken  gentleman  mounted  on  a hogshead  of 
tobacco,  inviting  everybody  to  come  and  buy,  and 
crying  out  “ nobody  more,”  so  as  to  be  heard  half  a 
mile.  A little  farther  was  another  on  a bale  of  cot- 
ton, bawling  out  “ going,  going,  going  !”  with  equal 
eagerness  and  noise.  But  one  thing  was  thought 
of,  talked  of,  or  pursued  here,  and  that  was  gain. 
Not  one  of  these  degenerate  worms,  thought  I,  is 
thinking  of  our  work.  I question  whether  there 
is  a man  in  sight  that  ever  heard  of  it.  Ignoble 
race — I will  no  longer  stay  among  you,  for  you 
have  never  read  our  first  number.  I like  the  com- 
forts, conveniences,  and  luxuries  of  commerce — 
as  I like  to  see  clean  faces  and  hands — but  I don’t 
want  to  witness  the  process  actually  going  on,  by 
which  these  things  are  produced. 

Turning  from  this  money-making  scene,  I cross- 
ed over  to  Baehr’s  corner,  where  whilom  used 
to  lounge  and  linger  many  a portly  citizen  worth  a 
plum,  and  many  not  worth  a groat — many  a sage  pol- 
itician, whom  the  failure  of  a thousand  predictions 
never  discouraged  from  uttering  a thousand  more, 
and  many  an  unwilling  bachelor,  whose  numerous 
disappointments  had  not  yet  cooled  the  ardour  of 
hope.  Here,  ten  years  ago,  the  jovial  Searight 
flourished  his  ivory-headed  cane,  which  he  always 
held  poised  exactly  in  the  middle — here  cracked  his 
jokes,  and  here  received  his  daily  invitation  to 


SALMAGUNDI. 


63 


some  sumptuous  dinner.  “ Adad  and  adad — but 
he  was  a right  pleasant  fellow,  and  kept,  many  a 
well-fed  citizen  from  falling  asleep  incontinently 
after  dinner.  Here,  too,  the  rosy-cheeked  Boyle, 
that  tuneful  son  of  jolly  Erin,  did  once  resort ; and 
eke  the  worthy  Davy  Reedy,  who,  though  a broker, 
had  a soul.— Here  too- — but  why  should  I make 
myself  sad  with  the  triumphs  of  death,  and  the 
wrecks  of  past  times  ! Peace  to  their  bones — they 
were  right  potent  bachelors,  and  I hope  I do  not 
wrong  them  by  giving  this  passing  record  to  their 
names.  But  a few  of  the  old  frequenters  of  this 
illustrious  corner  now  remain,  and  their  places  are 
occupied  by  new-comers,  who,  instead  of  taking 
care  of  the  interests  of  the  nation,  are  employed 
in  the  ignoble  pursuit  of  their  own. 

Tired  of  a scene  in  which  I bore  no  part,  and 
of  the  company  of  beings  in  whose  pursuits  I 
could  not  sympathize,  I resolved  to  call  on  our  old 
friend  Sophy  Sparkle,  who  is  now,  however,  both 
a wife  and  a mother — such  are  the  wonders  of  ten 
years.  Though  somewhat  chastened  in  her  vi- 
vacity by  the  cares  of  these  new  and  important 
relations,  she  still  retains  all  that  sense  and  spirit 
which  formerly  made  her  a favourite  companion  to 
the  witty  and  the  wise.  I expect  to  derive  much 
benefit  from  renewing  our  old  familiar  footing  of 
acquaintance,  and  promise  the  reader  shall  share  it 
with  me. 

She  was  just  laying  aside  her  shawl  as  I came 
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in,  having  that  moment  returned  from  a round  of 
morning  visits.  In  her  walks  she  had  gathered,  as 
our  friend  the  Baron  de  Gusto  used  to  say,  a 
“ nosegay”  of  pretty  young  belles,  who  accom- 
panied her  home,  and  were  then,  to  my  infinite 
satisfaction,  talking  about  our  first  number.  They 
were  too  young  to  recollect  me,  although  there 
was  one  among  them  whom  I had  often  dandled 
in  my  arms  when  she  was  a little  spoiled  child — 
and  as  our  hostess  did  not  name  me  to  them,  I en- 
joyed the  benefit  of  hearing  their  unbiased  opin- 
ions. The  suffrages  of  the  female  sex,  on  matters 
of  this  kind,  are  given  at  least  with  more  candour, 
if  with  less  judgment,  than  those  of  the  men. 
With  the  former,  there  is  no  envy  of  men’s  acquire- 
ments or  exploits  ; and  not  being  pestered  with  the 
suggestions  of  that  low-bred  passion,  they  praise 
with  an  enthusiasm  pure  and  unrestrained.  With 
our  male  contemporaries  it  is  quite  different,  for 
they  have  a mode  of  praising  peculiar  to  them- 
selves, and  which,  taken  in  its  proper  acceptation, 
amounts  to  a downright  condemnation. 

Be  this  as  it  may,  one  thing  is  certain — to  wit, 
that  the  longer  an  old  bachelor  lives,  the  more  he 
is  pleased  with  young  and  blooming  innocence. 
There  is  something  in  the  youthful  glow  of  female 
anticipation,  as  yet  unchecked  by  disappointed  ex- 
perience— something  in  the  freshness  of  their  rosy 
cheeks,  the  frankness  with  which  they  pour  out 
their  innocent  souls  before  us,  as  well  as  in  the  vi- 
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vacity  with  which  they  think,  and  feel,  and  act, 
that  addresses  itself  directly  to  the  sympathies  of 
an  old  man  of  a benevolent  heart.  He  views  them 
in  the  light  of  roses,  violets,  and  lilies,  animated  by 
an  immortal  soul,  and,  without  any  mixture  of  un- 
hallowed passion,  would  cherish  and  protect  them, 
as  he  does  the  flowers,  against  the  vicissitudes  of 
the  seasons  and  the  blasts  of  the  elements.  For 
my  part,  I love  to  look  on  them,  although  without 
a wish  to  appropriate  their  smiles,  and  delight  in 
their  gay  prattle,  even  though  they  were  discussing 
the  merits  of  a bonnet  or  those  of  a beau.  In  a 
word,  and  I don’t  care  who  knows  it,  I had  rather 
be  the  favourite  of  young  hearts  than  old  heads,  at 
any  time. 

The  reader  will  therefore  judge  of  the  satisfac- 
tion I experienced,  in  hearing  our  first  number 
praised  to  the  skies  by  these  unprejudiced  critics. 
They  were  delighted  beyond  measure  with  the 
prospect  of  once  more  being  made  of  some  little 
consequence  in  the  world ; and  one  of  them  con- 
fessed, that  since  the  young  fellows  had  taken  to 
admiring  themselves  so  inordinately,  they  had  been 
in  great  danger  of  being  entirely  neglected,  not- 
withstanding they  took  every  measure  to  escape 
oblivion,  by  actually  filling  the  whole  street  with 
their  flowers  and  bonnets.  “ Now,  however,”  said 
she,  “ we  shall  have  somebody  to  bring  us  out,  and 
for  my  part,  I care  very  little  what  these  merry  old 
bachelors  say,  provided  they  only  talk  of  us.” — “ I 
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wonder,”  says  another,  “ who  he  means  by  Tippy 
Tittipup,  Ichabod  Fungus,  Dick  Paddle,  and  the 
rest  of  them.  Now  do  tell” — addressing  my  friend 
Sophy,  who  will  pardon  my  calling  her  by  her  old 
familiar  name — “now  do  tell  us— they  say  you 
know  every  one  of  the  authors,  and  all  the  charac- 
ters brought  out — now  do  tell  us — won’t  you 
In  vain  did  Sophy  assure  them  that  no  one  in 
particular  was  meant.  It  would  not  do  ; they  were 
all  certain  they  must  mean  somebody,  and  I made 
a signal  to  her  not  to  insist  any  further,  for  I saw 
pretty  plainly  that  they  would  not  relish  our  work 
half  as  well,  if  they  were  not  certain  “ we  meant 
somebody.”  At  this  moment,  who  should  enter 
but  Tippy  Tittipup  himself,  who  came  forward 
with  something  instead  of  a bow,  and  took  his  seat 
with  a mighty  creaking  of  leather,  and  rustling  of 
harness.  Tippy,  who  had,  as  our  readers  will  rec- 
ollect, accompanied  Will  Wizard  and  myself  to 
a ball  in  our  last  number,  recollecting  me,  addressed 
me  by  name  and  dissolved  my  incognito.  The 
young  ladies  were  struck  dumb  from  that  moment, 
and  looked  at  me  beseechingly,  as  if  to  beg  I would 
not  tell  tales  in  my  next  paper.  All  conversation 
was  now  at  an  end,  for  even  Tippy’s  interjections 
and  disjointed  phrases  seemed  to  be  run  out — or 
rather,  I am  inclined  to  believe,  he  took  my  men- 
tion of  him  on  a former  occasion  rather  in  dudgeon. 
I beg  his  pardon  a thousand  times,  and  hereby  as- 
sure him,  if  he  will  keep  his  own  secret  I will  keep 
mine,  and  the  world  never  be  the  wiser. 
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Perceiving  the  restraint  of  the  company,  I took 
a hasty  leave,  and  went  home,  convinced  that  he 
who  would  enjoy  unrestrained  the  pleasures  of  so- 
ciety, must  never  pretend  to  be  wiser  than  his  neigh- 
bours, or  undertake  the  task  of  pointing  out  their 
foibles.  For  my  part,  I solemnly  assure  my  read- 
ers, that  I would  willingly  forego  all  the  praises  I 
expect  to  receive  (from  posterity  at  least),  if  I could 
only  enjoy  the  delights  of  living  among  the  present 
generation,  and  laughing  a little  at  their  foibles, 
without  being  known  by  a single  soul. 


ADVERTISEMENT. 

Having  been,  by  the  silent  acquiescence  of  our 
fellow-citizens,  elected  to  the  high  station  of  re- 
dressers of  all  private  and  domestic  wrongs — coun- 
sellors in  all  difficult  cases  of  matrimonial  feuds ; 
censors  of  manners,  and  sovereign  arbiters  in  all 
matters  of  taste,  as  well  as  supreme  judges  of  those 
peccadilloes  which  the  gravity  of  that  sage  school- 
master, the  Law,  disdains  to  punish — now  there- 
fore, this  is  to  give  notice  to  all  whom  it  may  con- 
cern, gentle  and  simple,  married  and  single,  wise 
and  otherwise,  forthwith  to  make  known  their 
grievances. 

It  would  look  too  much  like  those  great  bene- 
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factors  of  mankind,  who  fill  the  newspapers  with 
certificates  of  the  wonderful  efficacy  of  their  nos- 
trums, were  we  to  boast  of  our  qualifications  for  the 
duties  we  have  thus  taken  upon  ourselves.  We 
acknowledge  there  are  cases,  especially  matrimo- 
nial ones,  beyond  the  reach  of  our  utmost  skill, 
either  to  cure  or  alleviate,  as  there  are  diseases  of 
the  body  that  baffle  the  wonderful  sagacity  of  the 
aforesaid  advertising  worthies,  and  defy  the  stoutest 
battery  of  bilious  pills.  Thus  much,  however,  we 
will  take  upon  us  to  promise  : If  we  consider  the 
patient  within  the  limits  of  a probable  remedy,  he 
may  be  certain  of  receiving  our  best  advice  ; and  if 
his  case  be  too  desperate  for  our  moral  materia 
medica,  he  shall  have  our  sympathy,  and  may  de- 
pend upon  our  secrecy  and  honour.  If  on  any  oc- 
casion we  think  proper,  for  the  benefit  of  mankind, 
to  publish  one  of  these  cases,  the  name  of  the  party 
shall  be  enveloped  in  the  obscurity  of  fiction,  so 
that  even  the  prying  curiosity  of  the  most  arrant 
tabby  will  not  be  able  to  fathom  the  mystery. 

Should  there  be  any  married  woman,  then,  whose 
husband  had  rather  spend  his  evenings  abroad  than 
at  home,  or  who  loves  every  other  man’s  dinner,  and 
wife  better  than  his  own,  let  her  state  the  origin  and 
present  symptoms  of  the  case,  and  we  pledge  our- 
selves to  cure  him  with  a single  prescription,  prop- 
erly administered.  As  one  of  the  many  proofs  of 
the  singular  efficacy  of  our  nostrum,  we  adduce  the 
following  affidavit : — 
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“ City  of  New-York,  ss. 

“ Personally  appeared  before  me,  Charles  Chris- 
tian, special  justice,  Mrs.  Abigail  Applepye,  who 
maketh  oath,  that  her  husband  was  for  several 
years  dreadfully  afflicted  with  a difficulty  of  breath- 
ing at  home,  and  a bad  habit  of  dining  out  and 
supping  at  taverns,  whereby  his  constitution  was 
greatly  injured,  and  her  domestic  happiness  entirely 
destroyed — That  although  she  had  tried  all  the 
usual  remedies  of  advising,  lecturing,  scolding, 
pouting,  and  crying,  nothing  seemed  to  do  him  any 
good,  and  everybody  considered  him  incurable — 
That  one  of  her  neighbours  at  last  advised  her  ap- 
plying to  an  old  gentleman  of  the  name  of  Ever- 
green, who,  though  he  did  not  regularly  practise, 
had  performed  several  extraordinary  cures — That 
accordingly  she  went  to  him,  and  received  a pre- 
scription, which  in  about  two  months  entirely  re- 
stored her  husband  to  the  enjoyment  of  health  and 
the  society  of  his  wife  and  children. 

“ Abigail  Applepye. 

“ Sworn  before  me,  this  25th  of  April,  1819. 

(Signed)  “Charles  Christian,  S.J.  P.” 

We  have  a pamphlet,  containing  certificates  and 
affidavits  of  more  than  three  thousand  cases  of  this 
nature,  but  must  forbear  to  occupy  our  paper  with 
more  than  is  requisite  to  satisfy  our  readers  that  we 
are  not  mere  advertising  quacks,  like  those  who 
administer  poisons  to  the  good  people  of  New- 
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York,  Philadelphia,  and  other  great  cities  of  the 
western  world.  These  caitiffs  advise  the  public 
to  beware  of  counterfeits,  with  as  much  impudence 
as  the  rogue  who  attempts  to  escape  the  gripe  of 
justice,  by  crying  “ stop  thief”  among  the  crowd. 

We  are  also  in  possession  of  an  infallible  spe- 
cific, for  each  of  the  various  little  foibles  of  mar- 
ried women.  If  there  should  be  among  our  nu- 
merous readers  any  gentleman  troubled  with  a 
wife  too  much  addicted  to  dress,  gossiping,  dissi- 
pation, and  extravagance — or  given  to  envying  the 
superior  style  of  a particular  friend — or  abandoned 
to  a habit  of  buying  things  she  don’t  know  what  to 
do  with  because  they  are  so  cheap — or  of  making 
up  for  the  waste  of  the  parlour,  by  the  parsimony 
of  the  kitchen — If,  in  short,  they  should  be  troubled 
with  any  of  the  everyday  foibles,  that  come  not, 
it  is  true,  into  the  estimate  of  those  mighty  causes 
which  mighty  philosophers  assign  as  the  sources 
of  human  suffering,  yet  are  at  the  bottom  of  much 
uneasiness,  let  them  apply  to  us,  with  a certainty 
of  speedy  relief.  As  a further  proof  of  our  skill  in 
this  line,  we  subjoin  the  following  extract  of  a let- 
ter from  an  old  friend  in  Charleston,  South  Caro- 
lina : — 

“Dear  Friend, 

“ I cannot  sufficiently  express  my  gratitude  for 
the  wonderful  benefit  I have  derived  from  your 
prescription.  You  know  my  wife,  though  in  the 
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main  a worthy  and  sensible  woman,  has,  almost 
ever  since  our  marriage,  been  sorely  afflicted  with 
the  disease  of  buying  every  thing  cheap.  For  this 
purpose,  she  was  for  ever  poring  over  the  news- 
papers for  bargains,  and  if  a shopkeeper,  in  one  of 
the  most  remote,  dirty  lanes  of  the  suburbs,  adver- 
tised any  thing  cheap,  no  matter  whether  she  wanted 
it  or  not,  she  never  failed  to  waste  the  whole  morn- 
ing in  finding  the  place,  for  the  sole  purpose  of 
bringing  home  a cheap  article  of  no  manner  of  use. 
But  her  paradise  was  an  auction.  Here  she  wasted 
more  than  half  her  time,  lost  her  temper,  and  in- 
jured my  fortune.  It  happened,  rather  unluckily, 
that  the  wife  of  my  opposite  neighbour  had  been 
an  old  school-companion  and  dear  friend  of  my 
good  lady.  They  had  married  about  the  same 
time,  and  settled  in  the  same  neighbourhood,  and 
as  both  their  husbands  were  in  the  legislature,  and 
possessed  about  equal  fortunes,  it  very  naturally 
happened,  that  the  two  friends  became,  in  process 
of  time,  vehement  rivals.  In  fact,  they  generally 
confronted  each  other  at  these  auctions,  and  the 
consequence  was,  that  the  rogue  of  an  auctioneer, 
having  observed  this  rivalship,  always  managed  to 
set  them  bidding  against  one  another.  To  be  sure, 
the  fortunate  purchaser  paid  double  for  her  prize, 
but  then  she  had  the  pleasure  of  triumphing  over 
her  rival,  which  was  worth  twice  the  money. 

“There  is  no  telling  you  what  an  incongruous 
medley  of  paltry  stuff  we  at  last  got  collected  in 
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our  house.  It  resembled  our  friend  Doctor  Ad- 
dle’s noddle,  which,  you  know,  is  stuffed  with  the 
odds  and  ends  and  driblets  of  a little  of  every 
thing — except  useful  practical  knowledge.  When- 
ever my  wife  brought  home  any  thing  we  did  not 
know  what  under  heaven  to  do  with,  and  I looked 
rather  grave  thereupon,  she  always  disarmed  me 
with  ‘To  be  sure,  my  dear,  we  don’t  want  it,  but 
then  you  know  it  was  so  cheap.’  My  patience 
and  fortune  were  both  sinking  daily  under  the 
operation  of  my  poor  wife’s  disorder,  when  luckily, 
in  my  annual  tour  to  the  north,  I last  year  fell  in 
with  my  dear  old  friend  at  Cockloft  Hall.  I have 
now  the  happiness  to  assure  you,  the  prescription 
I then  received  has  operated  most  miraculously, 
and  effected  a complete  cure.  My  wife  now  never 
buys  any  thing  we  don’t  want,  merely  because  it  is 
so  cheap,  and  has  become  such  an  enemy  to  auc- 
tions, that  she  has  made  me  promise  to  use  my 
utmost  efforts  to  have  them  put  down  by  an  act  of 
the  legislature. 

“ I remain  your  grateful  and  obliged, 

“ Giles  Allington. 

“ Charleston,  S.  C.,  March  12th,  1819. 

“P.  S. — I gave  my  opposite  neighbour  a copy 
of  your  prescription,  and  he  assures  me  his  wife  is 
in  a fair  way  of  being  cured.” 

Without  boasting,  then,  we  may  truly  affirm, 
that  not  one  of  the  acute  diseases  incident  to  the 
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married  state,  is  beyond  the  reach  of  our  art.  It 
is  only  where  the  disorder  has  become  chronic, 
and  settled  down  into  a confirmed  habit,  that  we 
despair  of  giving  relief.  Obstinate  indifference, 
unfeeling  apathy,  or  settled  dislike,  are  equally  be- 
yond our  skill ; nor,  indeed,  will  we  answer  for  the 
success  of  any  of  our  prescriptions,  unless  where 
there  is  a good  stock  of  love  at  bottom.  The  ab- 
sence of  this  is  an  incurable  matrimonial  consump- 
tion, and  those  who  marry  without  the  indispensa- 
ble requisite  of  solid  affection,  must  no  more  hope 
to  be  happy,  than  they  can  expect  to  be  well  who 
are  born  without  a constitution. 

In  addition  to  the  foregoing,  vVe  have  many  ap- 
propriate specifics  for  persons  of  less  mature  ages, 
especially  young  ladies  and  gentlemen  of  fashion. 
Some  of  these  have  produced  most  miraculous 
effects,  as  is  sufficiently  substantiated  by  the  fol- 
lowing documents  : — ■ \ 

“ Miss  Barbara  Cockloft  presents  her  respects 
to  Mr.  Evergreen,  and  has  the  pleasure  to  assure 
him,  that  by  using  his  last  prescription,  a great 
change  has  taken  place  in  Mr.  Wizard  ; who,  she 
hopes,  in  the  course  of  a few  doses  more,  to  bring 
to  the  point  she  wishes.  Mr.  Wizard,  yesterday, 
twice  raised  his  chin  from  the  edge  of  the  sofa, 
with  a seeming  intention  of  saying  something  very 
particular,  but  was  prevented,  I believe,  by  my 
parrot  bursting  into  a violent  laugh  just  at  that  mo-r 
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ment.  The  next  time  Mr.  Wizard  comes,  I irr- 
tend  to  have  Polly  sent  out  of  the  room.” 

“ Saturday  morning,  1 1 o’clock. 

“ Dear  Mr.  Evergreen, 

“ I have  got  my  beau  again.  I tried  the  pre- 
scription only  once,  and  sure  enough,  as  you  pre- 
dicted, he  came  back  yesterday,  and  brought  me  a 
most  beautiful  nosegay.  Poor  Miss  Pipkins  looks 
as  if  she  had  lost  her  sweetheart,  and  I am  so 
happy,  you  can’t  think. 

“ Adieu,  dear  Mr.  Evergreen, 

“ Etiielinde. 

“P.  S. — I intend  to  send  you  some  bride  cake 
to  dream  upon.” 

“To  Anthony  Evergreen,  present. 

“ Dear  Tony, 

“ Quiz  my  wig,  if  I haven’t  done  the  business — 
popped  the  prescription — entirely  without  the  blunt 
you  know — dad  wouldn’t  come  down — troubled 
with  the  shorts — quite  at  sea — d — 1 a harbour  my 
boy — popped  the  prescription — bills  paid — plenty 
of  the  real  stuff — tailor  be  hanged — gig  afloat — 
clear  the  streets — d — ee  if  I spare  a single  piggy 
in  all  Broadway.  Off  to  pop  the  question  to  Eth- 
elinde. 

“Yours,  Tony — exquisite  Tony, 

“ Randie  Dandie.” 

We  hope  the  most  skeptical  reader  is  now  satis- 
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fied.  If  not,  let  him  expire  in  the  miseries  of  in- 
curable ignorance,  or  call  at  my  lodgings,  where 
he  shall  see  the  originals  of  the  foregoing  letters, 
with  the  exception  of  the  signatures.  Once  more 
then,  we  invite  the  good  people  of  the  republic  to 
make  known  their  grievances,  by  letter  or  other- 
wise. The  transmission  will  be  free  of  expense, 
provided  our  patients  will  send  their  letters,  under 
cover,  to  John  Josselin,  Esq.,  of  this  city,  whose 
situation  entitles  him  to  a frank.  He  has  also 
kindly  offered  to  forward  our  answers,  having  no 
scruples  on  that  head,  ever  since  he  heard  of  a 
member  of  Congress  sending  home  his  linen  by 
mail  to  be  washed,  and  an  adjutant-general  who 
franked  his  old  boots  to  Philadelphia  to  be  mended. 


The  following  letter  from  an  elderly  young  lady, 
high  in  the  fashionable  world,  is  given  without 
any  comment.  Our  youthful  female  readers 
may  take  her  either  as  an  example  or  a warning, 
just  as  they  like. 

“To  Launcelot  Langstaff,  Esq. 

“ Sir, 

“The  first  object  of  my  mother,  who  was  an  ex- 
ceedingly plain  woman,  and  had  been  much  neg. 
lected  in  her  youth  on  that  account,  was  to  make 
me  a beauty.  I was  early  put  to  the  torture  of 
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corslets,  and  never  suffered  to  show  my  face  to  the 
blessed  sun  for  fear  of  spoiling  my  complexion, 
Before  I could  read  I had  a dancing-master,  and 
knew  how  to  behave  myself  like  a little  woman 
long  before  I could  write  my  name.  Luckily,  my 
other  sisters,  of  whom  I had  two,  resembled  our 
mother  in  the  plainness  of  their  appearance,  and 
of  consequence  they  were  left  to  the  acquirement 
of  those  commonplace  accomplishments,  which 
are  entirely  beneath  the  attention  of  more  fortunate 
young  ladies  who  have  blue  eyes,  fine  complexions, 
and  foolish  names.  Accordingly,  while  I was 
stunned  by  music-masters,  tortured  by  dancings 
masters,  and  half  crazed  with  Italian  and  French 
teachers,  my  sisters,  like  poor  Cinderella,  were 
kept  to  household  affairs,  and  confined  to  a plain 
English  education. 

“ For  my  part,  I had  so  many  things  to  learn,  that 
I never  learned  any  thing.  I had  a master  for 
every  hour  of  the  day,  and  one  lesson  succeeded 
another  so  rapidly,  that  the  footsteps  of  one  were 
obliterated  by  the  other,  long  before  they  could 
make  any  permanent  impression.  My  Italian-naas^ 
ter  was  a half  crazy  poet,  and  my  music-master 
was  a half  mad  musician,  The  poet  wrote  operas, 
the  musician  set  them  to  music,  and  they  were  per-* 
formed  at  our  house,  to  the  delight  of  numerous 
fashionable  audiences.  Of  course  they  could  not 
help  being  in  raptures  with  my  performance  ; and 
of  course  the  vanity  of  being  the  heroine  in  these 
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exhibitions,  made  me  despise  the  more  solid  acqui- 
sitions, which  escape  the  notice  of  the  world,  and 
only  make  a woman  more  valuable,  without  giving 
her  eclat  in  the  circles  of  fashion. 

“ At  last  I came  out  at  a splendid  ball  my  mother 
gave  on  purpose  to-  introduce  me  with  proper  dig- 
nity. I went  through  all  my  accomplishments — 
danced  a gavot  with  my  dancing-master,  who 
was  invited  on  purpose — sung  an  Italian  duet  with 
the  signior,  and  talked  bad  French  with  every 
puppy  in  the  room.  In  a word,  I was,  to  use  the 
fashionable  singsong,  young,  rich,  beautiful,  and 
accomplished,  and  incense  fell  upon  my  head  like 
showers  from  heaven.  My  mother  was  the  hap- 
piest of  mothers,  and  I the  happiest  of  daughters — 
for  my  masters  were  all  discharged,  and  I had  a 
train  of  at  least  twenty  beaux. 

“ It  is  nothing  to  be  a belle  and  a beauty,  unless 
one  can  break  hearts,  and  commit  murders  with 
one’s  eyes.  My  ambition  was  to  be  the  death  of 
some  distinguished  youth,  and  to  establish  my 
claims  to  beauty  as  men  do  to  courage,  by  killing 
my  man.  I had  heard  of  men  dying  for  love,  and 
was  determined  to  bring  about  this  wonder  if  possi- 
ble. The  great  secret  of  a coquette  is  to  play 
upon  the  vanity  of  men,  by  making  each  believe 
himself  the  favourite.  This  is  the  very  essence  of 
coquetry,  and  without  being  a complete  adept  in 
this  mode  of  deception,  none  can  pretend  to  univer- 
sal conquest. 


78 


SALMAGUNDI. 


“ The  first  heart  I tried  to  break  was  that  of  a 
young  medical  student,  the  son  of  a rich  southern 
planter.  He  was  a very  Orondates  in  love,  so  far 
as  talking  went,  and  so  sentimental,  that  he  could 
weep  just  when  he  pleased.  His  susceptibility 
was  so  keen,  that  he  was  always  in  love  ; but  it 
must  be  confessed  that  Cupid  never,  on  any  occa- 
sion that  I ever  heard  of,  betrayed  him  into  the 
imprudence  of  falling  in  love  with  a lady  of  no  for- 
tune. In  a few  weeks  an  engagement  took  place 
between  us,  and  he  went  home  to  break  the  affair 
to  his  parents,  while  I,  not  liking  to  be  idle,  en- 
gaged myself,  in  the  course  of  the  spring,  to  three 
others.  While  I was  waiting  impatiently  for  the 
young  squire’s  return,  word  was  brought  me  that 
he  had  certainly  married  a young  lady,  the  only 
daughter  of  a gentleman  whose  plantation  adjoined 
that  of  his  father. 

“ He  got  the  start  of  me,  but  I was  resolved  to 
make  the  others  pay  for  it.  So  I played  them  off 
one  against  the  other,  and  made  such  a delightful 
medley  of  hopes,  fears,  and  jealousies,  that  I was 
in  good  hopes  one  or  other  would  die  outright. 
But  for  all  this,  they,  every  soul  of  them,  grew  fat, 
in  spite  of  love  and  corslets,  and  I was  credibly 
informed,  not  one  of  them  ever  lost  a night’s  rest 
or  a meal  of  victuals  on  my  account.  As  a last 
resort,  I dismissed  them  all,  one  after  the  other,  in 
the  expectation  that  at  least  they  would  make  the 
tour  of  Europe  for  the  purpose  ot  recovering  their 
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spirits.  My  mortification  was  excessive,  to  find 
myself  mistaken  again.  Not  one  of  them  left  the 
city  in  consequence,  and  I was  deprived  even  of 
the  pleasure  of  letting  out  the  secret  of  their  dis- 
missal, as  well  as  my  mother,  whose  pride  con- 
sisted in  these  things.  Would  you  believe  it,  sir, 
they  told  it  wherever  they  went,  and  what  is  more, 
some  of  the  oldfashioned  frumps  of  the  city  took 
upon  themselves  to  call  my  conduct  unprincipled. 

“ I forbear  to  tire  your  patience  with  the  history 
of  all  my  attempts  to  arrive  at  the  highest  pinnacle 
of  female  glory — by  killing  my  man.  Bachelors, 
widowers,  and  bucks — it  was  all  one  to  me,  my  in- 
tention was  absolute,  and  for  six  years,  I may  safely 
say,  I never  remitted  my  endeavours  for  a single 
day.  Neither  Alexander,  nor  Bonaparte,  ever  fag- 
ged through  such  tedious  and  laborious  years  to 
conquer  kingdoms,  as  I did  to  conquer  hearts.  In 
two  instances,  I thought  I had  succeeded  in  killing 
my  man. 

“ The  first  was  an  old  bachelor  of  sixty-two  or 
three,  whose  heart,  if  he  ever  had  any,  was  long 
since  ossified,  but  whose  vanity,  for  that  was  his 
only  passion,  I so  worried,  fed,  and  starved,  that  at 
length,  to  my  great  delight,  he  fell  sick  and  died. 
My  exultation  was  beyond  measure,  and  my  dear, 
kind  mother,  who  was  a party  to  all  my  schemes, 
actually  shed  tears  of  joy  on  the  occasion.  Our 
triumph,  however,  did  not  last  long,  for  on  ques- 
tioning his  physicians  closely  on  the  subject,  they 


80 


SALMAGUNDI. 


at  last  confessed,  that  my  old  beau  had  died  of  an 
asthma  of  thirty  years  standing. 

“ The  next  man  I thought  1 had  killed  was  a 
dandy,  who  had  travelled  over  Europe,  and  brought 
home  all  the  requisites  to  make  him  pass  for  a well- 
shaped man.  He  had,  as  I was  informed,  ma- 
chines for  putting  on  his  coat,  lacing  his  corsets — 
drawing  on  his  boots,  and  tying  his  cravat — and  he 
possessed  fourscore  and  ten  brushes  of  different 
kinds.  Here  was  a man  worth  killing,  and  ac- 
cordingly I essayed  all  my  powers,  and  launched 
sunbeams  from  my  eyes  that  would  have  melted 
the  thick-ribbed  ice  of  the  poles.  But  they  could 
not  melt  the  thick  ribs  of  his  corslets,  and  for  a 
long  time  I despaired  of  penetrating  the  stuffing  and 
harness  that  incased  his  heart. 

“ One  night  at  a ball,  I thought,  however,  he  look'- 
ed  rather  unwell,  and  believing  this  a fine  oppor' 
tunity  to  make  an  impression  upon  his  whalebone, 
I asked  with  as  much,  and,  to  confess  the  truth,  a 
little  more  tenderness  than  became  my  sex  and 
situation,  ‘ what  ailed  him  V On  a sudden,  he 
threw  up  his  eyes,  turned  pale,  placed  his  hand  on 
his  heart,  heaved  a long  sigh,  and  dropped  down 
dead  at  my  feet. 

“ I screamed  a dreadful  scream,  but  did  not  faint, 
on  account  of  my  anxiety  to  know  whether  the 
poor  man  was  dead  or  not.  Luckily,  my  fears  were 
soon  calmed.  A physician  happened  to  be  present, 
who  directed  him  to.  be  carried  into  another  room, 
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wftere  his  corslets  were  unlaced,  and  an  attempt 
was  made  to  bleed  him.  But  he  was  gone,  and 
the  doctor  affirmed  that  his  untimely  death  was 
occasioned  by  the  quantity  of  pickled  oysters  he 
had  taken,  and  the  tightness  of  his  corsets.  My 
mother  and  I,  however,  have  ever  since  looked 
very  sober  and  mysterious  whenever  the  affair  is 
mentioned,  and  always  take  care  to  whisper  about, 
jthat  my  refusal  occasioned  the  catastrophe. 

“ In  the  meantime,  I am  arrived  at  the  age  of 
thirty,  and  my  conquests  have  lately  been  limited 
to  those  itinerant  foreigners  who  come  from  no  one 
knows  whence — belong  to  nobody  knows  who — 
get  into  society  no  one  knows  how,  and  disappear 
no  one  knows  where.  To  be  the  death  even  of 
such  a thing  would  be  something ; and  it  is  very 
certain  that  one  of  these  mysterious  personages 
did  unaccountably  shoot  himself  last  winter.  My 
mother  insists  it  was  on  my  account ; but  there 
are  various  other  reasons  given,  and  as  the  man  is 
not  likely  to  die  of  it,  I don’t  insist  upon  my  claim 
to  this  high  honour. 

“ In  consequence  of  the  neglect  of  our  native 
beaux,  my  mother  is  convinced  that  the  taste  of  the 
men  is  getting  to  be  very  depraved,  and  we  have 
it  now  seriously  in  contemplation  to  take  a trip  to 
Europe.  As  I have  a tolerable  fortune,  and  it  is 
the  fashion  to  paint  abroad,  I can  easily  make  up 
for  the  loss  of  my  youthful  bloom,  and  have  little 
doubt  of  being  able  to  entrap  a German  baron,  or 
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perhaps  a knight  companion  of  the  Bath,  and  be 
called  a lady.  We  are  going  to  Ballston  next 
month,  and  if  nothing  better  offers  there,  shall  go 
abroad  in  the  autumn.  Perhaps  you  may  hear  from 
me  before  we  sail. 

“ Adieu,  so  long, 

“ Aurelia. 

“P.  S. — I forgot  to  tell  you  my  sisters  are  both 
well-married,  and  live  happily  and  respectably 
enough,  though  their  husbands  are  not  persons  of 
fashion.” 


FROM  MY  ELBOW  CHAIR. 

“HARDE  TYMES.” 

Harde  tymes,  be  whenne  poore  menne  get  noughte  to  eate  ; 
Harde  tymes,  be  whenne  poore  menne  canne  get  noe  worke  ; 
Harde  tymes,  be  whenne  ye  colde  wyndes  bravelye  beate, 

Ande  babes  ynne  fyrelesse  chymnye  corners  lurke. 

Butte  shame  onne  them,  whoe  harde  tymes  idlie  plaine 
Whenne  pamper’d  plentie  laughes  hymme  through  ye  lande, 

And  wheaten  loaves  be  halfe  as  bigge  againe, 

And  poore  menne  thanke  theyre  starres  wythe  uprays’d  hande. 

I happened  yesterday  to  be  in  company  with 
some  half  a dozen  wiseacres,  who  were  discussing 
the  subject  of  the  present  scarcity  of  money  and 
stagnation  of  business.  Each  one  had  his  theory 
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to  account  for  this  state  of  things,  and  each  had 
his  remedy,  which  would  be  effectual,  if  it  could 
only  be  adopted.  One  maintained,  that  the  present 
scarcity  of.  money  was  entirely  owing  to  the  India 
trade — another  to  the  peace  in  Europe — a third  to 
the  banks — a fourth  to  the  brokers — a fifth  to  the 
want  of  encouragement  to  domestic  manufactures 
— while  the  sixth  had  not  yet  decided,  whether  the 
scarcity  of  money  was  owing  to  the  stagnation  of 
business,  or  the  stagnation  of  business  to  the 
scarcity  of  money.  All,  however,  were  for  calling 
stoutly  upon  Congress,  that  sturdy  modern  repub- 
lican Hercules,  which,  it  seems,  is  to  get  every 
man’s  wheel  out  of  the  mire.  Instead  of  repres- 
sing that  spendthrift  spirit  which  has  grown  up  of 
late  years  in  this  country,  where  the  extravagance 
of  the  people  has  more  than  doubled  the  speed 
with  which  wealth  has  been  acquired,  everybody 
seems  to  think  that  legislative  aid  can  remedy  his 
wants,  and  cure  every  evil,  moral  and  political. 
Experience,  however,  will  teach  its  lesson  at  last. 
When  all  the  temporizing  expedients  shall  have 
failed,  and  when  the  final  effect  of  each  is  found 
only  to  sooth  for  a moment  the  disease,  which  soon 
returns  with  aggravated  malignity,  it  will  then  be 
discovered,  that  the  way  to  make  business  flourish, 
and  money  plenty,  is  simply  to  spend  less  than  we 
earn.  In  short,  we  shall  then  arrive  at  the  impor- 
tant truth,  that  political  regulations  are  not  the  best 
possible  specifics  for  moral  evil — that  acts  of  Con- 
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gress  can  neither  change  the  direction,  nor  mitigate 
the  force  of  habit ; and  that  what  depends  solely 
on  ourselves  cannot  be  performed  by  others.  We 
have  not  delegated  to  our  government  the  power 
of  passing  sumptuary  laws  repressing  the  extrava- 
gance of  our  citizens,  nor  is  it  in  the  power  of  Con- 
gress, I fear,  to  enable  those  to  pay  their  debts 
who  are  without  money  or  credit.  They  cannot 
pave  the  streets  with  precious  stones,  nor  roof  our 
houses  with  plates  of  gold.  Extravagance  is  the 
disease,  economy  is  the  remedy. 

A man  like  myself,  whose  “ business  in  the  state 
makes  him  a looker-on  here  in  Vienna” — who  is 
without  the  temptation  of  avarice  to  stimulate  him 
to  speculate,  and  whose  vanity  has  other  modes  of 
gratification  than  mere  wealth  can  furnish,  often 
sees  what  escapes  the  notice  of  actors  in  these 
busy  scenes,  and  without  being  wiser  than  they, 
may  suggest  what  is  useful.  I would  wish  neither 
to  pass  for  a censor  or  a satirist,  but  to  appear  sim- 
ply in  the  plain  unassuming  character  of  a merry 
old  bachelor,  who,  if  he  can  do  nothing  else,  can 
sometimes  give  advice  to  those  whom  example  and 
inexperience  have  led  astray. 

A habit  of  thoughtless  extravagance  in  young 
married  people,  particularly  females,  is  certainly 
one  of  the  most  common,  as  well  as  fatal  charac- 
teristics of  the  present  time.  It  is  owing  less  to 
the  fault  of  the  youthful  girl,  brought  up  with  a 
total  disregard  to  economy,  married  without  experi- 
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ence  in  life,  and  kept  by  her  husband  in  ignorance 
of  his  real  resources,  than  to  the  mischievous,  nay, 
cruel  carelessness  of  the  parent,  who  too  often 
neither  furnishes  example  or  precept ; and  the  ten- 
der, though  mistaken  affection  of  the  husband, 
whose  false  pride,  or  perhaps  something  better, 
restrains  his  confidence  until  it  comes  too  late. 

Among  the  most  weak  and  wasteful  habits  of 
modern  vanity,  is  that  of  filling  a house  with  expen- 
sive and  grotesque  decorations,  so  costly,  that  a 
mansion  cannot  now  be  genteelly  furnished,  as  it  is 
called,  for  less  than  the  price  of  the  dwelling  itself. 
Akin  to  this  silly  extravagance,  is  the  practice  of 
dressing  infants  in  all  the  flaming  finery  of  grown- 
up fine  ladies  and  gentlemen.  Independent  of  the 
expense  of  this  folly,  which  will  be  found  very  ma- 
terial in  these  difficult  times,  the  effect  on  the 
future  destiny  of  the  child  cannot  be  otherwise 
than  mischievous,  because  it  awakens  earlier  that 
latent  feeling  of  vanity,  which,  in  proportion  to  its 
strength  or  its  weakness,  gives  a character  to  ma- 
turity. No  one  can  recollect  when  they  received 
that  bias,  which  decided  the  colour  of  their  future 
life ; it  must  consequently  be  decided  by  our 
most  early  impressions.  The  habits  of  youth  are 
much  more  easily  acquired,  than  obliterated; 
and  nothing  is  more  certain,  than  that  children 
brought  up  in  the  indulgence  of  fine  clothes,  will 
find  it  hard  to  dispense  with  them  when  they  come 
to  furnish  themselves.  It  is  extremely  probable, 
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that  rather  than  resign  what  custom  has  made  to 
appear  indispensable,  they  will  resort  to  running  in 
debt,  or  to  other  means  equally,  perhaps,  more  fatal. 

The  other  morning  I went  to  see  a young  friend 
of  mine,  who,  with  a world  of  amiable  qualities 
and  a deal  of  good  sense,  has,  I fear,  been  seduced 
by  the  example  of  those  around  him,  into  a style 
of  living  quite  disproportioned  to  his  actual  reve- 
nue. He  had  a small  fortune  ; but  it  was  invested 
by  him,  and  is  subject  to  all  the  accidents  of  com- 
merce, and  I understand  he  has  followed  the  fash- 
ion, and  traded  far  beyond  his  capital.  His  wife 
was  a spoiled,  thoughtless  young  girl,  who  never, 
while  single,  dreamed  of  the  necessity  or  possibility 
of  checking  a desire  for  expensive  gratifications, 
and  who  has  been,  since  her  marriage,  kept  in 
equal  ignorance  even  of  a suspicion,  that  prudence 
and  economy  were  the  cardinal  virtues  of  a wife 
and  a mother. 

I found  her  with  three  little  children,  the  eldest 
about  seven  years  old,  all  dressed  out  for  a walk ; 
and  as  I love  to  witness  the  lively  wonder  and  un- 
disguised sensations  of  childish  inexperience,  I 
took  the  youngest  by  the  hand,  and  accompanied 
the  little  cavalcade  into  the  street.  I could  not 
help  amusing  myself  with  the  finery  which  the  little 
things  displayed  about  their  persons.  The  two 
girls  were  dressed  in  pink  bonnets,  eked  out  with 
bows  and  bouquets  of  artificial  flowers,  and  wore 
under  them  a cap  richly  worked,  and  bordered  with 
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fine  lace.  Their  dress  consisted  of  a fine  worked 
muslin  frock,  flounced  and  furbelowed  to  the  knees, 
over  which  was  a kind  of  open  muslin  robe,  lined 
with  silk,  and  edged  with  lace.  The  eldest  wore 
silk  stockings,  but  the  other  cotton,  I suppose  from 
the  difficulty  of  getting  silk  ones  sufficiently  small. 
The  boy  was  equipped  in  the  finest  broadcloth,  so 
gorgeously  bespotted  with  gilt  buttons,  that  he 
might  almost  have  passed  for  a new  constellation, 
if  he  had  been  suspended  in  the  air,  like  the  little 
Cupids  at  the  theatre. 

As  we  proceeded,  I began  heartily  to  repent  of 
my  gallantry  in  undertaking  to  escort  this  prema- 
ture fine  lady.  Every  gewgaw  she  saw  in  the  shop 
windows  excited  her  desires — she  cried  for  every 
thing  she  saw,  and  was  gratified  with  every  thing 
she  cried  for.  The  good,  but  weak  mother,  soon 
emptied  her  purse,  and  succeeded  in  quieting  her 
for  a time,  at  an  expense  that  would  have  main- 
tained an  industrious  frugal  family  for  a week. 
The  cheap  toys  which  formerly  answered  the  end, 
will  by  no  means  satisfy  the  matured  taste  of  an 
embryo  fine  lady  of  four  years  old.  Unluckily  for 
our  walk,  the  little  creature  took  a fancy  to  the 
clock  of  St.  Paul’s,  which  happened  just  then  to 
strike ; and  as  this  could  not  be  conveniently  pro- 
cured, she  began  to  cry  so  piteously,  that  the 
mother,  to  my  great  relief,  adjourned  our  little 
party  home  ; and  it  is  my  opinion,  that  this  is  the 
last  act  of  gallantry  of  the  kind  I shall  ever  commit. 
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Returning  home,  and  seating  myself  in  my  el- 
bow chair,  I indulged  in  that  inveterate  propensity 
to  elevate  the  past  at  the  expense  of  the  present, 
which  is  the  invariable  characteristic  of  age.  I 
had  arranged  a most  virulent  attack  on  this  extrav- 
agant and  preposterous  mode  of  decking  out  babies 
in  all  the  expensive  trappings  of  the  present  mode  ; 
and  to  give  the  full  effect  to  my  declamations,  con- 
trasted this  custom  with  the  sober  grace  and  ra- 
tional economy  of  my  younger  days.  At  this  pre- 
cise moment,  however,  my  attention  was  suddenly 
arrested,  and  my  flow  of  enthusiasm  checked  by 
the  sight  of  a picture,  which  has  for  more  than 
forty  years  decorated  my  apartment.  It  was 
painted  by  a famous  artist  of  the  times,  who  ex- 
celled in  communicating  to  his  likenesses  that  in- 
veterate rigidity  of  muscle,  and  that  inimitable 
motionless  dignity,  by  which  the  pictures  of  that 
day  are  so  peculiarly  distinguished.  I cannot  tell 
his  name,  for  the  painters  of  those  days  were  too 
modest  to  appropriate  their  productions  in  that 
manner,  and  quietly  left  them  to  the  connoisseurs, 
to  be  placed  to  the  credit  of  Guido,  Michael  An- 
gelo, or  at  least  Sir  Godfrey  Kneller,  or  old  Nich- 
olas Vandyke.  All  I can  venture  to  assert  is,  that 
the  author  of  this  valuable  picture  was  born  before 
the  discovery  of  that  admirable  improvement  in  the 
art,  by  the  aid  of  which  likenesses  may  be  painted 
with  such  wonderful  skill,  and  the  colours  so  dex- 
terously compounded,  as  to  sympathize,  as  it  were, 
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with  the  originals,  fading  as  they  fade,  and  becom- 
ing pale,  sickly,  and  deathlike,  in  proportion  as 
age  steals  over  the  features,  marking  them  for  the 
tomb.  It  is  a decided  proof  of  inferiority  in  the 
old  masters,  that  their  colours  never  faded,  and 
consequently  that  their  portraits  only  resembled 
the  originals  at  the  precise  moment  they  were 
painted,  and  were  consequently  mere  representa- 
tives of  the  past  instead  of  the  present.  This  de- 
ficiency is  however  remedied  in  a great  measure, 
by%the  improvement  in  mixing  and  compounding 
colours,  which  I have  just  noticed,  and  which  is  no 
doubt  one  of  the  invaluable  results  of  those  vast 
improvements  in  the  science  of  chymistry,  which 
distinguish  this  age  beyond  all  others. 

The  picture  to  which  the  foregoing  observations 
refer,  represented  Christopher  Cockloft  and  his  pa- 
rents, in  the  costume  of  some  threescore  years 
ago,  when  the  squire  was  about  eight  years  old.  I 
have  nothing  to  say  against  the  old  lady’s  cap, 
which  was  most  inimitably  plaited, — nor  the  lace, 
starched  as  stiff  as  a network  of  silver  wire — nor 
against  her  brocade,  which  could  have, stood  its 
ground  alone  in  the  worst  of  times — nor,  last  of  all, 
against  the  long  thin  waist,  and  high-heeled  shoes. 
Still  less  will  I impugn  the  old  gentleman’s  great 
wig  with  luxuriant  wooden  curls — his  coat  without 
a cape,  but  incommoded  with  cuffs,  that  made  am- 
ple amends  for  the  absence  of  twenty  capes.  I 
reverence  all  these,  and  more  especially,  the  laced 
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cravat,  and  point  ruffles  at  the  wristbands,  the  lat- 
ter of  which,  like  the  long  nails  of  the  Chinese, 
afforded  irrefragable  proof  of  the  gentility  of  the 
wearer,  since  they  precluded  the  possibility  of  ap- 
propriating the  hands  to  any  useful  purpose. 

But  by  your  leave,  Cousin  Christopher,  I do  not 
mean  to  give  quarter  to  a single  thread  of  thy 
buckram,  for  thou  didst  exhibit  a most  uncommon 
specimen  of  a species  of  dandy  now  altogether  ex- 
tinct in  real  life.  ^The  reader  may  recollect  he 
was  about  eight  years  of  age.  His  face,  as  exhib- 
ited in  the  picture,  was  short  and  round,  like  the 
Spectator’s,  and  indeed  like  all  the  family,  whose 
physiognomy  has  been  modified  by  the  contempla- 
tion of  the  Chinese  paper  in  the  Hall.  Over  this 
short  face  he  wore  a bag  wig,  the  effect  of  which, 
not  being  transferable  to  my  paper,  I shall  leave 
to  the  imagination  of  the  reader.  His  other  cos- 
tume consisted  of  a full  suit  of  snuff-coloured  cloth, 
made  precisely  after  the  pattern  of  that  inimitable 
stiffness  which  distinguished  that  of  his  father. 
His  cuffs  exuberant — his  waistcoat  handsomely 
embroidered  with  either  strawberries  or  pumpkins, 
it  is  difficult  to  decide — and  the  flaps  reached  about 
halfway  down  his  thighs,  by  reason  of  which,  and 
of  the  shortness  of  his  breeches,  which  came  just 
below  his  kneepan,  his  limbs  looked  marvellously, 
in  shape  and  colour,  like  those  of  a brown  grass- 
hopper. His  legs  were  of  the  true  uniformity 
which  I have  invariably  detected,  in  the  represent- 
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ations  of  human  figures,  old  and  young,  at  that 
date — high  insteps,  and  thin  ankles,  tapering  up 
most  elegantly  and  gracefully  towards  a little  round 
calf,  modestly  retreating,  as  it  were,  behind  the 
knee.  At  his  shoes,  the  upper-leathers  of  which 
did  incontinently  aspire  towards  the  midway  of  the 
leg,  he  wore  a pair  of  little  buckles,  not  unlike  to 
the  bucks  of  the  present  day,  and  the  same  at  his 
kneebands.  Under  his  arm  he  carried  a chapeau 
bras,  which  I would  have  given  something  consid- 
erable to  have  seen  on  his  head — and  at  his  hip  a 
formidable  steel-hilted  sword,  which  the  painter, 
to  show  his  knowledge  of  antique  costume,  had 
placed  on  the  right  side,  in  imitation  of  a Roman 
soldier.  It  appeared  that  this  was  the  young 
squire’s  hunting-dress,  as  he  carried  a gun  in  his 
hand,  and  something  suspected  to  be  a pointer  dog 
lies  in  an  obscure  corner  of  the  picture.  The  best 
part  of  the  exhibition  was  the  expression  of  unut- 
terable pride,  of  swelling,  overflowing  satisfaction, 
with  which  the  good  parents  contemplated  this 
truly  inimitable  figure. 

I honestly  confess,  this  unlucky  picture  pre- 
sented a serious  bar  to  the  flow  of  my  enthusiasm 
in  favour  of  the  simplicity  and  economy  of  past 
times.  I could  not  help  acknowledging  little  Chris- 
topher was  a fair  set-off  against  the  little  fine  lady, 
and  that  his  dress,  without  being  as  graceful  and 
convenient,  was  quite  as  expensive.  Indeed,  with 
all  due  leaning  in  favour  of  my  youthful  days,  I 
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was  compelled  to  confess  to  myself,  that  in  this 
respect,  at  least,  the  world  had  not  degenerated  so 
much  as  I had  fondly  believed.  I was  quite  sorry 
for  this,  for  one  loves  to  make  the  degeneracy  of 
the  world  answer  for  what  is  generally  the  conse- 
quence of  the  blunted  perceptions  and  repining 
spirit  of  old  age. 

My  strictures  on  the  folly  and  extravagance  of 
dressing  up  little  babies  in  the  expensive  trappings 
of  fine  ladies,  were,  however,  by  this  untoward  pic- 
ture, abruptly  terminated.  No  moralist  can  rail 
with  proper  effect,  at  the  present,  without  the  aid 
of  the  past;  and  I joined  the  tea-table  at  the  Hall, 
where  I had  made  a little  Saturday  afternoon  visit, 
determined  to  make  amends  for  my  disappointment, 
by  laughing  at  my  worthy  cousin  most  unmerci- 
fully. He  disarmed  me,  however,  at  the  very  first 
thrust,  by  affirming  that  the  children  of  those  days 
never  dressed  in  the  style  in  which  he  was  exhib- 
ited, except  to  get  their  likenesses  taken ; it  being 
considered  a sort  of  classical  costume,  similar  to 
that  given  to  modern  statues,  to  make  them  look 
as  little  like  the  originals  as  possible.  Mrs.  Cock- 
loft, as  usual,  supported  her  husband,  by  assuring 
me  that  there  was  never  more  than  one  such  suit 
in  a family,  and  that  it  was  the  most  economical 
possible,  because,  as  it  was  never  worn  but  upon 
this  and  similar  occasions,  and  as  the  fashions 
never  changed,  it  lasted  out  a whole  generation, 
and  did  just  as  well  for  the  youngest  as  for  the 
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eldest  son.  I was  exceedingly  comforted  with 
these  assurances,  as  they  will  enable  me  to  resume 
my  strictures  with  a good  conscience,  although,  as 
Evergreen  says,  I can’t  vouch  for  their  correctness, 
as  these  matters  “ happened  before  my  time 
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No.  III.— SATURDAY,  JULY  31,  1819 


FROM  MY  ELBOW  CHAIR. 

On  returning  to  take  a peep  at  the  world,  after 
an  absence  of  some  half  a score  of  years,  I was 
struck  with  the  vast  increase  of  old  bachelors  and 
maids  that  had  taken  place  in  that  time.  Many 
blooming  young  creatures,  whom  I had  left  with  a 
train  of  admirers,  out  of  which  the  most  fastidious 
maiden  might  have  gratified  her  capricious  fancy, 
have  faded  into  the  autumn  of  single  blessedness, 
and  become  members  of  charitable  societies  for 
want  of  something  else  to  do.  On  the  other  hand, 
many  of  our  young  fellows,  who,  at  the  time  I am 
speaking  of,  were  most  promising  candidates  for 
matrimony,  have  degenerated  into  dissipated  bach- 
elors, who  go  every  summer  to  the  springs,  to  wind 
up  the  clock  for  the  winter’s  campaign,  and  look 
out  for  rich  wives.  In  short,  there  is  no  end  to 
the  number  of  old  maids  and  old  bachelors,  among 
the  higher  classes  in  our  city,  who  bid  fair  to  re- 
main so  all  their  lives,  so  that  in  process  of  time, 
some  of  our  best  families  will  be  extinct. 

There  are  now,  in  the  various  branches  of  the 
Cockloft  family,  no  less  than  twenty-seven  prom- 
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ising  candidates  of  both  sexes,  including  myself, 
besides  nearly  an  equal  number  in  some  other  an- 
cient families,  I do  not  take  the  liberty  to  mention 
by  name. 

Though  a bachelor  myself,  I think  it  my  duty  to 
encourage  matrimony  by  precept,  although  various 
substantial  reasons  have  prevented  my  doing  it  by 
example.  Every  nation  is  not  fitted  for  the  enjoy- 
ment of  liberty,  neither  can  every  man  bear  the 
uncircumscribed  freedom  of  a single  life.  Mar- 
riage keeps  men  out  of  mischief,  and  women  from 
talking  scandal,  by  giving  them  a motive  of  action, 
and  an  object  for  the  exercise  of  those  affections, 
which,  if  not  centred  in  virtuous  connexions,  will 
generally  lead  to  indulgences,  neither  sanctioned 
by  moral  precept  nor  the  institutions  of  civilized 
society.  Few  and  late  marriages  originate  in  ex- 
travagant habits,  and  are  always  indicative  of  cor- 
ruption and  licentiousness  of  manners.  In  Europe, 
where  perhaps  they  have  carried  certain  social  re- 
finements somewhat  beyond  us,  there  is  most  un- 
doubtedly a greater  relaxation  of  matrimonial  ties. 
It  generally  happens  that  the  eldest  son,  among 
the  higher  classes,  is  the  only  one  that  can  afford 
to  marry.  The  others  being  left  to  the  patronage 
of  the  family  interest,  become  adventurers  in  the 
different  professions — fortune-hunters  in  the. city 
circles,  or  mischievous  idlers  in  drawing-rooms, 
where  they  not  unfrequently  amuse  their  leisure 
hours,  and  repay  the  hospitality  of  the  husband 
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by  undermining  the  principles  of  his  wife,  and  rob- 
bing his  children  of  a mother. 

For  these  reasons,  I don’t  like  to  see  the  num- 
ber of  bachelors  and  old  maids  increasing  at  this 
mischievous  and  alarming  rate.  The  principles 
of  very  few  men  can  resist  the  temptations  of  lone- 
liness, and  all  women  are  not  born  with  the  good 
sense  and  the  good  temper,  to  enable  them  to  with- 
stand the  united  force  of  ridicule  and  neglect. 
Not  even  The  Balance  of  Comfort,  and  other 
novels,  written  with  the  benevolent  view  of  recon- 
ciling them  to  their  destiny,  can  subdue  the  heart 
and  the  affections  to  the  prospect  of  lingering  out 
a life  of  barren  uselessness,  lengthened  in  all  prob- 
ability beyond  the  existence  of  every  natural  and 
accustomed  protector,  and  passed  away  either  in 
lonely  selfishness,  or  dependance  on  those  who 
will  make  them  feel  their  situation. 

Custom,  which  makes  laws  for  nature  herself, 
has  made  parents  and  husbands  the  only  honoura- 
ble protectors  of  single  women,  and,  though  it  may 
sometimes  happen  that  brothers  and  married  sisters 
afford  them  a comfortable  and  generous  support, 
experience  for  the  most  part  justifies  the  belief  that 
it  is  only  with  the  parent,  or  a husband,  that  a wo- 
man feels  her  dependance  a blessing  rather  than 
a curse.  With  such  prospects  before  them,  it  is 
no  wonder  that  single  women  past  a certain  age 
are  apt  to  become  soured  with  the  world,  and  sel- 
dom take  much  pains  to  find  out  the  good  qualities 
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of  those  around  them.  Far  be  it  from  me  to  say 
this  is  always  the  case.  I have  the  happiness 
to  be  acquainted  with  more  than  one  lady  of  this 
description,  who  fills  the  station  of  her  choice  with 
as  much  dignity  as  usefulness,  and  whose  delight- 
ful vivacity  makes  her  the  charm  of  the  domestic 
circle,  as  well  as  the  favourite  of  society. 

Taking  every  thing  into  consideration,  however, 
I am  fully  convinced  that  it  is  best  for  the  great 
mass  of  mankind  to  marry,  while  they  can  carry 
into  domestic  life  a reasonable  stock  of  sensibility. 
This  being  my  serious  opinion,  I had  been,  ever 
since  my  return  to  town,  busy  in  seeking  for  the 
causes  of  this  alarming  increase  of  what  Tippy 
Tittipup  quaintly  denominates  “ unproductive  cap- 
ital.” Conversing  on  the  subject  two  or  three 
months  ago,  with  my  friend  Sophy  Sparkle,  who 
joins  to  a great  deal  of  experience  a habit  of  quick 
observation,  the  fruits  of  which  are  tempered  by 
that  fine-edged  judgment  which  some  women  pos- 
sess, she  let  me  into  the  secret  at  once.  The  read- 
er shall  know  exactly  how  it  happened,  if  he  will 
only  have  a little  patience. 

Entering  her  parlour,  as  I am  accustomed  to  do, 
without  ceremony,  I could  not  help  exclaiming — 
“ Good  heavens,  madam,  what  a melancholy  display 
of  autumnal  fruits — I was  going  to  say — of  autum- 
nal leaves,  rather,  are  to  be  seen  in  the  streets  this 
fine  morning.  Belles  of  thirty,  I mean,  dressed  in 
all  the  colours  of  our  October  woods.  And  then 
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to  see  them  paired,  or  rather,  to  carry  on  the  figure, 
supported  by  such  venerable  weather-beaten  trunks, 
in  the  shape  of  dandies  of  forty,  playing  off  the 
vivacity  of  eighteen.  What  can  be  the  reason  of 
this,  my  dear  madam  ? Formerly  it  was  some  dis- 
tinction to  be  an  old  bachelor — it  was  a sort  of 
luxury  which  few  partook  of — but  if  I live  ten 
)rears  longer,  as  I shall  certainly  do,  being  little 
more  than  sixty-five,  to  all  human  appearance,  1 
shall  be  obliged  to  marry,  if  it  is  only  to  keep  up 
my  singularity.  You  have  been  in  the  world  lately 
— I out  of  it — unriddle  how  all  this  has  come  to 
pass  ?” 

“ Look,”  said  the  lady,  “ at  these  gilded  ser- 
pents— their  mouths,  you  see,  are  wide  open  against 
matrimony.  Admire  these  Wilton  carpets,  ratteen 
chairs,  looking-glasses  reaching  from  the  pier-table 
to  the  ceiling — these  curtains,  whose  price  is  above 
rubies.  Lastly,  look  at  me, — not  that  I expect 
you  to  fall  in  love  with  my  person.  Look  at  me. 
I carry  the  riches  of  the  four  quarters  of  the  globe 
about  this  little  frame  of  mine.  Above  all,  look  at 
this  little  woman  of  four  years  old,  just  dressed  for 
a morning’s  walk.  You  see  she  is  decked  out  like 
her  mother — and  her  education  already  begins  to 
form  a notable  item  in  our  family  expenses.  We 
have  four  children — two  boys  and  two  girls.  The 
first  dress  in  nothing  but  the  finest  broadcloths,  and 
the  others  run  up  milliners’  bills,  that  I suppose 
would  frighten  the  very  rats  of  Cockloft  Hall.  All 
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these  are  so  many  arguments  against  matrimony. 
Can  you  wonder,  then,  at  the  number  of  old  belles 
and  beaux  about  town  ?” 

“ But,  madam,  if  people  can  afford  these  elegant 
luxuries,  and  have  such  rosy-cheeked  cherubs  as 
this  withal,  I don’t  see  how  they  can  possibly  oper- 
ate against  the  state  of  matrimony.  Explain  your- 
self, most  divine  Pyt'hia,  for,  in  honest  truth,  you 
put  me  in  mind,  sitting  there  on  that  indescribable 
sofa,  tripod,  or  whatsoever  else  it  may  be  called,  of 
a sorceress  bewitching  and  puzzling  mankind  with 
oracular  obscurities,  promulgated  in  the  midst  of 
hissing  serpents  and  fiery  dragons.” 

“ How  dull  you  are  this  morning,”  answered  my 
lively  friend ; “ don’t  you  perceive,  that,  though  my 
husband  has  a certain  income  which  enables  him 
to  afford  all  this,  yet,  if  these  luxuries  are  now  con- 
sidered as  indispensable  accompaniments  to  matri- 
mony, among  everybody  above  the  rank  of  pau- 
pers, this  must  necessarily  prevent  a vast  number 
from  marrying  at  all ; or,  if  they  do  marry,  cause 
them  to  run  in  debt,  and  be  ruined  in  the  end.” 

“ But  how,  madam,  can  all  this  frippery  be  so 
indispensable  ? People  can  live  now  as  they  used 
to  do — can’t  they — according  to  their  means,  or 
their  certain  prospects  ? There  is  no  actual  neces- 
sity, I suppose,  for  people  with  little  to  begin  the 
world,  to  enter  into  a competition  with  those  who 
are  rich.” 

“ Mr.  Launcelot  Langstaff,  you  have  certainly 
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been  living  in  the  root-house  at  Cockloft  Hall  for 
the  last  ten  years — necessity  ! What  is  necessity  ? 
Why,  nothing  more  than  the  law  which  obliges 
people  of  a certain  something,  or  somewhat,  which 
seems  to  designate  them  as  fellow-creatures  in 
fashionable  society,  to  do  as  others  do.  Nobody 
now,  not  even  beggars,  can  put  up  with  the  mere 
decent  comforts  of  life.  The  beggar  must  have 
money  as  well  as  meat — and  with  those  who  only 
borrow  without  paying,  a certain  portion  of  style 
is  absolutely  requisite  to  enable  them  to  exist. 
If  two  young  people  of  our  acquaintance  were  ac- 
tually in  the  last  stage  of  modern  love,  dying  for 
each  other,  they  would  no  more  think  of  marrying 
than  hanging,  unless  they  could  live  in  a three  story 
house,  in  a fashionable  street,  with  plenty  of  gilt 
alligators,  dragons,  and  serpents.” 

Just  at  this  moment  a great  knock  was  heard, 
and  Sophy,  as  is  sometimes  customary  with  well- 
bred  ladies,  taking  a peep  from  the  corner  of  the 
window,  observed, in  a low  tone — “Now  you  shall 
see  a living  specimen  of  what  I have  attempted  to 
describe.  Here  comes  a predestined  old  maid, 
and  a bachelor  in  perspective.”  A pair  of  fashion- 
ables now  came  in,  dressed  in  the  extreme  of  the 
present  modes,  which  I would  describe,  were  not 
the  thing  impossible. 

As  they  took  me  for  some  country  neighbour  of 
Sophy’s,  they  paid  no  more  attention  to  me  than 
if  I had  been  a piece  of  oldfashioned  furniture, 
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long  out  of  date — so  they  talked  on  without  the 
least  regard  to  the  presence  of  a stranger.  The 
gentleman  took  frequent  occasion  to  make  honoura- 
ble mention  of  his  horses — one  of  which,  he 
actually  swore,  had  trotted  seventeen  miles  an  hour, 
over  Hempstead  plain — his  dinners  and  suppers  at 
different  hotels  ; his  wagers  of  wine  ; his  bettings 
at  various  times  made  up  the  residue  of  his  con- 
versation ; and  he  found  means  to  convince  me,  in 
a few  minutes,  that  he  must  be  either  very  rich,  or 
that,  to  use  a phrase  of  Tippy  Tittipup,  the  trades- 
men “had  not  yet  smoked  the  joke.” 

The  little  belle  was  giving  an  account  of  a party 
given  by  Mrs.  Brutus  M'Wiggen  the  night  before, 
and  where  she  wore  a dress,  the  cost  of  which 
made  my  wig  stand  an  end.  To  make  the  moral 
of  this  exhibition  more  striking,  Sophy  mischie- 
vously drew  her  out,  by  admiring,  first  her  bonnet, 
then  her  shawl,  her  laced  veil,  her  frock,  and  lastly, 
her  very  shoes,  which  I observed  were  of  white 
satin.  She  inquired  the  cost  of  each  article,  which 
I committed  to  memory,  and  upon  summing  up, 
the  whole  amounted  to  three  hundred  and  forty- 
three  dollars.  With  the  exception  of  one  or  two 
articles,  this  dress  would  require  renewing  three 
or  four  times  a year,  so  that  the  clothing  of  this 
little  piece  of  mortality  certainly  could  not  come 
to  less  than  a thousand  a year.  This  sum,  accord- 
ing to  Mr.  Birkbeck,  would  pay  for  the  building 
of  about  thirty  of  such  houses  as  the  better  sort 
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of  people  inhabit  in  Illinois  and  the  other  new 
stares.  I was,  to  say  the  truth,  not  a little  amused 
with  the  nonchalance  of  the  young  creature,  who 
spoke  of  throwing  away  money  as  if  she  had  an 
exchange  bank  at  her  command.  All  her  ideas  of 
enjoyment  rvere  connected  with  the  gratification 
of  this  dangerous  propensity  to  extravagance.  I 
was  exceedingly  struck  with  an  observation  she 
made  in  reply  to  Sophy  Sparkle,  who  admired  the 
working  of  her  frock,  and  affected  to  believe  it  was 
done  by  herself — Lord,  no,”  said  she  ; “ you  don’t 
think  I would  take  the  trouble.  The  truth  is, 
muslin  is  so  cheap  that  it  would  be  quite  vulgar  to 
wear  it,  if  the  cost  was  not  increased  ten  times 
over  by  the  work  and  trimmings.” 

When  they  were  gone,  I inquired  the  names  of 
these  visiters,  observing  that  I wondered  I did  not 
recollect  them,  as  they  must  belong  to  people  of 
great  wealth.  “ That  is  more  than  I can  tell,” 
replied  she ; “ all  I know  is,  that  the  father  of  the 
young  lady  is  every  three  or  four  days  running 
after  my  husband  to  borrow  money  to  take  up  his 
notes.  As  for  the  young  man,  his  father  was  a 
bankrupt  about  two  years  ago,  and  I believe  has 
nothing  but  what  he  could  make  by  a successful 
speculation  of  that  sort.  The  son  lives  by  his 
wits,  I imagine,  or  by  the  present  stock  of  credulity 
still  left  among  tradesmen — but  I grow  scandalous, 
and  invite  you  to  a walk  in  Broadway.” — “ In  the 
name  of  heaven !”  exclaimed  I,  “ what  will  be  the 
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end  of  all  this  ?” — “ Old  bachelors  and  old  maids,” 
answered  the  lady,  smiling,  as  the  servant  brought 
in  the  little  fine  lady,  dressed  out  for  a walk  in  all 
the  colours  of  the  rainbow. 


TO  LAUNCELOT  LANGSTAFF,  ESQ. 

“ New-York,  July  8th,  1819. 

“ Sir, 

“ As  you  profess  to  give  advice  in  all  difficult 
cases  of  matrimony,  I wish  to  consult  you  on  mine. 
The  short  and  the  long  of  the  matter  is,  I am  the 
envy  of  all  my  married  acquaintance,  and  the  most 
unhappy  creature  you  can  imagine.  My  husband, 
everybody  says,  is  the  best  husband  in  the  world, 
and  yet  he  is  continually  trying  my  temper,  be- 
cause nothing  in  this  world  puts  him  in  a passion. 
Did  he  merely  reserve  his  passive  good-nature  for 
me  and  the  children,  I might  take  it  as  a compli- 
ment, and  feel  some  little  gratitude ; but  the  mis- 
fortune is,  that  he  destroys  the  value  of  the  whole 
thing  by  making  it  so  common. 

“ The  other  day,  a man  who  brought  home  a 
purchase,  was  so  impertinent  as  to  insinuate  that  I 
had  agreed  to  pay  more  for  it  than  I really  did; 
upon  this  I felt  so  angry  that  I called  my  husband 
out  of  his  study,  who,  instead  of  taking  my  part, 
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and  turning  the  impudent  fellow  out  of  the  house, 
very  coolly  paid  the  demand,  and  contented  him- 
self with  observing,  ‘ My  dear,  whenever  you  buy 
any  thing  of  people  you  don’t  know,  always  ask 
for  a bill.’  I was  in  such  a fume,  that  if  I had 
thought  it  would  have  done  any  good,  or  rather  any  , 
harm,  I would  have  lectured  him  finely. 

“ Another  time,  our  youngest  boy  got  into  a fight 
with  the  son  of  one  of  the  neighbours,  who  was 
almost  twice  as  large  as  our  poor  little  fellow,  who 
came  home  with  his  face  all  scratched,  and  his 
clothes  covered  with  mud.  I was  just  putting  on 
my  bonnet  to  go  over  and  expostulate  with  the 
mother  of  this  good-for-nothing  boy,  who  every- 
body said  began  the  quarrel,  when  my  husband 
came  in.  Upon  this  I told  him  the  story,  and  in- 
sisted upon  his  going  himself,  and  seeing  the  boy 
well  whipped.  But  no — not  a foot  would  my  good 
man  stir.  All  I could  get  out  of  him  was,  ‘ My 
dear,  boys  must  fight  sometimes  as  well  as  men, 
and  it  is  best  to  let  them  settle  their  own  quarrels.’ 

“ In  short,  my  dear  Mr,  LangstaflF,  1 have  no 
patience  with  him,  that  is  the  honest  truth.  I have 
tried,  merely  as  a curious  experiment,  to  put  him 
out  of  temper,  but  in  vain.  I opposed  his  politics, 
his  religion,  his  plans  of  every  kind— -I  found  fault 
with  his  dress,  his  furniture,  house,  carriage,  every 
thing  ; and  the  other  day,  on  his  bringing  me  home 
a beautiful  dress  as  a present  on  the  return  of  our 
wedding-day,  turned  up  my  nose  and  (heaven 
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forgive  me)  declared  it  the  most  vulgar,  oldfashion- 
ed  thing  I had  ever  seen.  All  wouldn’t  do.  He 
only  replied,  ‘ My  dear,  the  people  who  sold  it 
told  me  it  was  of  the  newest  pattern.’  This  was 
beyond  all  bearing  ; I could  stand  it  no  longer.  I 
flung  out  of  the  room,  exclaiming,  ‘ Why  don’t  you 
get  angry,  you  stupid  man  ?’  and  just  heard  him 
reply,  as  I shut  the  door — ‘ Angry,  my  dear — what 
should  I be  angry  about?’ 

“ Seeing  my  husband  so  mild  on  all  occasions, 
under  the  most  trying  provocations,  I began  at  one 
time  to  suspect  that  all  this  proceeded  from  cow- 
ardice ; but  this  suspicion  was  done  away  by  his 
joining  a volunteer  company  during  the  late  war, 
and  distinguishing  himself  at  the  encampment  on 
Haerlem  Common,  in  such  a manner  that  his  ex- 
cellency, the  present  commander-in-chief,  lately 
brevetted  him  for  his  services.  I have  therefore 
lost  all  hope  of  frightening  him  into  a passion,  and, 
as  a last  resort,  am  fain  to  apply  to  you,  for  your 
advice  on  this  melancholy  occasion. 

“ I am,  Mr.  Langstaff,  your  unhappy 

“Johanna  Frett.” 

. TO  LAUNCELOT  LANGSTAFF,  ESQ. 

“ Charleston,  July  1 6th,  1819. 

“ Sir, 

“Everybody  says  I am  the  most  miserable 
creature  in  the  world,  and  what  everybody  says, 
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you  know,  must  be  so.  My  husband,  it  is  true,  is 
one  of  the  best  of  men,  only  that  he  never  happens 
to  be  in  a good-humour  in  his  own  house,  except 
when  we  have  company.  He  keeps  all  his  sweets 
for  out-door  exhibition,  and  treats  me  to  the  bitters. 
I never  saw  a man  so  altered.  Before  we  were 
married,  he  never  contradicted  me — and  since,  he 
has  never  agreed  with  me,  except  once,  when  he 
unwarily  assented  to  an  exclamation  of  mine,  on 
breaking  a fine  dish  of  cut  glass^ — that  ‘ I was  the 
most  careless  creature  in  the  world.’  Recollecting 
himself,  however,  he  immediately  insisted  it  was 
not  carelessness,  but  sheer  wilful  design,  for  the 
purpose  of  spoiling  his  temper  and  running  him 
into  new  expenses. 

When  he  is  home,  I dread  his  going  abroad,  for  I 
know  he  will  make  himself  amends  for  the  restraint 
he  puts  on  his  peevishness,  by  letting  out  bravely 
when  he  returns ; and  when  abroad,  I dread  his 
coming  home,  from  painful  experience  of  what  I 
am  to  expect.  The  children  are  so  much  afraid 
of  him,  that  their  apprehensions  when  in  his  pres- 
ence make  them  pass  for  idiots  when  he  asks 
them  to  say  their  lessons,  or  repeat  some  of  the 
little  stories  I teach  them ; and  the  servants  are 
pure  to  commit  some  awkward  blunder,  from  the 
very  pains  they  take  to  avoid  it.  For  my  part,  I 
was  born  with  a spirit  of  endurance,  and  my  dis- 
position is  to  love,  honour,  and  obey  the  being 
who  protects  and  supports  me  and  my  children,  ft 
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is  my  ambition  to  exhibit  to  my  husband,  when- 
ever he  passes  the  threshold,  a smiling  and  happy 
home — such  as  a good-natured  man  would  delight 
to  return  to,  and  even  a peevish  one  could  not 
behold  without  complacency.  But  indeed,  Mr. 
Langstaff,  I begin  to  despair,  and  my  efforts  are 
now  saddened,  with  almost  hopeless  despondency, 
Endurance,  acquiescence,  complaisance,  and  sub- 
mission, seem  but  to  pamper  this  infirmity ; and  I 
fear  that  myself  and  my  little  children  are  doomed 
to  be  the  patient  victims  of  an  unconquerable  habit 
of  peevishness. 

“ Do  not  suppose,  Mr.  Langstaff,  that  I can  ever 
be  brought  to  a state  of  indifference  to  this  treat- 
ment of  my  husband.  Peevish  though  he  be,  he 
possesses  many  of  those  qualities  which  win  the 
lasting  affections  of  our  sex,  who  are  born  to 
cherish  and  reward  them.  He  is  generous  and 
brave,  and  his  talents  have  gained  him  the  admira- 
tion of  his  friends.  In  short,  he  is  worthy  of  a 
woman’s  affection,  notwithstanding  his  peevishness, 
which  I am  sure  originates  more  from  habit  than  a 
malignant  pleasure  in  giving  pain.  Neither  can  I 
ever  get  used  to  this  mode  of  finding  fault  with 
every  thing.  We  may  become  reconciled  to  pov- 
erty— we  may  submit  to  occasional  unkindness,  if 
it  be  followed  by  returning  endearment — we  may 
resist  our  affections,  and  conquer  our  antipathies ; 
but  to  pass  through  life  under  the  irritation  of  per- 
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petual  and  growing  peevishness,  is  not  in  the  phi- 
losophy of  woman  ; at  least,  not  in  mine. 

“ My  last  hope  is  from  you.  My  husband  is  a 
man  of  sense  for  were  he  a fool,  I should  neither 
love  him,  nor  hope  for  his  reformation  from  any 
thing  that  you  or  I could  say.  Should  he  ever  read 
this  letter,  it  may  touch  his  heart  to  hear,  what 
perhaps  may  not  have  caught  his  attention — for  the 
habit  of  doing  a thing  often  blinds  us  to  its  conse- 
quences— that  by  the  indulgence  of  this  fretful  ir- 
ritability, he  is  deadening  the  affections  and  stinting 
the  minds  of  his  children,  at  the  moment  that  the 
heart  of  their  mother  is  breaking. 

“ In  the  meantime,  if  there  be  any  charm  in  your 
possession  to  sooth  the  irritations  of  a long-indulged 
habit  of  complaint — if  there  be  any  thing  in  your 
philosophy,  Mr.  Langstaff,  to  enable  me  to  subdue, 
or  to  endure,  this  worst  species  of  domestic  torture, 
I beseech  you  not  to  withhold  it  a moment.  I rest 
in  hope, 

“ Y our  anxious  friend, 

“Jane  Irby.” 

i 

I never  was  more  puzzled  in  my  life  than  with 
respect  to  the  management  of  these  two  exceed- 
ingly difficult,  not  to  say  desperate  cases.  The 
good-humour  of  the  first,  and  the  ill-humour  of  the 
second  gentleman,  seems  equally  obstinate  and  be- 
yond the  reach  of  cure  A habit  of  acquiescence 
in  the  little  rubs  that  lie  in  every  path  of  life,  how- 
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ever  smooth  it  may  be,  or  a like  habit  of  stumbling 
over  every  straw,  and  getting  out  of  patience  with 
the  most  trifling  matter,  constitute  the  great  differ- 
ence in  the  mass  of  mankind,  and  shape  not  only 
their  destinies,  but  those  of  the  little  circle  around 
them.  With  respect  to  the  provoking  good-natured 
husband,  I would  advise  the  lady  to  begin  with 
affecting  an  utter  indifference  to  every  thing  that 
excites  uncommon  interest  in  his  mind — to  be  al- 
ways sad  when  he  is  in  spirits,  and  always  merry 
when  he  is  melancholy.  If  this  don’t  answer,  let 
her  throw  in  an  ill-cooked  dinner  two  or  three 
days  in  succession.  If  this  is  not  sufficient,  let 
her  find  fault  with  his  poetry,  if  he  writes  any, 
which  I think  cannot  fail  of  doing  the  business. 

With  regard  to  my  other  amiable  and  unfortu- 
nate correspondent,  my  advice  is  limited  to  one 
single  attempt.  Let  her  try  what  she  can  do  by 
turning  the  tables  upon  Mr.  Irby,  putting  him  on 
the  defensive,  by  being  ten  times  as  peevish  as 
himself,  and  beginning  to  find  fault  before  he  has 
any  chance.  This  habit  of  fretful  peevishness  is 
a weak,  cowardly  habit,  which  often  shrinks  before 
the  least  opposition ; it  grows  with  patient  acqui- 
escence, but  is  not  unfrequently  quelled  if  the 
worm  but  turns.  Perhaps  too,  as  Mr.  Irby  is  a 
man  of  sense,  he  may  perceive  in  others  the  infirm- 
ity he  does  not  detect  in  himself.  Examples  of 
vice  and  deformity  often  work  reformations,  which 
those  of  virtue  have  vainly  attempted.  If  both  the 
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ladies  should  at  last  fail  in  their  object,  I recom 
mend  them  to  change  husbands,  as  a most  infalli 
ble  specific  for  their  complaints.  I shall  conclude 
this  paper  with  a letter  from  a gentleman,  whose 
case  I consider  so  desperate,  that  I will  not  trouble 
him  with  any  advice,  unless  the  lady  should  for- 
tunately lose  her  beauty. 

TO  LAUNCELOT  LANGSTAFF,  ESQ. 

“ Boston , 6th  July,  1819. 

“ Sir, 

“ I had  the  misfortune  to  marry  a celebrated 
beauty,  who,  while  single,  had  been  at  every  great 
city — visited  every  public  place — attracted  the  at- 
tention of  every  distinguished  beau — refused  some, 
and  coquetted  with  all.  She  had  in  fact,  as  it  were, 
overrun  this  great  country  in  every  direction,  and 
spared  neither  age  nor  ugliness.  Of  course  there 
were  no  more  new  worlds  to  subdue  here,  and  all 
the  plain  untitled  citizens  had  become  objects  en- 
tirely unworthy  of  conquest.  Accordingly,  not  long 
after  our  marriage,  she  lost  her  spirits — then  she 
lost  her  colour — then  she  lost  her  health — and  then, 
finally,  nothing  but  a voyage  to  Europe  could  save 
the  dear  creature’s  life. 

“To  the  almost  total  ruin  of  my  alfairs,  I was 
at  last  fretted  into  going  abroad.  At  Paris,  my 
wife  was  an  object  of  universal  admiration.  The 
highest  nobility  bowed  before  her,  and  a most  il- 
lustrious legitimate  monarch  paid  her  such  pointed 
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attentions,  that  her  character  was  brought  into  ques- 
tion. In  short,  everybody  congratulated  me  on 
the  possession  of  madame,  and  I was  the  most  en- 
vied and  miserable  of  husbands.  At  last  some 
other  beautiful  stroller  came  that  way ; my  charm- 
ing madame,  being  no  longer  a novelty,  began  to 
be  neglected — the  air  of  Paris  consequently  did 
not  agree  with  her — and  we  went  over  to  England. 

“ Here  my  wife  was  even  more  admired  than  at 
Paris.  John  Bull  was  in  raptures  ; the  royal  dukes 
(it  was  before  they  so  patriotically  married)  paid 
her  the  greatest  attentions,  and  it  was  whispered 
that  a certain  great  personage  found  no  fault  with 
her,  except  that  she  was  rather  too  young,  and  not 
sufficiently  embonpoint.  For  my  part,  I soon 
grew  sick  of  this  business.  I was  invited,  it  is 
true,  with  my  wife,  but  they  paid  no  more  atten- 
tion to  me  at  these  parties  than  did  my  lady,  who 
had  been  taught  that  it  was  vulgar  to  speak  to  her 
husband,  except  when  she  had  occasion  for  money. 
My  affairs  at  home  also  claimed  my  attention,  for 
I assure  you,  no  man  can  keep  such  distinguished 
company  without  paying  for  the  honour  in  more 
ways  than  one.  Accordingly,  I gathered  myself 
together  one  day,  and  expressed  my  intention  to 
return  home  immediately. 

“ Poor  madame  took  the  proposition  very,  very 
hard,  and  fell  into  hysterics!  but  it  would  not  do; 
we  embarked,  and  arrived  safe  in  this  city.  Now, 
Mr.  Langstaff,  comes  the  wonderful  part  of  the 
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affair.  My  wife,  who  looked  as  blooming  as  a 
rose,  and  to  every  eye  seemed  in  perfect  health, 
had  not  been  among  her  friends  and  in  her  native 
air  one  week,  before  her  old  disorder  returned  with 
its  former  alarming  symptoms.  She  looked,  to  be 
sure,  as  usual ; she  ate  and  slept  as  usual ; and  if 
you  judged  by  the  usual  symptoms,  was  quite  wrell. 
Still  she  assured  me  her  health  was  gradually  de- 
clining, and  the  other  day  produced  a certificate 
from  Ur.  Wormwood,  that  nothing  but  a change 
of  air  would  save  her  life. 

“What  could  a man  do,  Mr.  Langstaff?  Here 
was  both  the  authority  of  the  patient  and  the  doc- 
tor. I offered  to  travel  during  the  whole  summer, 
and  spend  the  winter  in  Charleston — I offered  a 
voyage  to  Bermuda — but  all  would  not  do — nothing 
but  England  or  France  would  resuscitate  my  poor, 
dear,  dying  darling.  Such  is  the  state  of  my  un- 
happy case  at  present.  To  go  abroad  will  ruin 
me ; to  stay  at  home  will  be  the  death  of  poor 
Mrs.  Lambie.  She  can’t  exist,  as  I am  credibly 
assured,  but  a few  months  more  in  this  unwhole- 
some climate ; and  my  determination  must  of  course 
be  speedy,  if  I wish  to  preserve  so  inestimable  a 
treasure.  I only  wait,  therefore,  to  hear  from  you, 
when,  if  you  can  afford  me  no  better  advice,  I have 
serious  thoughts  of  sending  her  abroad,  in  the  hope 
that  some  distinguished  personage  may  be  induced 
to  afford  her  his  protection  till  she  recovers  her 
health. 
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“ Pray,  sir,  throw  a little  of  your  wisdom  away 
upon  me,  and  tell  me  what  to  do. 

“Your  obedient  humble  servant, 

“ Lionel  Lambie.” 


It  is  not  a little  flattering  that  even  in  the  first  stage 
of  our  undertaking,  we  should  be  applied  to  by 
ladies  of  such  consideration  and  respectability 
as  those  whose  signatures  are  affixed  to  the  fol- 
lowing petition,  which  came  to  hand  the  very 
day  the  first  number  of  our  work  was  advertised 
to  be  published.  That  the  document  is  perfectly 
genuine,  we  are  ready  to  attest ; for  it  was  sent 
to  us  with  a message  from  a lady,  with  whom 
not  only  the  Muses,  but  the  Graces  also,  have 
long  since  taken  up  their  permanent  abode. 

TO  LAUNCELOT  LANGSTAEF,  ESQ. 

“ The  Petition  of  the  Daughters  of  Mnemosyne , 
most  humbly  sheweth : 

“ That  your  petitioners  were  formerly  great 
belles,  having  been  followed  and  admired  in  all 
fashionable  society,  ever  since  they  appeared  in 
the  beau-monde  : That  on  account  of  the  antiquity 
of  their  family,  being  descended  from  Jove,  as  well 
as  their  elegance  of  mind  and  manners,  they  were 
accustomed  to  take  precedence  in  all  refined  soci- 
ety, and  never  failed  being  particularly  noticed,  not 
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only  by  fashionable  young  gentlemen,  but  by  the 
literati  and  philosophers  also : That  your  petition- 
ers were  always  known  by  the  name  of  the  Nine 
Muses,  and,  though  without  fortune,  have  been  ad- 
dressed and  complimented  in  all  parts  of  the  world, 
Christian  and  Pagan,  savage  and  civilized,  by  poets 
and  writers  in  all  languages  : That  their  graceful 
figures,  appropriate  decorations,  happy  turns  of 
thought,  and  charming  facility  of  expression,  to- 
gether with  their  skill  in  music  and  dancing,  were 
the  delight  of  the  gay  and  serious,  the  witty  and 
the  wise ; and  such  was  the  magic  influence  they 
were  supposed  to  exercise,  that  no  poet  ever 
thought  of  writing  verses,  until  he  had  addressed 
himself  to  their  patronage,  and  conciliated  their 
good-will.  Thus  admired,  cherished,  and  beloved, 
they  sported  all  the  spring  and  summer  in  the  rural 
fields,  the  admiration  of  the  swains  ; and  if  they 
came  to  spend  the  winter  in  town,  were  the  belles 
of  the  fashionable  circles,  and  the  envy  of  their 
sex. 

“ But  of  late,  your  petitioners  are  grieved  to  say, 
they  have  been  degraded  from  their  just  pre-emi- 
nence in  the  polite  world,  by  certain  vulgar  intru- 
ders, that,  like  upstart  people  grown  fashionable  by 
their  wealth,  have  forced  themselves  as  it  were 
into  the  beau-monde,  and  carried  off  almost  all  their 
admirers.  Most  of  these  belong  to  the  different 
branches  of  a family  called  the  Ologies,  pretending 
to  be  descended  from  some  old  Greek  curmudgeon 
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nobody  ever  heard  of  in  polite  company  until 
lately.  They  talk  in  a kind  of  jargon,  which  none 
but  themselves  can  comprehend,  and  have  attained 
to  the  reputation  of  great  learning  by  that  means. 

“ The  first  of  these  ladies  is  the  daughter  of  an 
old  fellow,  who  ran  mad  and  ruined  his  fortune  in 
pursuit  of  the  philosopher’s  stone.  She  was  brought 
up,  I believe,  by  an  apothecary,  and  all  her  talk  is 
about  analyzing,  and  levigating,  and  triturating, 
which  are  things,  we  confess,  beyond  our  compre- 
hension. This  lady  is  for  ever  trying  experiments 
with  glass  bottles  and  glass  pipes,  and  passes  for 
a kind  of  witch,  because  she  can  change  green  into 
red,  and  red  into  white,  quicker  than  a downright 
conjurer.  She  pretends  to  be  a great  adept  in 
cookery,  but  though  she  gives  frequent  entertain- 
ments, your  petitioners  never  heard  of  her  treating 
the  company  with  any  thing  but  experiments,  ex- 
cept on  one  occasion,  when  she  persuaded  them  to 
partake  of  a kind  of  gas,  as  she  called  it,  which  set 
them  all  dancing  and  capering  like  Oberon’s  pipe. 

“ Your  petitioners  have  to  complain  of  another  in- 
terloper, that  has  somehow  got  a footing  in  the 
best  society.  She  was  formerly  an  oyster  wench, 
known  by  the  nickname  of  Miss  Conch,  from  hav- 
ing a great  nose,  the  sonorous  blowing  of  which 
sounded  like  this  fashionable  musical  instrument; 
but  she  has  lately  attempted  to  disguise  the  lowness 
of  her  origin,  by  adopting  the  addition  of  the  old 
Greek  family  name  we  mentioned.  Her  dress  is 
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covered  all  over  with  barnacles — she  wears  peri- 
winkles for  ear-rings,  and  smells  so  of  oysters,  that 
it  is  a wonder  how  she  is  tolerated  in  good  society. 
She  is  generally  found  in  company  with  a little 
Poissarde,  who  disguises  Tom  Cods,  under  the 
name  of  Tom  Codus  fuscus,  and  passes  them  off 
as  fish  of  the  first  science  and  respectability.  Sev- 
eral people  have  been  imposed  on  by  her  decep- 
tions, and  never  discovered  their  old  friend  Tom 
Cod,  in  his  disguise,  until  they  had  paid  their 
money.  This  young  lady,  forsooth  ! was  brought 
up  under  an  eminent  fishmonger  near  Brooklyn 
ferry,  whence  she  was  introduced  by  a learned 
professor,  through  the  purlieus  of  the  Fly  market, 
into  fashionable  society. 

“ Your  petitioners  beg  leave,  in  the  next  place,  to 
enter  a complaint  against  another  of  this  family  of 
usurpers,  the  daughter  of  a vulgar  high-Dutch 
miner,  who  is  still  more  fashionable  than  the  oth- 
ers, being  younger  and  rather  better  dressed.  She 
has  picked  up,  in  her  different  rambles  about  the 
world,  having  been  a great  traveller,  a parcel  of 
stones  of  various  kinds,  which  she  calls  by  several 
hard  names,  and  passes  off  for  jewels.  Your  pe- 
titioners are  just  informed  that  she  has  lately,  how- 
ever, imposed  upon  a learned  professor,  by  selling 
the  whole  at  a great  price.  It  is  said  the  profes- 
sor discovered  the  trick,  and  threatened  a prosecu- 
tion ; but  the  lady  found  means  to  pacify  him,  with 
a promise  to  show  him  where  a coal-mine  was  to 
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be  found.  He  is  now  searching  for  it,  under  the 
direction  of  this  lady,  who  has  ruined  vast  num- 
bers of  honest  people,  by  setting  them  to  look  for 
mines. 

“ It  would  tire  your  patience,  were  your  unfortu- 
nate petitioners  to  enumerate  all  the  individuals 
of  this  endless  family,  against  whom  they  have 
just  cause  of  complaint.  But  there  are  two  others 
they  cannot  omit  in  their  list  of  grievances.  The 
first  is  such  an  oddity,  that  she  is  generally  laughed 
at  by  sober  people,  but  is  withal  exceedingly  con- 
ceited on  the  score  of  having  been  a great  belle  at 
Paris  one  whole  winter.  This  pert  miss  was  also 
born  in  Germany,  the  daughter  of  a sort  of  quack 
philosopher,  who  lectured  about  any  thing,  and 
always  put  his  note-book  on  his  daughter’s  head 
instead  of  a desk.  By  this  means  she  fancied  she 
became  little  less  than  a conjurer,  and  actually  per- 
suaded people  she  could  tell,  not  only  what  was 
inside  their  heads,  by  looking  at  the  outside,  but 
that  she  could  also  detect  the  master  passion  which 
governed  them,  by  means  of  a certain  telltale  angle 
which  had  hitherto  escaped  notice.  She  carries 
her  illustration  about  in  the  shape  of  a little  dog, 
whose  facial  angle  exactly  corresponds  with  that 
of  the  great  Doctor  Gall,  and  who  possesses  such 
an  uncommon  sagacity,  that  he  can  tell  a man  that 
is  given  to  kicking  little  dogs  out  of  the  room, 
merely  by  looking  at  his  craniology. 

“ The  last  of  these  noisy  and  monopolizing  in- 
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traders  is  one  who,  though  a branch  of  the  great 
family  of  the  Ologies,  pretends  to  greater  antiquity 
than  any  of  the  others.  She  has  but  lately  come 
out,  and  has  not  only  borne  away  the  palm  from 
your  petitioners,  but  likewise  thrown  all  her  younger 
sisters  in  the  back-ground.  She  boasts  of  being 
descended  from  the  primeval  family,  which,  though 
by  various  transitions  it  has  become  rather  second- 
ary in  many  parts  of  this  country,  is  yet  consid- 
ered the  most  ancient  of  all  the  genealogical  or 
geological  families  extant.  The  little  minx  like- 
wise passes  herself  off  for  a great  heiress,  not  only 
by  reason  of  her  claim  to  certain  rich  bottoms  along 
our  rivers,  which  she  affirms  belonged  to  her  rela- 
tions, the  Alluvial  family,  but  also  from  a certain 
pretended  art,  by  which  she  boasts  of  being  able, 
with  proper  materials,  to  create  whole  districts  of 
country,  and  compound  the  finest  wheat  and  tobac- 
co lands  in  the  world.  In  consequence*of  these 
high  pretensions  of  birth  and  fortune,  all  the  fash- 
ionable learned  and  scientific  beaux  of  the  present 
day  are  violently  in  love  with  her,  and  do  nothing 
but  follow  her  wherever  she  goes. 

“Your  petitioners  have,  however,  reserved  their 
greatest  grievance  for  the  last.  There  is  a distant 
relation  of  these  vulgar  people,  who  was  a long 
time  a sort  of  hanger-on  of  our  family,  but  was  dis- 
carded at  last  for  his  illnature  and  impertinence. 
In  revenge  for  this,  he  has  ever  since  been  our 
greatest  enemy.  Having  a smattering  in  the  terms 
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usually  applied  to  designate  the  qualities  of  belles, 
and  a kind  of  downright  dogmatism  in  giving  an 
opinion,  well  calculated  to  impose  upon  mankind, 
he  carries  great  sway  in  the  fashionable  world. 
He  is  in  fact  a perfect  pedagogue  when  among  us 
belles,  and  flourishes  his  birch  without  mercy.  We 
can’t  open  our  lips  to  sing,  without  his  finding  fault 
with  every  word  or  note  we  utter ; and  our  figures, 
attitudes,  sentiments,  and  phraseology,  are  sure  to 
be  found  fault  with,  unless  we  happen  to  conciliate 
him  with  a low  courtesy  or  a high  compliment. 
Indeed,  Mr.  Langstaff,  he  is  a most  intolerable 
prig,  and  his  insolence  is  most  particularly  con- 
spicuous in  the  company  of  women.  They  call 
him  a critic ; but,  for  our  part,  'he  seems  good  for 
nothing  but  to  find  fault. 

“Your  petitioners,  banished  from  the  classic 
groves  of  their  native  Greece,  where  the  Muses 
and  Graces,  like  their  votaries,  were  free  as  the 
running  brooks  in  which  they  laved  their  nimble 
limbs,  or  the  pure  air  they  breathed,  thought  to 
have  found  friends,  lovers,  husbands,  in  this  new 
land  of  liberty.  But  they  are  now  under  serious 
apprehensions,  that  the  neglect  of  the  beau-monde, 
and  the  impertinence  of  their  cast-off  cousin,  will 
ere  long  force  them  to  seek  an  asylum  on  the  banks 
of  the  Ohio,  or  some  other  gentle  stream  of  the 
west,  where  they  can  sport,  and  play,  and  sing, 
and  braid  their  hair,  undisturbed  by  the  confused 
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jargon  of  the  Ologies,  or  the  conceited  meddlesome 
impertinence  of  their  fault-finding  cousin. 

“ As  you,  sir,  were  born  before  the  beau-monde 
was  infested  with  these  vulgar  people,  your  peti- 
tioners humbly  hope  you  will  not  desert  the  old 
belles,  who  were  wont  to  smile  on  your  youth,  and 
encourage  your  early  gallantries,  to  join  the  train 
of  their  opulent  rivals.  They  beseech  you  to  praise 
them,  if  it  be  ever  so  little  ; otherwise  they  will  be 
obliged  to  bury  their  mortification  in  the  bosom  of 
some  nameless  solitude,  thus  abandoning  their 
music,  their  poetry,  their  choral  dances,  and  their 
liberal  arts,  to  these  modern  usurpers  of  the  palm 
and  the  laurel. 

“ And  your  petitioners  will  ever  pray,  &c. 

(Signed)  “ Euterpe, 

“ Clio, 

“ Erato, 
“Terpsichore. 

“ Calliope, 

“ Urania, 

“ Polyhymnia. 

“P.  S. — Your  petitioners  have  to  state,  with 
hearts  full  of  sorrow,  that  their  sister  Melpomene 
disappeared  from  the  world  about  the  time  Otway 
died,  and  their  sister  Thalia  has  never  been  heard 
of  since  the  news  of  poor  Mr.  Sheridan’s  death.” 
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I insert  the  following  letter  for  no  other  reason 
whatever,  than  because  it  exactly  makes  up  the 
pages  requisite  to  complete  this  number,  a mat- 
ter which  our  publisher  has  most  especially  at 
heart,  as  his  sagacious  brethren  generally  buy 
books  by  the  square  foot,  as  I am  informed. 

TO  LAUNCELOT  LANGSTAFF,  ESQ. 

“ Sir, 

“ I am  induced  to  address  this  communication  to 
your  Elbow  Chair,  rather  with  a view  to  relieve 
myself  by  complaining,  and  warn  others  from  fol- 
lowing my  example,  than  in  the  hope  that  your 
advice  or  assistance  will  be  of  the  least  service. 

“You  will  be  pleased  to  understand,  sir,  that  I 
was  employed,  a few  years  since,  to  write  the  life 
of  a distinguished  personage,  who,  besides  being 
either  president  or  member  of  a vast  number  of 
societies,  was  sole  proprietor  of  two  newspapers, 
which  were  employed  day  and  night  inventing 
new  proofs  of  his  extraordinary  merits.  Having 
thus,  as  it  were,  a bladder  under  each  arm,  he 
managed  to  float  down  the  stream  of  popularity 
with  very  considerable  reputation,  and  in  the  opin- 
ion of  his  most  particular  friends,  was  fairly  enti- 
tled to  a biography. 

VOL.  i. — F 
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“ My  instructions  being  to  make  him  out  a first- 
rate  great  man,  and  as  good  as  he  was  great,  I 
went  to  work  in  the  usual  manner,  and  gathered 
together  all  the  cardinal  virtues,  which  I mixed 
up  with  several  handfuls  of  the  most  distinguish- 
ing characteristics  of  our  most  illustrious  ancient 
and  modern  statesmen,  heroes,  and  philosophers. 
These  I stirred  well  together,  and  having  let  them 
ferment  through  about  twenty  octavo  pages,  the 
heterogeneous  mass  produced,  when  it  came  to 
subside,  one  of  the  most  perfect  modern  great  men 
you  ever  saw  in  all  your  life.  So  complete  was 
it  in  all  its  parts,  that  I actually  came  near  being 
the  dupe  of  my  own  cleverness,  and  could  scarcely 
refrain  from  falling  down  and  worshipping  the  idol 
of  my  own  creation.  Well,  indeed,  may  we  biog- 
raphers call  these  great  people  ‘ our  heroes’  in 
speaking  of  them,  since,  if  the  honest  truth  were 
told,  they  are  as  much  of  our  own  creation,  as  the 
imaginary  heroes  of  romances  and  fairy  tales. 

“My  employer,  however,  was  delighted,  and 
turned  my  great  man  to  considerable  profit.  The  bi- 
ography had  a great  run,  and  the  people  were  not 
only  charmed  at  possessing  so  distinguished  a fellow- 
citizen,  but  astonished  at  not  having  known  it  be- 
fore. They  forthwith  elected  him  to  an  office  of 
great  trust  and  profit,  as  a reward  for  his  extraor- 
dinary merits,  as  well  as  extraordinary  modesty,  in 
keeping  them  so  long  from  public  view.  All  this, 
I am  bold  to  say,  arose  from  my  not  having  weighed, 
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and  discriminated,  and  balanced,  and  hesitated,  be- 
tween weaknesses  and  great  qualities,  as  certain 
biographers  do,  thereby  puzzling  their  readers,  and 
leaving  them  in  great  doubt  whether  most  to  ad- 
mire or  contemn. 

“Perceiving  the  astonishing  success  of  this  new 
system  of  superlative  biography,  several  people, 
ambitious  of  the  like  distinction,  applied  to  me  for 
a character,  and  I was  in  a fair  way  of  getting  into 
a profitable  business,  when  a most  untoward  acci- 
dent happened,  which  put  an  end  to  the  whole 
affair.  The  great  man  whom  I had  put  in  a way 
of  making  a fortune,  by  means  of  his  biography, 
and  whom  I had  decked  not  only  with  every  talent, 
but  every  virtue  under  heaven,  took  occasion  all 
at  once  to  turn  out,  not  only  a very  great  block- 
head, but  a very  great  rogue.  By  this  means,  he 
not  only  disgraced  himself,  but  his  biographer  also, 
by  destroying  his  reputation  for  veracity,  and  fall- 
ing from  the  high  elevation  to  which  I had  raised 
him  by  dint  of  great  puffing  and  exertion.  The 
most  melancholy  part  of  the  business,  however, 
was,  that  it  put  a stop  to  the  growth  of  a number 
of  most  promising  candidates  for  immortality  that 
I had  taken  in  hand.  These  I was  in  a fair  way 
of  making  each  one  greater  than  his  predecessor, 
whom  I had  just  before  proved  the  greatest  man  of 
his  time,  by  a method  peculiar  to  myself,  and 
which  I take  pride  in  having  brought  to  the  greatest 
possible  perfection. 
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“ In  short,  worthy  sir,  my  business  was  quite 
ruined  by  the  unlucky  backslidings  of  my  hero, 
while  the  country  was  irretrievably  injured  in  its 
glory,  by  the  loss  of  several  great  personages 
whose  fame  I had  brought  to  considerable  maturity, 
and  who  will  now,  most  likely,  never  be  heard  of 
more.  For  the  sake  of  my  own  character  for  ve- 
racity, I am  determined  in  future  never  to  become 
sponsor  for  the  reputation  of  any  great  man,  until 
he  is  as  dead  as  Julius  Caesar,  and  consequently 
utterly  incapable  of  bringing  his  biographer  to 
shame,  by  belying  his  good  word  by  some  un- 
seemly misbehaviour.  By  this  method  I shall 
obviate  the  possibility  of  my  hero  turning  out  a 
fool  or  a knave,  after  I have  pledged  myself  to  the 
world  and  to  posterity  in  favour  of  his  worth  and 
abilities. 

“ In  pursuance  of  this  inflexible  determination,  I 
have  lately  declined  immortalizing  a number  of 
living  worthies,  simply  because  they  could  not  pro- 
duce sureties  for  their  future  good  behaviour;  and  I 
do  hereby  publicly  announce  my  resolution  never 
to  become  responsible  for  a living  great  man,  most 
earnestly  recommending  this  example  to  my  brother 
labourers  in  the  fertile  field  of  biography,  both 
in  Europe  and  America.  It  is  for  their  especial 
benefit  and  caution  that  I have  made  this  matter 
public,  earnestly  hoping,  as  I do,  that  in  future 
they  will  not  commit  themselves  to  the  world  in 
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favour  of  great  men,  who  may  possibly,  in  the  nat- 
ural course  of  events,  turn  out  arrant  ninnies  or 
swindlers  before  they  die. 

“ I am,  Mr.  Langstaff,  your  sincere  friend, 

“Maurice  M'Lead.” 
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No.  IV.— SATURDAY,  AUGUST  13,  1819. 


THE  CHURCHYARD. 

One  of  the  most  endearing  aspects  in  which  this 
country  presents  itself  to  my  view,  is  that  of  a 
place  of  refuge  for  the  indigent  and  oppressed  of 
every  corner  of  the  earth.  Whatever  may  be 
their  habits,  manners,  language,  religion,  or  suffer- 
ings, it  is  to  this  happy  country  they  look  as  a 
place  of  refuge,  a haven  of  rest,  where  industry  is 
the  passport  to  competence ; where  the  earnings 
of  the  poor  do  not  pass  into  the  coffers  of  the  rich, 
or  the  strong-box  of  government ; and  where,  with 
one  or  two  disgraceful  exceptions,  they  can  pursue 
the  path  which,  in  their  opinion,  leads  to  eternal 
happiness,  without  forfeiting  any  of  their  civil  rights. 

The  experience  of  every  day  proves  that  the 
eyes  of  that  portion  of  the  civilized  world,  with 
which  books  and  business  have  connected  us,  are 
fixed  upon  this  country.  The  rich  and  noble  be- 
gin to  look  towards  it  as  a refuge  from  the  indis- 
criminate vengeance  of  revolutions  often  brought 
about  by  an  obstinate  refusal  of  reform,  when  re- 
form might  have  at  least  delayed,  if  not  warded 
off,  the  catastrophe — while  the  poorer  classes  long 
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for  the  enjoyment  of  its  generous  plenty,  and  con- 
template it  at  a distance,  as  the  wanderers  of  Israel 
did  the  land  of  Canaan,  flowing  with  milk  and 
honey.  No  doubt  this  latter  class  often,  perhaps 
always,  over-rate  the  advantages  held  out  by  this 
country ; but  still  we  do  not  find  that  experience 
deters  them  from  remaining.  Few  ever  return 
again.  Like  the  adventurer  of  the  days  of  en- 
chantment and  elfin  influence,  once  within  the 
magic  circle  of  freedom,  they  remain  willing  so- 
journers ; and  if  they  sometimes  cast  a remember- 
ing thought  towards  the  land  of  their  birth,  it  is, 
perhaps,  to  wish  some  dear  friends,  and  dearer 
relatives,  were  here  to  share  with  them  the  bles- 
sings of  a chastened  liberty. 

In  rambling  over  various  parts  of  our  country, 
and  visiting  the  busy  crowded  towns,  it  is  a curious 
subject  of  reflection,  as  well  as  a source  of  honest 
satisfaction,  to  mark  the  various  physiognomies, 
and  the  peculiarities  of  manner  and  dialect,  which 
point  out  the  natives  of  far  distant  climes,  who  all 
flock  hither  as  to  a common  centre,  in  search  of  the 
great  objects  of  man’s  pursuits — freedom  and  hap- 
piness. The  blue-eyed  laborious  German — the 
saving  Hollander — the  calculating  Scot,  and  the 
uncalculating  Hibernian — the  Englishman  grum- 
bling and  eating — the  Welshman  with  his  long 
breeches,  and  the  Welshwoman  with  her  short  pet- 
ticoats, are  dispersed  through  every  town,  or  gath- 
ered together  in  little  knots  in  the  western  land  of 
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promise.  Wherever  they  are,  industry  and  econ- 
omy make  them  flourish,  and  obedience  to  the  laws 
secures  them  all  the  privileges  accorded  to  the 
most  distinguished  citizen. 

Whatever  evils  the  deep-thinking  politician,  or 
the  politician  who  believes  he  thinks  deeply,  may 
anticipate  from  the  extraordinary  mixture  of  human 
tempers  and  physiognomies  which  this  country 
presents,  I,  for  my  part,  have  little  doubt  that  it 
will,  in  the  end,  produce  all  the  advantages  derived 
from  crossing  the  breed  in  other  animals.  We 
find  that  all  old  stocks,  whose  members  are  con- 
tinually marrying  their  cousins  and  second  cousins 
to  keep  estates  in  the  family,  degenerate  into  a sort 
of  libel  upon  the  human  race  ; and,  if  I might  be 
allowed  the  conjecture,  I would  give  it  as  my 
opinion,  that  the  orang-outang  and  the  Hottentot, 
are  the  progeny  of  some  of  those  exceedingly  an- 
cient families  supposed  to  be  extinct,  but  which 
gradually  lost  their  rank  in  the  scale  of  human  dig- 
nity, by  a too  great  care  in  marrying  among  them- 
selves in  order  to  keep  the  blood  pure,  and  the 
estate  in  the  family.  But  let  the  future  take  care 
of  itself ; it  is  sufficient  for  me,  that  this  propensity 
of  our  fellow-creatures  to  come  among  us  from 
the  uttermost  ends  of  the  earth,  if  not  a proof  of 
the  superior  plenty  and  happiness  we  enjoy,  is  at 
least  a demonstration  of  the  good  opinion  enter- 
tained towards  us  by  these  strangers.  Let  us, 
therefore,  be  proud  of  our  country  and  its  institu- 
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tions ; and,  above  all,  let  us  endeavour  to  justify 
their  good  opinion,  not  only  by  a becoming  hospi- 
tality, but  by  cherishing  those  laws,  and  preserving 
those  habits,  which  have  made  us  an  object  of 
trembling  interest  to  the  lovers  of  rational  freedom 
all  over  the  world,  and  our  country  the  refuge  and 
the  home  of  the  stranger  and  the  oppressed. 

I was  led  into  these  reflections  from  having  by 
chance  strolled  into  the  burying-ground  of  the 
Catholic  church,  now  standing  on  what,  within  my 
memory,  was  called  Bayard’s  farm.  I remember 
it  was  in  consequence  of  my  being  one  of  a party 
of  boys  that  robbed  an  orchard  on  this  very  spot, 
that  I felt  the  first  pricks  of  that  monitor,  whose 
struggles  are  so  powerful  at  first,  but  grow  weaker 
and  weaker,  like  the  receding  thunder,  as  we 
advance  in  life,  and  at  last  are  awakened  to  new 
and  terrible  energy,  by  the  approach  of  death.  I 
distinctly  remember  that  my  struggles  were  very 
painful  while  there  was  danger  of  our  theft  being 
found  out,  but  they  gradually  subsided  with  my 
apprehensions  of  temporal  punishment,  and  were 
quite  forgot  by  the  time  this  fear  was  over.  We 
at  that  time  gambolled  over  the  green  grass,  teem- 
ing with  vegetable  and  insect  life,  ourselves  the 
very  imps  of  youthful  hilarity,  on  the  spot  where 
now  repose  the  mouldering  bones  of  hundreds  of 
strangers  from  almost  every  corner  of  the  peopled 
earth.  Such  are  the  curious  and  rapid  mutations 
of  our  country.  In  a few  years  the  desert  is  in 
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some  places  changed  into  the  abode  of  thousands 
of  living  men ; in  others  the  rural  field  teeming 
with  flowers  and  fruits,  is  converted  into  a charnel- 
house  for  thousands  of  the  dead. 

The  crosses  at  the  top  of  the  tombstones  marked 
out  the  sleeping  crowd  as  having  belonged  to  the 
ancient  Catholic  church ; and  the  legends  en- 
graven on  them,  told  that  almost  all  were  born  in 
foreign  lands.  They  had  torn  asunder  the  ties  of 
country,  and  the  ligaments  of  kindred  affection, 
and,  forced  by  hard  necessity,  had  come  hither,  as 
it  seemed,  only  to  die.  They  had,  no  doubt,  prom- 
ised to  write  home,  and  let  their  friends  know  how 
they  sped ; and  their  friends  had  in  like  manner 
promised  to  write  to  them.  But  these  letters  had 
probably  never  been  received  by  the  wanderers, 
whose  destiny  had  carried  them  into  every  part  of 
this  extensive  country.  They  remained  without 
the  sweet  solace  of  news  from  home,  and  died 
without  knowing  whether  they  preceded  their  old 
friends  or  relatives,  or  had  left  them  behind  to 
wonder  at  their  long  silence.  That  this  occurs 
continually,  no  one  that  sees  the  notices  of  the 
different  postoffices  can  doubt.  We  there  find 
letters  advertised  in  great  numbers  for  names,  so 
evidently  foreign,  as  not  to  be  mistaken.  They 
are  directed  to  the  ports  whither  these  wanderers 
were  bound ; but  before  they  arrive,  the  dispersion 
from  the  ark  in  which  they  floated  over  the  waves 
has  taken  place — the  emigrants  have  gone,  no  one 
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knows  whither,  in  search  of  a resting-place  or  of 
employment,  and  the  letter  never  comes  to  hand. 

Hence  it  often  happens,  that  the  relations  who 
come  out  afterward,  in  search  of  them  or  of  hap- 
piness, go  to  the  churchyards  to  inquire  of  the 
gravestones  the  fate  of  their  lost  ones.  It  is  at 
least  some  little  assurance  of  their  being  alive,  if 
they  are  not  found  among  the  tombs ; and  it  is  for 
this  reason  that  the  poor  Irish  especially,  if  they 
can’t  afford  a stone  to  tell  their  names  and  whence 
they  came,  erect  a wooden  slab  over  the  dead,  to 
serve  at  least  as  a frail  guide  to  those  who  may 
come  to  inquire  their  fate.  Any  one  who  goes 
into  the  burying-place  of  one  of  these  Catholic 
churches  on  a Sabbath  day,  cannot  fail  of  seeing 
a number  of  men,  women,  and  children  wandering 
about,  and  consulting  the  gravestones  for  news  of 
those  who  have  preceded  them  to  this  new  world, 
and  many  of  them  got  the  start  to  the  world  to 
come.  There  is  something  affecting  in  such  a 
sight,  and  sometimes,  instead  of  attending  a ser- 
mon, I go  to  the  tombs  of  the  Catholic  church, 
and  there  receive  a lesson  of  the  uncertainty  of 
life,  as  wTell  as  the  vanity  of  human  hopes  and 
worldly  pursuits. 

Indulging  in  these  feelings  and  reflections  one 
Sunday  afternoon,  I at  last  found  myself  the  only 
person  left  in  the  burial-place,  except  an  old  man 
W'ho  lingered  behind,  and  was  standing  in  front  of 
a wooden  slab  at  the  head  of  a new-made  grave. 
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He  might  have  passed  for  a statue,  only  his  cos- 
tume was  not  classical,  and  his  attitude  too  much 
like  nature  ; at  any  rate,  he  seemed  immoveable, 
and  the  first  impression  on  my  mind  was,  that  some 
bodily  infirmity,  or  sudden  indisposition,  prevented 
his  retiring.  I am  a shy  sort  of  person,  and  never 
address  a stranger  without  some  particular  reason. 
When  I do,  I am  very  apt  to  say  something  rather 
ridiculous,  or  to  make  some  observation  exceed- 
ingly far-fetched  and  outre.  It  was  so  on  this 
occasion.  I felt  a sympathy  for  this  old  figure,  and 
not  knowing  exactly  what  to  say,  walked  up  to 
him,  and  very  abruptly  asked  “ what  he  was  look- 
ing for?”  The  figure  then  raised  his  eyes  as  if  he 
was  offended  at  this  intrusion,  but  seeing  an  old 
man,  and  an  oldfashioned  man  too,  before  him, 
who,  I will  venture  to  say,  does  not  look  as  if  he 
could  be  impertinent,  answered,  after  some  little 
hesitation,  “ I was  looking  for  a lost  son,  and  have 
just  now  found  him.”  Not  knowing  exactly  what 
to  say,  I uttered  a sort  of  awkward  congratulation. 
“ What  makes  the  discovery  more  precious,”  con- 
tinued the  old  man,  “he  was  my  only  son — my 
only  child — the  only  relation  I had  in  the  world.” 
By  this  time  I began  to  feel  rather  awkward,  and 
cast  an  inquiring  look  about,  as  if  to  ask  where  the 
young  man  was.  He  seemed  to  understand  me, 
and  pointing  to  the  grave,  answered — “ There.” 
I comprehended  the  melancholy  tale  at  once,  and 
could  not  help  sympathizing  with  the  poor  lonely 
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being  before  me.  His  dress  was  rather  plain,  and 
there  was  about  it  nothing  of  that  trim,  frisky, 
fashionable  pertness,  which  characterizes  the  dress 
of  the  present  race  of  dandies  of  sixty-five.  I 
liked  him  the  better  for  it ; for  T question  whether 
I could  have  felt  sorry  for  him,  had  he  been  dress- 
ed in  a fine  coat,  little  hat,  and  wide  pantaloons. 
Such  a dress  is  just  as  injurious  to  the  effect  of  a 
sorrowful  tale,  as  to  a rural  landscape. 

“ You  are  a stranger,”  said  he,  “ but  I am  in  a 
land — I may  say,  a world  of  strangers — one  man 
is  now  as  near  to  me  as  another.  Grief,  which 
silences  youth,  makes  old  age  talkative,  and  as  it 
is  some  consolation  to  be  pitied,  I will  tell  you  my 
story.  I am  an  Irishman — and  the  history  of  Ire- 
land, of  late  years,  exhibits  a curious  experiment 
how  much  a people  can  endure,  without  running 
mad.  I possessed  a couple  of  hundred  acres  of 
poor  land,  in  the  midst  of  a rich  principality,  of 
which  my  ancestors  were  once  lords ; and  had  an 
only  son  remaining  alive  of  four,  that  had  entered 
into  different  services,  and  died,  some  fighting  for, 
and  some  against  their  country,  as  England  is 
called.  I had  a wife  too,  the  descendant  of  Rod- 
erick O’Connor,  but  she  died  one  morning  of  a 
fright,  at  seeing  two  of  the  servants  hanging  to  a 
tree  just  before  her  chamber  window,  and  went  to 
heaven,  just  as  her  native  country  became  a hell. 
They  were  two  poor  bog-trotters,  hung  without  a 
trial,  for  having  buried  an  old  gun-barrel  in  a bog. 
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“ My  son  was  a fine  lad — he  had  the  spirit  of  a 
knight-errant,  and  the  form  of  a hero  of  romance. 
But  he  had  one  fault — he  could  not  see  the  foot  of 
power  upon  the  necks  of  his  countrymen,  without 
grinding  his  teeth,  and  muttering  a little  between 
whiles.  This  came  to  the  ears  of  a neighbouring 

D O 

justice  of  the  peace,  whose  great  grandfather  had 
got  possession  of  a slice  of  our  family  estate,  by 
hiding  a treasonable  letter  and  finding  it  himself 
afterward.  His  descendant  wanted  another  slice, 
the  only  one  left,  and  his  loyalty  became  excessively 
watchful  in  consequence.  He  sent  two  soldiers, 
now  the  only  peace  officers  of  poor  Ireland,  who 
politely  seized  my  boy  by  the  shoulders,  and  push 
ed  him  to  the  justice. 

“ Here  it  was  proved  that  he  had  been  in  the 
habit  of  grating  his  teeth  for  some  time  past,  and 
was  actually  seen  to  clinch  his  fists,  and  strike  his 
forehead,  the  morning  his  mother  died  of  fright  at 
seeing  the  caitiffs  strung  up  before  the  window. 
The  case  was  reported  to  the  higher  authorities — 
and  after  due  deliberation,  it  was  notified  to  us, 
that  his  majesty  had  been  graciously  pleased  to 
pardon  us  both,  on  two  very  easy  conditions.  My 
son  was  to  quit  the  country  in  one  month,  and  I 
was  permitted  to  remain  one  year,  to  dispose  of  the 
property. 

“ Miserable,  degraded,  and  trodden  under  foot  as 
is  our  country — to  be  obliged  to  leave  it  was  like 
being  driven  out  of  paradise.  My  ancestors  had 
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kept  possession  of  the  land  on  which  we  lived 
almost  ever  since  it  was  made,  and  it  was  a pity 
to  expel  the  last  of  their  descendants.  But  go  was 
the  word,  or  stay,  to  be  the  victims  of  petty  and 
malignant  spirits,  thirsting  for  blood  and  money. 
The  star  of  the  west  beckoned  us  hither.  My  son 
departed,  prophesying  with  the  elastic  spirit  of 
youthful  hope ; and  I saw  him  go,  with  the  pro- 
phetic fear  of  age,  that  we  should  never  meet  again. 
He  arrived  safely  here,  and  continued  to  cheer  me 
with  descriptions  of  the  happiness  that  awaited  me 
in  this  land  of  the  exile. 

“ All  at  once  he  became  silent ; and  my  depar- 
ture was  quickened  by  the  most  melancholy  fore- 
bodings, that  all  my  haste  would  not  bring  about  a 
meeting  in  this  world.  On  my  arrival  here,  nobody 
could  tell  me  any  thing  of  my  son.  At  the  post- 
office,  my  letters  had  of  late  remained  uncalled 
for,  and  were  burnt  after  being  advertised  the  re- 
quisite time.  He  had  made  no  acquaintances  that 
I could  discover,  and  I sought  for  him  everywhere 
among  the  living  in  vain.  At  last  I bethought  me 
of  the  churchyards,  and  my  search  is  now  ended. 
I have  found  him  among  his  fellow  exiles,  sleeping 
beneath  the  holy  emblem  of  his  religion — peaceful 
as  a lamb,  and  harmless  as  the  dust  of  which  he 
was  made.  Am  I not  a happy  old  man?”  added 
he,  with  the  ironical  bitterness  of  confirmed  de- 
spair— “ Am  I not  a happy  old  man  ? — I have  lost 
my  country,  my  wife,  my  sons — and  at  last  my 
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only  son — and  what  is  still  better,  my  spirit  is  so 
jaded  by  misfortune,  that  I can  scarcely  hope  to 
meet  them  in  heaven.  Farewell,  worthy  stranger, 
and  thank  Providence  that  you  were  born  in  a land 
of  liberty,  for  the  oppression  of  a harsh  and  irrita- 
ted government  is  like  the  corruption  of  the  very 
air  we  breathe  ; it  sooner  or  later  extends  to  every 
human  being,  and  no  one  can  escape  its  baleful 
influence.” 


FROM  MY  ELBOW  CHAIR. 

Several  of  the  learned  literati  of  this  and  other 
cities  having,  as  I am  credibly  informed,  com- 
plained of  our  work  not  being  sufficiently  scien- 
tific to  be  worthy  of  their  patronage,  we  have 
come  to  a conclusion  to  intersperse  it  with  occa- 
sional articles,  that  will  exactly  suit  this  nu- 
merous class  of  readers.  Indeed,  we  only 
require  to  be  informed  of  the  various  appetites 
of  the  public,  rational  and  irrational,  to  gratify 
each  one  in  turn.  It  is  quite  indifferent  to  us, 
what  dish  is  called  for  by  those  who  come  to  our 
entertainment ; they  may  be  sure  of  being  grati- 
fied. We  are  in  possession  of  all  kinds  of  sci- 
entific abridgments  and  dictionaries,  calculated 
exactly  for  every  degree  of  ignorance,  from  the 
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wakeful  and  vivacious  student,  down  to  the 
dozing  professor.  Our  worthy  nephew,  Mr. 
Jeremy  Cockloft,  is  a host  within  himself,  and 
has  kindly  furnished  us  with  several  papers  on 
various  scientific  subjects,  which  are  too  precious 
to  be  withheld  much  longer  from  the  public.  In 
the  meantime,  the  following  article  on  natural 
history  will,  I trust,  be  not  altogether  unaccepta- 
ble to  the  lovers  of  that  science. 

NATURAL  HISTORY. 

Considering  that  the  industrious  researches  of 
philosophers  and  men  of  science  have  nearly  over- 
run, and,  as  it  were,  subjected  the  whole  material 
world,  so  that  it  is  with  the  utmost  difficulty  they 
can  find  a new  animal  or  a new  substance  to  write 
about,  I am  not  a little  surprised  that  none  of  these 
useful  persons  have,  as  yet,  given  any  scientific 
account  of  a species  of  animal,  which  is  in  fact  a 
real  treasure  to  the  cabinet  of  the  naturalist.  They 
walk  on  two  legs,  and  have  a general  resemblance 
to  men,  yet  differ  in  so  many  points  as  to  chal- 
lenge a distinct  classification  in  the  nomenclature 
of  natural  history.  They  possess,  it  is  true,  the 
faculty  of  speech,  but  seem  almost  destitute  of 
ideas,  and  talk  in  a kind  of  jargon  peculiar  to  them- 
selves ; so  difficult,  that,  I am  told,  even  the  cele- 
brated Hamilton,  of  Baltimore,  will  not  undertake 
to  teach  it  in  less  than  twenty  lessons.  Another 
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remarkable  singularity  in  these  curious  animals  is, 
that  they  all,  apparently,  belong  to  the  male  genus, 
although  I will  not  withhold  the  important  informa- 
tion, that  I have  been  credibly  informed,  several 
of  these  singular  beings,  who  affect  to  appertain  to 
the  masculine  gender,  are  in  reality  females  dressed 
up  in  this  way,  to  impose  upon  my  worthy  and  un- 
suspecting fellow-citizens. 

Being  myself  such  an  ardent  admirer  of  the  sci- 
ence of  natural  history,  that  I actually  made  a jour- 
ney last  summer,  to  pay  my  respects  to  the  great 
sea-serpent  off  Gloucester  Point,  I have  lately  been 
deeply  engaged  in  the  study  of  this  curious  animal. 
The  result  of  my  researches,  in  conjunction  with 
several  learned  of  this  city,  is,  that  the  animal  in 
question  is  only  a new  variety  of  a species,  which 
has  existed  in  various  forms,  and  under  various 
names,  since  the  days  of  Mycon,  an  unlucky  young 
fellow  of  Athens,  who  was  changed  into  a puppy 
by  Ceres,  for  disturbing  one  of  her  feasts.  My 
limits  will  not  admit  of  a regular  genealogy,  dedu- 
cing the  race  from  their  great  ancestor,  down  to  the 
celebrated  Jacky  Dandy,  the  first  of  the  family  of 
the  dandies  of  whom  I am  about  to  treat. 

This  Jacky  Dandy,  my  readers  will  recollect, 
is  the  subject  of  a famous  old  song,  which  has 
been  unaccountably  neglected  in  this  city,  not  hav- 
ing, I believe,  been  fortunate  enough  to  be  spoken 
respectfully  of  by  either  of  the  useful  persons,  who 
kindly  take  the  trouble  of  telling  us  what  is  espe- 
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daily  worthy  of  our  admiration.  I have  taken  a 
deal  of  pains  to  get  at  the  particulars  of  Jacky’s 
life,  but  as  he  unfortunately  lived  previous  to  the 
fashion  of  writing  the  lives  of  great  men  before 
they  were  dead,  and  very  few  people  took  the  trouble 
of  remembering  him  after  his  death,  his  biogra- 
phy is  lamentably  deficient.  All  that  is  certainly 
known  of  him  is,  that  he  was  a great  frequenter  of 
tea-parties,  and  a huge  devourer  of  plum-cake, 
sugar-candy,  and  other  rarities  of  those  times.  It 
is  also  on  the  records  of  popular  tradition,  that  he 
was  a distinguished  patron  of  tailors,  having  in- 
vented some  of  the  most  expensive  and  ridiculous 
fashions  of  his  day ; and  that,  as  a reward  for  his 
great  genius  in  these  matters,  the  aforesaid  tailors 
unanimously  voted  him  a superb  gilt  goose,  and  a 
pair  of  white  doe-skin  gloves,  which  latter,  it  is 
affirmed,  he  washed  every  morning  with  his  own 
hands. 

His  great  feat,  however,  and  the  only  one  com- 
memorated in  print,  was  performed  at  a famous 
ball,  given  by  a fashionable  belle,  where  he  put  his 
thumb  into  a plum-cake,  and  valiantly  drew  out  a 
plum,  to  the  great  delight  of  the  well-bred  people 
assembled  on  that  occasion.  Many  good  judges 
of  military  prowess  thought  he  ought  to  have  been 
brevetted  for  this  ; but  merit  was  not  rewarded  in 
those  days  as  it  is  now.  I am  not  ignorant,  that 
some  persons  have  affirmed  this  story  of  the  plum 
to  be  merely  a metaphorical  allusion  to  his  having 
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carried  off  a lady  worth  a plum,  and  married  her. 
But  for  this  supposition  there  is  not  the  least  au- 
thority, since  it  appears  from  the  best  accounts  I 
have  been  able  to  collect,  that  he  married  the  widow 
of  an  eminent  staymaker,  and  from  her  is  supposed 
to  be  derived  that  attachment  to  corsets,  so  re- 
markable in  this  family  at  the  present  day.  I 
ought  also,  in  justice  to  the  reader,  to  state  another 
opinion  which  prevails  respecting  the  name  given 
to  this  curious  race,  and  that  it  is  sanctioned  by 
some  of  the  weightiest  heads  about  town.  These 
affirm  that  the  name  of  dandy  is  derived,  not  from 
the  celebrated  personage,  the  fragments  of  whose 
history  I have  thus  brought  together,  but  from  an 
early  flower  called  dandelion  by  the  better  sort  of 
people,  but  which  is  known  among  the  vulgar  by  a 
name  supposed  to  be  singularly  descriptive  of  the 
dandy.  The  reader  may  please  himself  in  the 
choice  of  either  opinion,  as  it  is  not  material  which 
he  adopts. 

In  the  progress  of  my  most  patient  and  minute 
investigation  of  the  natural  history  of  the  dandy,  I 
was  not  a littled  puzzled  to  decide  which  was  the 
actual  being,  the  animal,  or  the  mechanical  organi- 
zation by  which  he  was  enveloped.  It  appeared 
to  be  a moot  point,  whether  it  was  actually  a man, 
or  only  an  improvement  in  the  race  of  automatons 
— whether,  in  fact,  the  outward  machinery  which 
incased  the  curious  little  monster,  constituted  the 
principle  of  motion,  or  whether  it  was  propelled  by 
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some  tenacious  spark  of  animal  existence,  that, 
contrary  to  all  scientific  probability,  held  out  against 
the  enormous  pressure  of  the  outward  man-machine. 
In  short,  as  naturalists  have  heretofore  doubted 
whether  the  vivifying  principle  we  sometimes  ob- 
serve giving  motion  to  a horse-hair,  that  has  lain 
long  in  the  water,  was  actually  a reanimation  of 
the  hair  itself,  or  merely  the  action  of  some  animal 
intruder  which  had  taken  possession,  so  was  I pain- 
fully puzzled  with  regard  to  the  dandy.  I was  in- 
clined, on  the  whole,  to  believe  with  the  learned 
Conradus  Crambe,  that  the  covering  constituted 
the  abstract  being,  since  it  appeared  sufficiently 
evident,  that  the  machinery  could  subsist  much 
better  without  the  animal,  than  the  animal  without 
the  machinery.  My  doubts  were  at  last  happily 
solved  by  Will  Wizard,  who  assured  me  that  a 
perfect  dandy  can  no  more  stand  or  sit  upright, 
without  his  corsets,  &c.,  than  a little  Chinese  lady, 
with  her  feet  two  inches  long,  can  walk  without 
crutches.  Will  affirms  that  they  are,  one  and  all, 
a rickety  tribe,  and  marvellously  deficient  in  those 
physical  qualifications  appertaining  to  the  human 
race  they  so  much  resemble. 

As  this  paper  is  in  part  devoted  to  my  country 
readers,  who  have  never  had  an  opportunity  of  see- 
ing a specimen  of  this  formerly  unknown  animal, 
I feel  it  incumbent  upon  me  to  be  very  particular  in 
exhibiting  his  peculiarities,  so  that  if  any  romantic 
young  lady,  who  has  never  shown  her  blooming 
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face  in  the  city,  should  happen  to  meet  with  one 
in  the  woods,  she  may  not  mistake  it  for  a man, 
and  thereupon  fall  in  love  with  it,  or  at  least  be 
sorely  frightened  lest  he  should  be  rude  to  her.  I 
assure  all  timid  and  bashful  country  belles,  that 
they  need  not  be  alarmed  at  such  a rencounter,  for 
except  that  they  outrage  common  sense,  and  libel 
mankind  by  passing  for  fellow-creatures,  the  dan- 
dies are  as  harmless  as  most  animals. 

The  dandy,  then,  is  distinguished  from  men,  by 
his  peculiar  outline  of  form,  which  is  altogether 
composed  of  angles  and  straight  lines ; whereas, 
that  of  the  latter  is  composed  of  curves.  The  hu- 
man figure  consequently  exhibits  an  air  of  freedom 
in  action,  and  vigour  in  performance,  of  which  that 
of  the  dandy  is  entirely  destitute.  Being  well 
shod  with  iron  or  brass,  according  to  custom,  if 
three  or  four  of  them  happen  to  pass  by  the  win- 
dows of  a summer  evening,  they  occasion  a noise 
like  the  approach  of  a troop  of  horse,  clattering 
over  the  pavements.  The  walk  of  the  dandy  re- 
sembles the  hobbling  gait  of  an  automaton,  whose 
limbs  are  made  of  wood,  and  whose  sinews  are 
composed  of  wire. 

The  cause  of  all  these  peculiarities  is  their  mode 
of  making  themselves  up,  as  it  is  called.  Their 
dress  exhibits  a beautiful  contrast  of  tight  and  loose. 
The  coat  and  waistcoat  ought  to  be  rather  tighter 
than  the  skin,  so  as  to  excite  extreme  wonder  at 
the  process  by  which  they  came  to  be  inhabited, 
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But  the  peculiarity  in  dress  which  most  distin- 
guishes them  is  the  corsets,  which  I am  credibly 
informed  are  laced  by  a curious  steam  engine 
of  sixteen  horse  power.  According  to  Will 
Wizard,  the  rule  is  to  pull  away  until  the  eyes 
of  the  patient  project  a quarter  of  an  inch  beyond 
their  natural  convexity.  This  explains  the  reason 
of  the  dandies’  looking  so  wild  out  of  their  eyes, 
and  relieves  me  from  a suspicion  I before  laboured 
under,  that  this  singular  peculiarity  of  expression 
might  have  been  owing  to  their  being  frightened  at 
seeing  themselves  in  the  looking-glass  of  a morning. 

The  bodies  of  these  remarkable  animals,  being 
thus  divested  of  all  freedom  of  action,  and  the  cir- 
culation of  the  blood  being  thereby  checked  in  va- 
rious parts,  in  process  of  time  they  come  to  be 
exceedingly  grotesque  and  misshapen  in  their  fig- 
ures. Their  waists  become  unnaturally  thin, 
while  other  parts  protuberate  in  such  an  equivocal 
manner,  as  to  resemble  the  young  ladies  in  the 
Spectator’s  time,  when  pads  were  in  fashion.  As 
it  is  quite  impossible  to  convey  an  adequate  idea 
of  the  figure  and  dress  of  one  of  these  strange  ani- 
mals, we  have  it  in  contemplation  to  persuade  one 
of  them  to  sit  to  my  friend  Jarvis,  for  a full-length 
likeness,  to  embellish  a future  number. 

As  the  race  I am  describing  differ  from  men  in 
form  and  dress,  so  likewise  do  they  in  manners, 
habits,  and  amusements.  Effeminacy  is  one  of 
their  great  characteristics,  and  without  any  preten- 
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sions  to  the  delicacy  or  refinement  of  women,  they 
imitate  them  in  the  passion  for  finery,  as  well  as  in 
the  devotions  of  the  toilet.  They  generally,  I am 
credibly  informed,  change  their  dresses  from  four 
to  six  times  a day — at  least  those  who  have  credit 
with  a fashionable  tailor.  Such,  in  fact,  is  the  im- 
portance attached  to  dress,  that  it  actually  consti- 
tutes the  point  of  honour  among  them.  Tippy 
Tittipup  once  had  an  affair  of  honour  with  his 
great  rival  Randie  Dandie,  on  account  of  the  latter 
having  made  his  appearance  in  Broadway  with  an 
additional  tuck  in  his  pantaloons,  over  and  above 
the  number  agreed  upon,  at  the  Saturday  night 
club,  where  all  matters  of  this  kind  are  settled. 
Neither  party  received  any  personal  damage,  al- 
though Tippy  swears  he  heard  a ball  whistle  within 
an  inch  of  his  right  ear.  The  general  opinion, 
however,  seems  to  be,  that  this  wras  nothing  but  a 
singing  in  his  head,  not  uncommon,  I am  told,  in 
such  cases.  As  I expect  shortly  to  be  favoured 
with  a regular  journal  of  a dandy’s  day,  from  a 
high  quarter,  I will  not  anticipate  the  particulars, 
but  leave  them  to  the  gentleman  who  has  promised 
to  furnish  this  rare  morsel  of  natural  history. 

It  must  suffice  for  the  present  to  state,  that  the 
employment,  or  rather,  the  amusements  of  a dandy, 
for  employment  he  has  none,  consist  principally  in 
walking  the  streets,  and  dressing  in  the  daytime — 
going  to  the  theatre  or  a party  in  the  evening, 
where  they  are  admitted  on  account  of  the  scarcity 
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of  men  in  the  fashionable  circles,  and  thence  ad- 
journing to  some  notable  eating-house,  to  sup  and 
take  an  enlivening  game  of  whist.  After  this, 
they  go  home,  or  to  the  watch-house,  just  as  it  hap- 
pens; Their  great  pleasure  is  to  be  talked  of,  and 
their  highest  ambition  to  draw  the  public  attention 
by  some  ridiculous  prank  or  other,  preferring  to  be 
laughed  at  rather  than  remain  unnoticed.  At  the 
theatre,  they  generally  interrupt  the  performance 
by  talking  from  one  box  to  another*  and  at  parties 
they  eat,  and  admire  themselves.-  At  watering- 
places,  they  consider  it  a firslrate  exploit  in  dandy- 
ism to  alarm  the  female  invalids,  by  ringing  the 
bell  at  one  or  two  o’clock  at  night,  and  other  eccen- 
tricities hitherto  usually  confined  to  the  little  fresh- 
men at  college.  They  have  various  other  modes 
of  amusing  themselves  not  worth  enumerating,  but 
which  assist  them  in  fulfilling  the  great  end  of  their 
creation — wasting  time. 

In  speaking  of  this  curious  race  of  animals  I 
have  classed  them  with  the  human  race,  although 
with  considerable  doubt  and  hesitation.  In  con- 
sulting some  of  the  learned  on  the  subject,  the 
majority  were  rather  opposed  to  their  being  ad- 
mitted to  so  high  a rank,  and  I am  assured,  that  at 
the  last  election,  the  inspectors  of  the  first  and 
second  wards  turned  some  of  them  from  the  polls, - 
under  pretence  that  they  were  members  of  one  of 
the  new  tribe  of  monkeys,  lately  discovered  in  the' 
interior  of  Africa,  dressed  up  to  impose  upon  them. 
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Indeed,  it  is  not  alone  the  learned  who  doubt  on 
this  important  subject,  as  one  of  the  dandy  animals 
was  not  long  ago  taken  to  the  police  office,  for  an 
affray  with  a stout  woman  from  Tappan  sea,  whose 
basket  of  strawberries  he  overturned.  Messieurs, 
the  police  justices,  were  singularly  puzzled  what 
to  do  with  this  nondescript,  until  one  of  them 
happily  conceived  the  idea  of  its  being  one  of  the 
curiosities  from  Mr.  Scudder’s  Museum,  escaped 
from  its  cage  by  some  accident  or  other.  It  was 
therefore  sent  back,  with  a caution  to  be  more 
careful  in  future,  and  may  now  be  seen  standing 
next  to  the  ring-tailed  monkey,  ready  for  the 
inspection  of  all  curious  and  scientific  visiters. 
Several  of  these  have  expressed  some  doubts, 
whether  the  animal  is  properly  classed,  but  the 
doubters  belong,  I understand,  to  the  party  which 
not  long  since  disfranchised  the  whale,  under  pre- 
tence of  his  being  a perfect  beast.  Allowances 
must  therefore  be  made  with  respect  to  their  opin- 
ions, and,  for  my  part,  I would  advise  everyone  of 
my  readers  to  go  thither,  and  decide  for  them- 
selves, for  I honestly  confess  myself  unable  to  do 
it  for  them.. 
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OUR  CORRESPONDENTS. 

I have  lately  been  favoured  with  a great  num- 
ber of  letters  from  different  parts  of  the  country, 
proposing  various  plans  for  increasing  the  happiness 
of  mankind,  by  banishing  many  of  those  crying 
evils  under  which  the  world  has  been  groaning  for 
the  last  six  thousand  years.  Some  of  these  are 
accommodated  with  recommendations  from  several 
distinguished  persons,  whose  names  have,  how- 
ever, become  so  common  of  late,  as  to  add  little 
weight  to  any  thing  of  this  kind.  Considering  how 
easy  it  is  to  bring  about  good,  I can’t  help  wonder- 
ing, that  all  sorts  of  evils  and  sufferings  have  not 
been  banished  long  since.  Indeed,  the  only  way  in 
which  I can  account  for  our  tardy  progress  to  per- 
fectibility, is  on  the  score  of  a suspicion  I have 
harboured  for  some  time  past,  that  the  excellent 
and  well-meaning  persons  who  follow  the  respecta- 
ble business  of  bettering  mankind,  are  like  certain 
unskilful  tinkers,  who,  in  stopping  one  hole,  make 
some  half  a dozen  others. 

For  the  amusement  of  our  readers,  I will  give 
the  outlines  of  some  of  these  plans,  disclaiming 
any  intention  whatever  of  ridiculing  those  worthy 
philanthropists  who  sometimes,  with  the  best  in- 
tentions in  the  world,  act  as  the  encouragers  of 
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idleness,  and  the  patrons  of  all  those  vices  which 
are  its  natural  consequence. 

One  of  my  letters  comes  from  an  honest  man, 
with  ten  children,  whose  schooling  he  finds  rather 
expensive,  being  neither  rich  nor  inclined  to  work, 
He  is  very  anxious  to  get  up  a petition  to  the  legist 
lature,  to  pass  a law  providing  that  all  children  shall 
be  educated  at  the  expense  of  the  old  bachelors, 
who,  having  none  of  their  own,  ought,  in  common 
justice,  to  be  saddled  with  those  of  other  people. 
Being,  however,  rather  apprehensive  that  the  bach? 
elors  will  demur  to  tins,  or  get  married  out  of  pure 
spite,  and  grievously  maltreat  then  wives,  he  rec? 
ommends,  in  that  case,  the  establishment  of  schools, 
to  be  entirely  supported  by  people  who  don’t  mind 
a little  extra  hard  work,  and  where  those  who  do 
may  have  their  children  properly  taught,  without 
the  intolerable  drudgery  of  paying  the  expenses 
oi  their  education.  Among  other  advantages  at? 
tendant  on  this  plan,  he  thinks  it  cannot  fail  in 
producing  twro  most  important  results.  The  pa? 
rents,  being  thus  relieved  from  the  expense  of 
educating  their  children,  will  have  more  time  to 
attend  to  the  cultivation  of  their  own  minds,  by 
going  to  taverns,  reading  newspapers,  and  gossiping 
about ; while  the  children,  being  early  accustomed 
to  the  idea  and  the  habit  of  depending  upon  society 
$or  support,  cannot  fail  of  losing  those  feelings  of 
stubborn  independence,  which  make  our  stage 
drivers,  ferrymen,  and,  indeed,  tradesmen  of  afi 
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classes,  so  insufferably  proud,  that  they  actually  feel 
themselves  almost  equal  to  their  employers. 

Another  ingenious  correspondent,  who  seems  to 
possess  a very  humane  disposition,  and  is  by  trade 
a philanthropist,  after  enumerating  a variety  of 
cases  of  barbarity  exercised  by  cartmen  and  others 
upon  their  horses,  proposes  a plan,  by  which,  he 
thinks,  their  services  may  be  dispensed  with  al- 
together. He  considers  the  velocipede  as  specially 
intended  by  Providence  to  supersede  the  use  of  all 
other  draught  animals,  except  men,  and  proposes 
that  the  young  gentlemen  about  town,  who  are 
now  engaged  in  attending  the  velocipede  riding- 
school,  should  afterward  exercise  their  skill  in 
driving  or  riding  these  machines  about  for  the  good 
of  society.  As  to  the  objection,  that  this  would  be 
a mere  substitution  of  asses  for  horses,  he  con- 
siders it  merely  a joke,  and  that  none  of  the  best. 
Anticipating,  among  many  other  objections,  the 
difficulty  of  disposing  of  the  horses  thus  set  free, 
without  the  habits  of  self-government  or  self-main- 
tenance, he  recommends  a Colonization  Society, 
for  the  purpose  of  sending  them  to  Brazil,  where 
they  can  join  the  vast  herds  of  wild  horses  that 
roam  the  interminable  plains  of  that  great  country. 
His  letter  is  followed  up  by  a postscript,  contain- 
ing a proposal  to  exterminate  the  whole  race  of 
dogs — a measure  of  precaution,  which,  he  affirms, 
with  great  appearance  of  reason,  would  for  ever 
put  a stop  to  their  running  mad. 
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A third  letter  contains  a plan  for  the  total  abo- 
lition of  debts.  It  states,  that  since  the  passing  of 
the  various  bankrupt  laws,  the  number  of  debtors 
in  our  city  prison  has  considerably  increased ; 
which  gives  a sufficient  demonstration,  that  all 
laws  weakening  the  security  of  the  creditor,  oper- 
ate to  the  disadvantage  of  the  debtor.  The  cred- 
itor, conceiving  that  he  has  no  chance  of  being  paid 
except  by  the  most  summary  process,  is  continually 
on  the  watch,  and  on  the  first  symptoms  of  delin- 
quency, pounces  upon  his  goods,  which  are  sacri- 
ficed at  some  petty  auction.  My  correspondent 
upon  this  observes,  that  it  being  now  pretty  certain 
that  all  the  laws  intended  for  the  relief  of  the  poor 
debtors  only  increase  their  distresses  and  throng 
the  prison,  is  for  putting  the  axe  to  the  root  of  the 
evil,  by  abolishing  debts  altogether.  An  example, 
he  observes,  has  already  been  set,  by  several  of  the 
banks,  whose  debts  are  considered  as  mere  nulli- 
ties; “and  really,”  says  he,  “now  that  it  is  only 
necessary  that  a man  should  have  nothing  to  pay 
his  debts  with,  to  free  himself  from  his  creditors 
entirely,  I see  no  reason  for  keeping  up  the  farce  of 
debtor  and  creditor  any  longer.” 

In  the  town  he  inhabits,  they  have  formed  a 
society,  the  members  of  which  are  pledged  to  each 
other  to  pay  no  debts  of  their  own  contracting, 
under  penally  of  being  considered  hard-hearted 
persons.  All  the  money  they  can  spare  is  em- 
ployed in  relieving  honest  idleness,  and  converting 
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the  Hindoos,  those  miserable  wretches,  that  are 
almost  as  bad  and  as  ignorant  as  some  of  the  old 
primitive  saints,  who  fancied  they  were  paying  an 
acceptable  service  to  the  divinity,  by  inflicting  upon 
themselves  various  corporeal  punishments,  too 
shocking  to  mention.  My  worthy  correspondent 
concludes,  by  recommending  the  establishment  of 
similar  societies  throughout  the  United  States, 
which,  he  assures  me,  will  infallibly  bring  about 
the  abolition  of  all  debts  in  a little  time,  by  effect- 
ually preventing  anybody  from  giving  credit. 

Another  of  these  writers  proposes  a most  im- 
portant plan,  which,  if  once  carried  fairly  into  op- 
eration, will  supersede  all  others,  and  render  far- 
ther exertions  in  behalf  of  human  happiness  entirely 
unnecessary.  It  is  calculated  to  do  away  the 
temptation  to  all  individual  exertion,  by  means  of 
various  free-schools  for  educating  children  at  the 
public  expense — various  societies  for  the  support 
of  people  who  dislike  to  work  ; and  various  banks 
and  incorporations,  by  means  of  which  the  skill 
and  enterprise  of  a mere  lonely  person  will  be  of 
little  or  no  use  in  the  world,  and,  consequently, 
there  will  be  no  temptation  to  give  them  ex- 
ertion. 

My  correspondent  thinks  it  can  be  demonstrated 
that  such  an  entire  new  organization  of  society 
could  not  fail  of  producing  many  advantages  of  a 
moral  and  political  nature.  Children,  by  being 
thus  educated  at  the  public  expense,  will  very  nat- 
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urally  transfer  that  affection  which  grows  out  of  a 
sense  of  benefits  and  protection,  from  their  parents 
to  the  state,  and  become  excessively  patriotic,  as  a 
matter  of  course.  This  feeling  of  dependance,  not 
on  a particular  being,  but  on  society  at  large,  can- 
not fail,  he  says,  of  producing  a more  enlarged  phi- 
lanthropy, as  the  affections,  not  being  absorbed  by 
a single  object,  will  dilate  themselves  into  an  un- 
bounded love  for  all  mankind,  and  comprehend  the 
whole  universe.  With  respect  to  grown-up  per- 
sons, he  thinks,  that  by  becoming  members  of  a 
corporate  body,  they  will  be  drawn  from  the  indul- 
gence of  selfish  feelings,  and  instead  of  labouring 
for  their  mere  personal  interest,  will  exert  them- 
selves simply  from  a disinterested  regard  to  the 
welfare  of  the  association.  Hence  that  rigid  in- 
flexible spirit  of  gain,  which  actuates  the  industri- 
ous man  when  labouring  for  himself  alone,  will  be 
softened  down  into  a salutary  indifference  about 
those  benefits  which  are  to  be  shared  among  so 
many,  and  a consequent  relaxation  from  those  mere 
manual  exertions  that  injure  the  intellect,  and  de- 
stroy the  fine  sentimental  traits  which  adorn  and 
beautify  the  human  character.  The  last  advantage 
hinted  at  by  my  correspondent  is,  that  a man,  the 
moment  he  becomes  a member  of  one  of  these 
corporations,  is  relieved  from  all  the  trouble  of  pre- 
serving his  good  name  in  future.  Whatever  he 
may  do  as  a part  of  this  body,  no  responsibility 
whatever  rests  upon  him,  and  none  can  impeach 
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his  character,  even  if  the  whole  association  turn 
swindlers. 

The  foregoing  plans  are  proposed  in  a manner 
so  serious  as  to  do  away  all  suspicion  of  an  attempt 
at  irony.  For  those  which  follow,  however,  I will 
not  answer,  but  leave  it  to  the  sagacity  of  the 
reader  to  decide  whether  the  authors  are  serious  or 
not.  The  first  is  a plan  for  a national  currency. 
The  principal  outlines  are,  that  every  man  is  to 
make  his  own  paper  money — that  he  is  to  have  full 
authority  to  promise  to  pay  three  times  the  amount 
of  what  he  can  legally  be  called  on  to  pay — that 
he  shall  be  allowed  to  pay  only  such  persons  as  he 
pleases,  although  he  promises  to  pay  everybody — 
that  everybody  shall  be  obliged  to  pay  him  all 
they  owe,  while  he  is  only  obliged  to  pay  one 
third,  and  that  he  shall  be  allowed  to  put  all  his 
debtors  in  prison,  while  none  of  his  creditors  can 
put  him  there — finally,  that  if,  in  the  end,  he  shall 
not  be  able  to  pay  at  all,  no  illnatured  or  evil-dis* 
posed  person  shall  be  permitted  to  call  him  bank* 
rupt,  under  any  pretence  whatever,  and  everybody 
is  expected  to  trust  him  as  usual,  I would  publish 
this  plan  at  full  length  were  it  original.  But 
really,  it  seems  to  me  little  more  than  an  abstract 
of  the  present  banking  system. 

Another  of  this  class  of  equivocal  correspond* 
ents,  offers  a plan  for  making  plank  out  of  saw* 
dust.  He  states  that  this  will  be  of  great  impor- 
tance when  wood  becomes  scarce  in  this  country, 
g 3 
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and  had  some  thoughts  of  applying  for  a patent, 
only  he  knew  the  gentleman  who  presides  over 
the  machinery  at  that  office  would  infallibly  have 
anticipated  him  in  the  discovery.  He  found  little 
difficulty  in  making  oak  and  white  pine  plank,  but 
was  sadly  puzzled  with  the  spruce  and  pitch  pine, 
until  luckily  he  bethought  himself  of  mixing  the 
former  with  spruce-beer,  and  the  latter  with  a little 
turpentine. 

The  last  proposal  1 shall  notice  is  from  the  same 
hand,  and  consists  of  a plan  for  saving  the  poor  the 
consumption  of  fuel  and  food  during  the  whole 
winter  season.  The  process  is  simply  that  of 
freezing  them,  like  fish,  when  the  frosts  come  on, 
and  permitting  them  gradually  to  thaw  in  the 
spring.  This  he  affirms  can  be  done  with  perfect 
ease,  and  without  the  least  danger  to  their  health, 
by  means  of  a refrigerator  of  his  own  particular  in- 
vention. Among  other  incidental  advantages  ari- 
sing from  this  discovery,  it  is  hinted  by  the  author, 
that  a great  deal  might  be  saved  in  travelling,  in 
the  article  of  eating  by  the  way.  He  concludes 
his  letter  by  mysteriously  hinting  at  a plan  for  vis- 
iting the  North  Pole  by  means  of  this  discovery,  of 
obviating  the  danger  of  being  frozen  on  the  way, 
by  freezing  the  adventurers  before  they  set  out. 
My  ingenious  correspondent  declines  entering  into 
further  particulars,  for  fear,  as  he  expresses  it, 
“the  British  government  should  borrow  his  plan 
and  anticipate  him  in  the  execution.” 
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OBITUARY. 

PINDAR  COCKLOFT. 

Many  of  our  readers  having,  by  letter  and  other- 
wise, expressed  considerable  solicitude  to  know 
whether  our  worthy  cousin  Pindar  is  yet  living, 
and  continues  to  sport  with  the  muses  in  their 
favourite  bower  at  Cockloft  Hall,  it  is  incumbent 
upon  us  to  satisfy  their  curiosity. 

It  is  now  nearly  three  years  since  poor  Pindar 
died  of  a disease  of  late  very  common  among  poets. 
I don’t  mean  that  he  was  starved  to  death,  accord- 
ing to  custom  from  time  immemorial  among  the 
votaries  of  the  nine,  although  this  catastrophe 
might  possibly  have  befallen  him  had  he  lived  till 
now,  for  a considerable  part  of  his  fortune  was  in- 
vested in  the  country  banks.  The  fact  is,  he  was 
killed  by  a criticism  on  one  of  his  productions, 
upon  which  he  valued  himself  most  particularly. 
This  favourite  progeny  of  his  old  age  was  so  ter- 
ribly mangled  by  several  of  our  most  expert  critics, 
that  poor  Pindar  never  held  up  his  head  afterward. 
From  that  time,  he  never  could  hear  anybody  give 
an  opinion  on  a book  without  discovering  strong 
marks  of  impatience  ; and  his  usual  mode  of  char- 
acterizing an  ignorant,  meddling,  conceited  fellow, 
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was,  that  “ he  was  as  impudent  and  arrogant  as  a 
reviewer.” 

Whether  it  was  his  pride  or  his  sensibility 
which  received  the  death-wound,-  I cannot  say. 
Perhaps  it  was  both,  for  they  were  so  mixed  up 
together  in  his  composition,  that  it  was  almost  im- 
possible to  separate  them.  From  the  moment  these 
criticisms  began  to  fly  about  his  head  like  hail- 
stones, he  was  observed  to  affect  retirement,  and 
passed  most  of  his  time  either  in  his  room,  or  in 
wandering  about  along  the  shores  of  the  majestic 
Hudson,  whose  perpendicular  and  everlasting  bank 
rears  itself  an  invincible  barrier  to  the  deep  waters, 
immediately  opposite  the  Hall.  In  this  way  he 
went  on  for  some  time,  until  one  warm  afternoon, 
he  was  found  leaning  with  his  face  on  his  arms, 
that  were  crossed  upon  a book  which  lay  open  be- 
fore him.  At  first  we  naturally  concluded  he  had 
fallen  asleep,  as  the  book  turned  out  to  be  a num- 
ber of  a certain  eminent  periodical — but  he  never 
awoke  again,  and  the  cause  of  his  death  was  ascer- 
tained, beyond  all  doubt,  to  be  a criticism  on  his 
poem,  contained  in  that  work. 

I pass  over  the  tears  of  his  relations,  the  regrets' 
of  his  friends,  and  the  lamentations  of  the  muses, 
who  all  went  into  mourning  for  their  old  favourite.- 
Suffice  it  to  say,  that  his  loss  is  still  felt  by  us  all 
as  an  irreparable  calamity,  and  that  we  should  cer- 
tainly have  prosecuted  the  writer  of  this  murder- 
ous criticism,  had  it  not  been  found  out,  on  inquiry,- 
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that  he  was  an  honest,  well-meaning  person,  who 
was  supposed  to  be  somewhat  deranged  in  conse- 
quence of  a fit  of  astonishment,  at  discovering  that 
he  had  unwarily  trespassed  upon  the  limits  of 
common  sense  in  one  of  his  productions. 

Our  cousin  left  behind  him  several  little  pieces 
of  poetry,  some  half  finished,  and  others  almost 
illegible  from  the  infinite  number  of  corrections 
they  have  undergone.  Among  these  are  a few 
that  we  propose  to  lay  before  our  readers  from  time 
to  time,  as  occasion  may  offer,  hoping  that  the 
bloodthirsty  appetites  of  his  old  enemies  are  by 
this  time  satiated  with  other  victims.  The  little 
piece  which  follows  was  written  by  Pindar  when 
he  was  a fiery  youth  of  two-and-twenty,  and  the 
circumstances  are  taken  from  real  life.  As  the 
parties  are  all  long  since  dead,  I insert  the  poem 
as  introductory  to  the  story  with  which  it  is  con- 
nected, and  which  I shall  lay  before  the  reader  in 
a future  number. 


ELEGY 

« 

ON  A LADY  SACRIFICED  TO  GOLD. 

Her  eyes  were  like  the  star-wrought  firmament, 
Ethereal  blue,  and  lighted  with  pale  fires, 

Mild  as  the  moonbeams  when  with  shadows  blent, 
Speaking  calm  wishes,  sweet,  yet  chaste  de- 
sires. 
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On  her  ripe  cheek  the  rose  did  sometimes  blow,- 
When  a quick  mantling  blush  abided  there  ; 

But  oftener,  the  pale  lily,  white  as  snow, 

Shed  its  soft  hue  beneath  the  shadowy  hair. 

That  hair  seem’d  as  ’twas  made  for  aye  to  twist 
Round  eaptiv’d  hearts  and  never  let  them  go, 

So  wantonly  it  tangled  round,  and  kiss’d 

Her  lovely  cheek,  blue  eye,  and  brow  of  snow.- 

I’ve  seen  twin  rose-buds  blushing  side  by  side, 
When  morning  dews  the  insect  rabble  sip  ; 

But  never  yet  did  hue  or  sweet  abide, 

On  dew-lapp’d  rose,  like  those  on  her  red  lip.- 

No  wandering  shepherd,  who  sojourns  awhile 
In  bless’d  Arabia,  where  the  spices  grow, 

E’er  saw  the  morn  of  May  wear  such  a smile, 

Or  knew  such  sweets  as  from  those  lips  did 
flow. 

I’ve  heard  the  turtle  moan  her  roundelay 

The  breathing  flute,  and  hunter’s  mellow  horn, 

Winding  in  soften’d  distance,  far  away, 

Along  the  hills,  by  answering  echoes  borne  :• 

But  when  she  spoke,  and  plaintive  smil’d  the  while, 
Op’d  her  red  lip,  and  show’d  the  ivory  row, 

There  was  a harmony  in  speech  and  smile, 

That  turtle,  flute,  or  horn  did  never  know. 
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Thus  cloth’d  with  every  attribute  of  Heav’n, 

She  seem’d  by  holy  Providence  design’d 

A rich  and  bright  temptation,  to  be  giv’n, 

For  some  heroic  act,  or  task  of  mind. 

But  she  was  thrown  away  upon  a clod 

Of  senseless  earth,  with  neither  heart  nor  soul ; 

A libel  both  on  nature  and  on  God — 

A man  who  liv’d  for  gambling  and  the  bowl. — 

Who  knew  not  what  a treasure  he  possess’d, 

Bat  threw  it  from  him  as  a worthless  toy, 

And  turn’d  from  where  an  angel  would  have  bless’d, 
- To  scenes  of  senseless  riot,  beastly  joy. 

The  animal  was  rich,  and  her  harsh  sire, 

Who  could  not  comprehend  a greater  good, 

Condemn’d  his  child  to  this  ordeal  of  fire, 

And  sacrific’d  to  gold  his  flesh  and  blood. 

At  his  command  a heartless  hand  she  gave, 
Surrender’d  a cold,  shrinking,  lifeless  form, 

And  gave  up  one  so  beautiful  and  brave, 

To  consort  with  a wretched  earth-born  worm. 

For  wo  was  her  ! — she  lov’d  another  man — 

A man  to  whom  this  husband  was  no  more 

Than  was  the  beast  that  through  the  forest  ran, 

To  the  gay  hunter,  who  his  honours  wore. 
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Glory  and  love  were  his  most  prime  delights, 

But  virtuous  love,  in  truth,  he  valued  best, 

And  snatch’d  at  glory,  as  a heav’nly  light, 

To  waken  love  in  some  high  woman’s  breast. 

But  what  of  that !— the  ties  of  gentle  love 

Are  naught  to  those  that  only  breathe  for  gold ; 

So  Av’rice  burst  the  bands  Affection  wove, 

And  the  bright  victim,  like  a slave,  was  sold. 

Yet  though  they  drove  her  to  another’s  bed, 

They  could  not  make  the  hapless  girl  forget, 

Another  hand  should  to  the  church  have  led, 
Another  heart  her  throbbing  heart  have  met. 

Heart-burning  wishes,  and  heart-sick  disgust, 

By  turns  or  scorch’d  or  froze  her  gentle  blood ; 

And  life  was  one  hard  struggle  from  the  first, 

To  conquer  hate,  and  quell  love’s  raging  flood. 

And  she  did  conquer,  but  it  cost  her  life  ; 

For  cruel  was  the  strife  she  had  to  bear, 

Between  the  love-lorn  mistress,  wretched  wife, 
Blooming  and  beck’ning  Love,  and  withered  stern 
Despair 

Pale  grew  her  cheek,  and  paler  every  day, 

Yet  still  sad  patience  bided  in  her  eye — 

Slowly,  yet  surely,  sorrow  work’d  its  way ; 

She  died  without  a struggle,  or  a sigh, 
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One  dark  November  day,  when  a chill  blast 

Swept  through  the  churchyard  with  a moan- 
ing sound ; 

When  round,  the  wither’d  leaves  were  idly  cast, 
And  the  dry  grass  lay  dead  upon  the  ground — 

I follow’d  her  pale  corse  to  its  sad  cell, 

Where  all  that  once  was  beauty  now  repos’d, 

And  heard  the  hollow  earth  sound,  slowly  swell, 
Fainter  and  fainter,  till  the  grave  was  clos’d. 

I saw  an  old  man  with  a head  of  snow, 

Stand  like  a statue,  cut  from  solid  stone ; 

A sad  and  moveless  monument  of  wo, 

Beside  the  grave  all  desolate  and  lone. 

No  wringing  of  the  feeble  hands  was  here, 

Nor  heaving  breast  discharging  heavy  sighs, 

Nor  furrow’d  cheek  moistened  with  trickling  tear — 
Despair  alone  glar’d  in  his  hollow  eyes. 

And  I would  not  have  had  that  old  man’s  heart, 
For  all  this  world’s  wealth  twenty  times  full  told ; 

Nor  borne  its  slow,  consuming,  killing  smart — 
For  ’twas  the  father,  who  his  daughter  sold ! 
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No.  V.— SATURDAY,  SEPTEMBER  4,  1819. 


FROM  MY  ELBOW  CHAIR. 

If  there  by  chance  be  any  of  our  early  readers, 
who,  for  old  acquaintance’  sake,  feel  an  interest  in 
the  welfare  of  my  worthy  cousin  Christopher 
Cockloft  and  his  excellent  family,  they  will  be 
pleased  to  hear  some  account  of  the  present  state 
of  these  ■my  hospitable  relatives.  I believe  I 
promised  something  of  this  sort  in  our  preliminary 
essay,  and  as  during  the  present  season  there  is  a 
great  dearth  of  incidents  in  fashionable  life,  in  con- 
sequence of  the  dispersion  of  the  migratory  portion 
of  the  beau-monde,  I will  take  advantage  of  the 
favourable  opportunity  to  keep  my  word. 

We  are  now  all  together  at  the  Hall,  each  one 
pursuing  his  favourite  occupation,  and  seeking 
amusement  in  the  way  that  suits  him  best ; for  so 
long  as  we  keep  from  breaking  the  Sabbath,  and 
avoid  doing  any  thing  wrong  the  rest  of  the  week, 
there  are  no  limits  to  the  indulgence  of  whim, 
caprice,  or  inclination.  Here  then,  enjoying,  as  I 
do,  the  glorious  privilege  of  doing  as  I like,  sur- 
rounded by  those  I love,  greeted  on  every  side  with 


SALMAGUNDI. 


163 


the  smile  of  affectionate  regard,  and  reposing  in 
full  view  of  all  that  charms  in  the  wonderful  crea- 
tions of  bounteous  nature,  let  me  indulge  my  feel- 
ings, in  sketching  the  social  circle  which  surrounds 
me,  and  the  mutations  of  time,  whose  footsteps, 
silent  as  they  are,  leave  traces  that  mark  his 
course  to  the  period  when  our  days  cease  to  be 
numbered. 

The  old  Hall  still  holds  up  its  head  against  the 
wind  and  weather,  though  to  say  the  truth,  it  every 
year  exhibits,  more  and  more,  the  outward  and 
visible  signs  of  approaching  decay.  Like  all  an- 
cient and  respectable  mansions,  it  abounds  in  rats, 
which  have  multiplied  amazingly  of  late  years, 
notwithstanding  the  incredible  exertions  of  the  old 
terriers  and  cats,  assisted  by  divers  ingenious  con- 
trivances for  their  destruction,  which  the  old  gentle- 
man devised  in  conjunction  with  a worthy  neigh- 
bour, whom  I purpose  at  some  future  time  to 
introduce  to  my  readers,  and  who  is  well  worth 
their  knowing.  These  vermin  have  made  excellent 
turnpike  roads  all  through  the  walls,  and  run  races 
backwards  and  forwards  at  night,  making  a most 
alarming  clatter,  insomuch  that  it  begins  to  be 
whispered  in  the  kitchen  that  the  house  is  actually 
haunted.  The  servants  always  go  up  stairs  at 
night  in  procession,  and  take  turns  who  shall  go 
first.  Jeremy  Cockloft  on  one  occasion  wrote  a 
Latin  letter,  which  he  boasted  would  free  the  house 
from  these  troublesome  inmates ; Pindar  Cockloft 
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followed  it  up  with  a Poetical  Epistle,  and  the  old 
lady  invited  them  to  a supper  of  ratsbane.  All 
these  failing,  the  squire  subsidized  a valiant  drum- 
mer from  Castle  Clinton,  who  formerly  beat  the 
great  drum  at  the  theatre  ; and  who  made  the  very 
walls  tremble  with  his  intolerable  din ; but  still 
they  retained,  and  are  likely  to  retain  possession, 
until  they  find  the  walls  ready  to  tumble  about 
their  ears,  when,  like  true  politicians,  they  will 
probably  seek  a better  establishment.  The  last 
effort  to  dislodge  them  was  made  by  Will  Wizard, 
who  came  near  frightening  them  away,  with  a 
Chinese  manuscript  from  the  top  of  a box  of  tea, 
which  puzzled  them  apparently  as  much  as  a w’orn- 
out  inscription  sometimes  does  a pains-taking 
hunter  of  antiquities.  My  grave  and  scientific 
readers  may  perhaps  wonder  at  our  descending  to 
such  minute  and  apparently  insignificant  particu- 
lars ; but  if  they  will  only  come  and  sleep  at 
Cockloft  Hall,  if  it  be  but  for  a single  night,  they 
will  find  that  the  rats  are  by  no  means  to  be  over- 
looked in  the  enumeration  of  its  inhabitants. 

A person  accustomed  to  the  appearances  usually 
most  prominent  about  this  old  place,  will  not  fail  to 
notice  the  absence  of  two  well-known  and  impor- 
tant objects,  which  either  presented  themselves,  or 
were  pointed  out  to  every  visiter.  The  first  is  the 
old  cherry-tree  of  which  I formerly  made  mention, 
as  having  been  planted  by  the  squire  in  his  youth- 
ful days.  This  was  blown  down  about  three  years 
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ago,  and  its  fall  was  shortly  after  followed  by  the 
death  of  old  Caesar,  who  took  it  so  to  heart,  that 
he  never  enjoyed  his  evening  pipe  afterward.  I 
remember,  it  was  one  fine  summer  afternoon,  we 
were  sitting  in  the  enjoyment  of  that  luxurious 
listlessness,  which  forms  one  of  the  delights  of  our  ' 
warm  season  in  the  country.  The  windows  were 
all  up — the  old  honeysuckles,  mingling  with  the 
rose  bushes,  clambered  about,  them,  and  clung  to 
the  crevices  of  the  ancient,  walls,  while  the  little 
birds,  half  domesticated,  twittered  among  them,  as 
though  in  the  wild  solitudes  of  the  woods.  By-and- 
by  a little  black  cloud  appeared,  slowly  climbing 
above  the  majestic  cliffs,  that  form  the  western 
barrier  of  one  of  the  most  beautiful  rivers — the 
wind  became  hushed,  as  the  cloud  rose  higher,  and 
spread  wider  and  wider — the  birds  ceased  to  twitter 
— the  leaves  and  every  thing  in  nature  stood  stock 
still,  while  Mrs,  Cockloft,  with  the  sage  prescience 
appertaining  to  an  experienced  housewife,  sent 
round  the  maids  to  shut  all  the  windows.  In  a 
little  while,  the  thunder  grumbled  at  a distance, 
and  the  young  ladies,  together  with  their  good 
mother,  at  this  signal,  retired  to  a dark  room,  where 
they  secured  their  safety  by  intrenching  them- 
selves between  two  feather  beds,  which  Jeremy 
had  assured  them  were  non-conductors.  For  my 
part,  I stood  at  a window  fronting  the  west,  with 
the  squire,  watching  the  cloud  as  it  rose,  and  ad- 
miring the  zigzag  lightning,  crossing  its  black  and 
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sulphureous  bosom,  and  occasionally  tinging  its 
darkness  with  the  radiance  of  heavenly  fires.  To 
me  there  is  something  in  such  a scene  more  eleva- 
ting and  sublime  than  any  other  of  the  phenomena 
of  nature.  The  hurricane  and  the  earthquake  are 
terrible  and  destructive ; but  the  dangers  of  a 
thunder-storm  are  too  remote  to  excite  a ration- 
al and  well-grounded  apprehension.  To  me,  the 
lightning  is  not  the  wrathful  fire  of  an  offended 
Deity,  nor  the  thunder  his  voice,  denouncing  con- 
demnation and  punishment  on  the  guilty,  I view 
the  one  as  well  as  the  other  as  grand  instruments 
of  the  divine  beneficence,  refreshing  the  earth  and 
purifying  the  air;  and  when,  after  the  storm  is  passed 
away,  the  rainbow  arches  the  eastern  cloud,  who 
can  forget  that  it  is  there  as  a sign  that  the  waters 
will  never  again  be  permitted  to  destroy  the  race 
of  man  ? When,  therefore,  I hear,  as  I have  some- 
times done,  enlightened  men,  even  in  the  pulpit, 
become  the  champions  of  ignorance  and  supersti- 
tion, by  making  these  common  and  natural  appear^ 
ances  the  immediate  indications  of  divine  wrath, 
as  well  as  the  immediate  instruments  of  divine 
punishment,  I pity  their  superstition,  or  despise 
their  hypocrisy. 

As  we  stood  in  silence,  watching  the  approach 
of  the  cloud,  its  edges  became  ragged,  it  burst 
and  separated  into  dark  flakes,  whirring  about,  the 
sport  of  conflicting  eddies  of  air,  and  in  a moment 
after,  the  wind  struck  from  the  high  cliff  down 
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flpon  the  river,  and  covered  it  with  a sheet  of  white 
foam.  The  vessels  scudded  under  bare  poles,  the 
spray  and  dust,  mingling  together,  flew  up  into  the 
heavens,  and  the  old  cherry-tree,  at  the  first  blast, 
fell  to  the  ground  almost  without  a struggle.  “ It 
has  gone  before  me,”  said  old  Christopher;  “who 
shall  complain  of  the  shortness  of  life,  when  all 
live  long  enough  to  bury  half  the  friends  they  love, 
and  see  the  cherished  objects  of  their  youth  level- 
led in  the  dust  ?” 

The  storm  soon  passed  away,  and  as  the  dark 
cloud  rose  above  the  palisades,  it  seemed  as  if  a 
thick  curtain  had  been  withdrawn  from  the  face 
of  nature,  disclosing  all  her  late  hidden  beauties  in 
the  glowing  west.  The  sun,  just  setting,  broke 
forth,  covering  the  dripping  grass  and  woods  with 
millions  of  sparkling-  gems,  the  birds  carolled 
blithely,  as  though  the  waters  had  been  rosy  wine, 
and  the  earth  seemed  like  to  some  youthful  beauty 
just  stepping  from  a luxuriant  bath — clean,  sweet, 
and  blooming,  decked  with  the  colours  and  the  in- 
cense of  a thousand  flowers.  Then  came  forth 
the  fire-fly,  the  moth,  and  the  bat — and  then  ven- 
tured from  their  feathery  covert  Mrs.  Cockloft  and 
her  blooming  daughters.  They  had  been  told  of 
the  catastrophe  of  the  cherry-tree,  and  the  good 
lady  attempted  to  condole  with  her  husband. — “ It 
was  so  old — it  could  not  have  stood  out  much 
longer- — and  it  was  so  full  of  gum,  and  bred  so 
many  insects — we  will  plant  another,  and  it  will 
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soon  grow  again.” — “ Plant  another — soon  grow 
again  repeated  Christopher  pettishly — “ Yes, 
wife,  we  can  plant  another,  and  it  will  soon  grow 
again.  But  we  shall  never  live  to  see  it,  and  all 
the  pleasant  recollections  of  my  younger  days  when 
I planted  that  old  tree — will  they  too  grow  up 
with  the  one  we  shall  plant  in  its  stead?  Young, 
people” — 'turning  to  his  daughters,  who  are  verging, 
only  on  to  forty — “ young  people  may  renew  lost 
pleasures,  and  replace  their  old  friends  with  new 
ones — but  the  tree  I have  planted,  and  the  friends 
I have  followed  to  the  grave,  there  is  no  time  left 
me  to  renew.” 

Don’t  let  any  of  my  readers  suppose,  for  a mo- 
ment, that  I believe  in  those  old  romances,  where 
the  lives  of  heroes  and  heroines  are  frequently 
made,  by  the  sublime  art  of  gramary,  to  depend  on 
a flower  or  a tree,  with  whose  fate  they  are  mys- 
teriously identified.  1 believe  no  such  thing ; but 
certain  it  is,  that  old  Caesar  seemed  smitten  with 
the  same  blast  that  levelled  the  old  cherry-tree, 
which  it  seems  he  had  assisted  his  master  to  plant, 
some  sixty  years  before.  He  withered  day  after 
day,  and  fought  it  out  manfully  with  his  old  enemies 
the  witches,  who  took  advantage  of  his  weakness 
to  beset  him  sorely.  Numerous  were  the  contests 
he  had  with  these  mischievous  hags,  who  plagued 
him  so  that  he  could  get  no  sleep  at  night.  At 
last,  being  quite  out  of  patience  with  these  pesti- 
lent intruders,  he  one  night  raised  himself  on  his 
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elbow,  and  boldly  expostulated  with  them,  for  thus 
troubling  the  last  hours  of  a poor  old  negro,  who 
never  did  them  any  harm,  and  had  even  refused  to 
assist  at  a witch-burning,  on  one  occasion,  in  Con- 
necticut. Being  reasonable  goblins,  they  departed, 
and  never  troubled  him  afterward. 

But  though  his  religious  impressions  were  min- 
gled with  many  of  the  superstitions  common  to  his 
race,  yet  he  seemed  to  have  a vague  idea  of  Chris- 
tian metaphysics.  No  means,  however,  were  suffi- 
cient to  convince  him  that  his  illness  did  not  pro- 
ceed altogether  from  witchcraft ; nor  could  his 
young  mistresses,  who  were  oldfashioned  enough 
to  think  a faithful  servant  not  quite  beneath  their 
cares,  persuade  him  to  take  any  thing  but  remedies 
against  his  enemies,  the  witches.  It  is  impossible 
to  enumerate  the  strange  mixtures  he  directed  to 
be  prepared  for  this  end,  or  the  singular  fancies 
which  ignorance  and  early  impressions  had  min- 
gled in  his  mind,  disturbed  as  it  was  with  pain. 
Sometimes  the  poor  old  soul  imagined  the  room 
was  full  of  cats,  come  thither  to  scratch  him  to 
death ; and  again,  that  the  angels  were  waiting 
round,  to  carry  him  to  Heaven. 

It  was  curious  to  see  how  the  errors  of  his  early 
impressions — for  he  was  sixteen  years  old  when 
brought  from  Africa — had  mixed  up  with  the  sim- 
ple ideas  implanted  subsequently,  respecting  the 
Christian  religion.  His  kind  mistresses  ministered 
to  the  wants  of  his  soul,  as  well  as  the  infirmities 

VOL.  i. — h 15 


170 


SALMAGUNM. 


of  his  body,  and  endeavoured  to  make  him  com- 
prehend the  mysteries  of  our  faith.  But  they  were 
beyond  his  reach.  He  feared,  he  said,  “ the  Lord 
would  not  know  him” — meaning  that  lowly  as  he 
was,  it  might  escape  the  Divinity  that  such  a being 
had  ever  existed.  His  decay  was  gradual,  but  the 
state  of  his  mind  was  singularly  compounded  of 
the  mistakes  of  ignorance,  and  the  ramblings  of 
light-headedness,  as  it  is  called.  The  day  before 
he  died,  I was  in  to  see  him.  “ Massa  Launcelot,” 
said  he,  “ think  old  negro  like  me  ever  go-  to  heav- 
en ?” — “ I warrant  you,  old  Caesar,”  replied  I.  He 
seemed  comforted  with  the  assurance,  but  still  a 
doubt  hung  on  his  mind — “ What  will  old  negro 
like  me  do  there  ?” — Then  his  eye  seemed  glad 
for  a moment,  and  his  last  words  were — “ Never 
mind — I can  wait  upon  the  angels.” 

My  worthy  cousin  took  the  fall  of  his  two  old 
friends,  as  just  related,  very  much  to  heart,  and  for 
some  days  neglected  those  rural  plans  and  rurai 
occupations  which  had  been  his  hobby-horses  for 
some  time.  It  would  fill  a volume  to  record  the 
various  pursuits  of  the  squire  during  the  last  ten  or 
a dozen  years.  Suffice  it  to  say,  that  his  favour- 
ite hobby  at  this  time  was  farming.  He  had  not 
long  before  been  chosen  Vice-President  of  an  Ag- 
ricultural Society,  and  has  ever  since  been  so  bu- 
sily engaged  in  the  science  of  rural  economy,  as 
the  gentlemen  farmers  call  it,  that,  provided  he  is 
not  ruined  beforehand,  he  will  certainly  bring  it  as 
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nearly  as  possible  to  actual  perfection.  His  first 
grand  experiment  was  made  in  the  second  year  of 
the  late  war,  when  he  turned  his  famous  fishpond, 
grievously  abounding  in  all  sorts  of  reptiles,  into  a 
hemp-field  ; the  nation  being  at  that  time  very  much 
in  want  of  that  article.  He  employed  an  army  of 
Irishmen  to  ditch  it — ploughed  it  a dozen  times 
with  his  double-moulded  English  plough — har- 
rowed the  very  soul  out  with  an  iron-toothed  har- 
row— lost  a horse  and  a pair  of  oxen  in  the  mire, 
and  finally  got  an  immense  crop.  True  it  is,  that 
it  did  not  half  pay  for  the  labour  employed  in  its 
production — but  what  of  that  ? My  cousin  wrote 
a memoir  on  the  subject,  which  was  published  in 
the  journal  of  the  society,  and  got  a silver  medal. 

I think  it  was  about  this  time  that  the  Merino  mania 
began  to  rage,  and  my  good  cousin  never  escaped 
a mania  in  his  life.  He  was  carried  away  outright 
by  the  current,  and  purchased  several  sheep  of  the 
genuine  breed  at  an  enormous  price,  with  which 
he  stocked  a farm  he  had  bought  on  purpose.  Thus 
prepared,  he  negotiated  for  the  hire  of  a famous 
Humphreys  ram,  which  he  paid,  I think,  three 
hundred  and  fifty  dollars  the  season  for,  and  brought 
all  the  way  from  Connecticut  himself,  in  his  own 
carriage.  It  was  a fine  sight  to  see  the  horns  of 
this  dignified  animal  sticking  out  of  the  carriage 
window,  and  I recollect  poor  Pindar  Cockloft,  who 
was  at  that  time  living,  wrote  an  epigram,  in  which 
ire  brought  in  the  crest  of  King  Pyrrhus,  which  it 
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seems  was  a pair  of  goat’s  horns ; and  which  so 
affronted  the  squire’s  lady,  that  she  never  rode  in 
the  coach  afterward.  But  I don’t  know  how  it 
was,  though  the  squire  had  made  his  calculations 
so  that  he  could  not  possibly  lose  by  this  plan,  the 
establishment  brought  him  in  debt  every  year,  and 
in  the  end  he  sold  farm,  sheep,  and  all,  at  a loss  of 
about  five  thousand  dollars.  The  old  gentleman 
don’t  like  to  hear  this  story,  but  as  is  usually  the 
case  with  all  sore  subjects,  he  is  likely  never  to 
hear  the  last  of  it. 

He  next  entered  the  lists  with  a neighbouring 
gentleman  farmer,  belonging  to  the  same  society, 
which  had  offered  a premium  of  fifty  dollars  for 
the  best  crop  of  corn  from  a single  acre.  The 
rest  of  the  farm  was  now  entirely  left  to  its  fate, 
and  this  fortunate  little  acre  was  manured  and 
ploughed  until  it  could  hold  out  no  longer.  Old 
Caesar  was  at  that  time  prime  minister,  and  kept 
every  creature  about  the  place  employed  in  this 
momentous  affair,  lest  the  honour  of  his  master 
might  suffer.  To  make  an  end — Christopher  beat 
his  antagonist  by  ever  so  many  grains,  and  won 
the  premium,  which,  together  with  the  corn,  he  ex- 
pended in  fattening  an  ox,  for  a great  cattle-show 
then  impending.  Beshrew  me,  worthy  reader,  if 
monarch  on  his  throne — the  Grand  Lama,  or  even 
the  bull  Apis  himself,  was  ever  petted,  pampered, 
rubbed,  scrubbed,  and  stuffed,  like  unto  this  ma- 
jestic quadruped.  By  the  time  the  show  came  on 
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he  had  grown  to  a great  size,  and  eaten  up  every 
thing  on  the  farm,  besides  the  proceeds  of  the  pre- 
mium. 

However,  to  the  infinite  content  of  Mrs.  Cock- 
loft, who  began  to  anticipate  a famine,  the  cattle- 
show  came  at  last.  The  old  squire  set  out  in  his 
carriage,  accompanied  by  Jeremy,  who  carried  a 
biography  of  the  ox  in  his  portfolio,  written  by  him- 
self, escorted  by  old  Caesar,  and  all  the  household 
troops,  terriers  and  all,  who  turned  out  in  honour 
of  this  Egyptian  divinity.  After  an  oration  by  Jer- 
emy, and  a stout  dinner,  followed  by  several  patri- 
otic toasts,  the  decisions  were  made  by  the  judges, 
and  the  Cockloft  ox  came  in  onlv  second  best.  It 
seems,  a cunning  varlet  from  Jamaica,  on  Long 
Island,  had  pampered  his  ox  with  ruta  baga,  and 
everybody  ascribed  his  victory  to  that  miraculous 
vegetable.  Jeremy  endeavoured  to  maintain  the 
honour  of  the  family,  by  exhibiting  an  onion  nine- 
teen inches  in  circumference ; but  the  fates  were 
that  day  adverse  to  the  house  of  Cockloft.  The 
young  squire  was  thrown  quite  into  the  back- 
ground, by  a member  who  electrified  the  whole 
society,  as  well  as  several  spectators,  by  producing 
a ruta  baga,  four  hundred  and  thirty-eight  thousand 
times  heavier  than  the  seed  from  which  it  grew, 
and  which  he  proved  had  gained,  since  the  planting, 
seven  times  the  weight  of  the  seed  in  every  minute, 
whereas  the  onion  only  gained  threefold  in  the  same 
time.  Hereupon  the  society  turned  up  their  noses 
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at  Jeremy’s  onion,  and  the  old  squire  returned  home 
considerably  out  of  humour. 

Reflecting,  however,  on  the  marvellous  wonders 
he  had  heard  concerning  the  ruta  baga,  he  was 
luckily  inspired  with  the  prodigious  idea  of  turning 
his  whole  farm  into  one  great  field  for  the  cultiva- 
tion of  that  meritorious  vegetable.  He  accordingly 
procured  several  quarts  of  the  genuine  seed,  and, 
determined  to  do  nothing  by  halves,  he  hired  a tall 
Cumberland  moss-trooper,  who,  like  a true  borderer, 
as  was  afterward  found  out,  slept  half  the  day,  and 
plundered  the  squire  every  night.  This  tall  over- 
seer took  the  field  as  commander  in  this  great  ruta 
baga  expedition,  to  the  great  mortification  of  old 
Caesar,  who  became  exceedingly  restive,  and  made 
a point  of  mistaking  all  the  orders  of  the  com- 
mander-in-chief, who,  to  confess  the  truth,  spoke  a 
language,  which,  like  Berwick-upon-Tweed,  seem- 
ed to  belong  neither  to  England  or  Scotland,  though 
something  between  both. 

Now  began  the  ploughing  crosswise,  this  way 
and  every  way.  To  this  succeeded  the  dividing 
of  the  fields  into  rows  of  equal  distances,  and  with 
all  the  precision  used  in  measuring  a degree  of 
longitude,  at  a given  distance  from  the  poles. 
Afterward  came  the  seeding,  the  transplanting, 
the  system  of  evaporating,  and  various  other  mat- 
ters, which  I cannot  particularize,  not  being  a gen- 
tleman farmer.  Finally,  the  ruta  baga  did,  how- 
ever, as  in  duty  bound,  grow  to  a size  of  great 
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dignity.  The  different  fields  produced  a most  lux- 
uriant crop,  and  it  was  well  they  did,  for  there  was 
nothing  else  to  live  on  but  ruta  baga.  The  squire 
had  given  up  raising  potatoes,  having  lately  been 
convinced  that  they  contained  little  or  no  nourish- 
ment. Wheat  and  corn  were  also  in  disgrace  with 
him,  ever  since  Sir  Humphrey  Davy  proved  that 
an  acre  of  ruta  baga  would  produce  twice  the 
nourishment  which  could  be  derived  from  an  acre 
of  either  of  the  former.  In  short,  the  whole  estab- 
lishment, servants,  cattle,  and  swine,  were  con- 
demned to  a ruta  baga  regimen,  and  the  conse- 
quence was,  that  the  milk  and  butter  came  to  taste 
very  much  of  that  unparalleled  vegetable.  This  I 
mention  as  a curious  fact,  worthy  the  attention  of 
all  my  country  readers  who  keep  a dairy,  and  who 
perchance  may  have  been  led  astray  from  the  cul- 
tivation of  those  rich  and  waving  fields  of  wheat 
and  corn,  that  whilom  were  the  pride  of  the  farmer 
and  the  source  of  his  prosperity. 

It  was  about  this  time,  if  I remember  right,  that 
Will  Wizard  happened  to  mention  the  immense 
crops  of  Kouw-leang,  or  millet,  produced  from  an 
acre  of  ground,  by  a peculiar  mode  of  cultivation 
practised  among  the  Chinese,  on  the  great  river 
Peiho.  My  estimable  cousin  happens  to  be  one 
of  that  numerous  class  of  people  who  are  smitten 
with  every  kind  of  novelty,  especially  if  it  comes 
from  abroad.  It  is  his  settled  opinion  that  an  im- 
ported plan,  an  imported  book,  or  an  imported  seed, 
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is  worth  half  a dozen  of  domestic  origin,  no  matter 
whether  or  not  they  are  suitable  to  the  country  or 
the  climate.  He  acts  upon  the  principle  that  na- 
ture has  been  guilty  of  innumerable  blunders,  in 
neglecting  almost  entirely  to  accommodate  the  dif- 
ferent soils  and  climates  of  the  world  with  suitable 
productions  ; an  omission  which  can  only  be  rem- 
edied by  the  exertions  of  patriotic  societies  and  in- 
dividuals. 

Conformabty  with  this  system  of  reasoning  and 
acting,  the  squire  fell  in  love  with  the  Kouw-leang, 
to  the  total  neglect  and  abandonment  of  the  rata 
baga,  and  is  now  assiduously  employed  in  that 
hopeful  project  under  the  particular  superintend- 
ence of  Will.  As  usual,  every  thing  else  is  neg- 
lected for  this  new  whim-wham,  which,  I sup- 
pose, will  end  in  the  total  failure  of  Christopher’s 
sanguine  expectations.  Indeed,  I sometimes  fear 
my  worthy  cousin  will  go  near  to  ruin  himself, 
before  he  makes  the  discovery  that  every  country 
has  its  peculiar  modes  of  cultivation,  and  its  pecu- 
liar productions,  best  suited  to  its  situation — that 
these  will  necessarily  change  whenever  they  cease 
to  be  applicable  to  the  actual  state  of  things — and 
that  a system  of  rural  economy,  adapted  to  a country 
where  land  is  dear  and  labour  cheap,  is  not  exactly 
calculated  for  one  where  labourers  are  scarce  and 
land  abundant. 

Having  already  extended  this  article  beyond  the 
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patience  of  most  fashionable  readers,  I must  re- 
serve a sketch  of  the  other  members  of  the  Cock- 
loft family  to  some  future  opportunity. 


THE  FASHIONABLE  DINNER. 

The  other  day  I received  an  invitation  from  my 
worthy  friend,  Mr.  Tubman,  to  dine  with  him.  As 
the  card  was  dated  ten  days  beforehand,  and  five 
o’clock  the  hour  appointed,  I concluded  it  was 
some  extraordinary  occasion,  and  dressed  accord- 
ingly. On  entering  the  drawing-room,  with  that 
punctuality  which  I consider  a great  virtue  in  these 
cases,  my  old  friend  took  care  to  let  me  know,  in  a 
confidential  whisper,  that  the  dinner  was  given  to 
a titled  foreigner  of  great  distinction,  who  had 
brought  him  a letter  of  introduction  from  a particu- 
lar friend,  high  in  office  at  the  seat  of  government. 
Our  entertainer  and  his  lady  seemed  puffed  up 
with  more  than  ordinary  consequence,  and,  by  pas- 
sing in  and  out  of  the  room  every  five  minutes, 
with  faces  of  busy  importance,  convinced  the  com- 
pany they  were  put  to  great  inconvenience  to  enter- 
tain them.  The  dining-room  being  on  the  same 
floor  with  the  drawing-room,  and  separated  only  by 
a large  folding  door,  we  occasionally  detected  the 
lady,  like  old  Hardcastle,  drilling  the  servants  into 
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proper  discipline  for  this  extraordinary  occasion, 
and  not  unfrequently  getting  out  of  patience,  and 
scolding  them  roundly.  All  this,  as  may  be  sup- 
posed, destroyed  every  idea  of  social  enjoyment  on 
the  part  of  the  guests,  who  gave  so  much  trouble, 
and,  accordingly,  we  all  sat  in  rueful  solemnity,  like 
people  at  a funeral,  waiting  the  appearance  of  the 
venerable  sexton  to  announce  the  moving  of  the 
procession. 

The  principal  guest  arrived  about  half  past  five, 
and  was  received  with  such  cumbrous,  illplaced 
welcome,  as  I could  easily  perceive  laid  him  under 
considerable  embarrassment,  although  a perfect  man 
of  the  world.  Indeed,  I have  often  had  occasion 
to  observe  that  nothing,  not  even  laughter,  is  more 
catching  than  awkwardness,  and  have  more  than 
once  seen  the  best  bred  man  in  the  world  entirely 
thrown  out,  by  the  clumsy  attempts  of  his  enter- 
tainers to  be  insufferably  polite.  After  this  recep- 
tion, my  worthy  friend  rubbed  his  hands  and  began 
to  lament  his  embarrassments  of  trade,  the  stagna- 
tion of  business,  and  the  scarcity  of  money ; not 
that  he,  for  his  particular  part,  cared  about  these 
things  for  himself,  being  quite  out  of  business,  and 
entirely  above  such  matters.  Mrs.  Tubman  also 
put  in  a word  now  and  then,  and  approved  herself 
almost  as  great  an  adept  in  commercial  matters  as 
her  husband.  She  entertained  his  lordship  with 
various  interesting  stories  of  people  that  had  grown 
immensely  rich  by  a fortunate  hit,  and  pointed  out 
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several  excellent  speculations  to  his  notice.  It 
was  not  a little  amusing  to  contrast  the  self-satis- 
fied and  consequential  air  of  the  excellent  Tub- 
man,  with  the  restrained  look  and  embarrassed 
civility  of  his  distinguished  guest,  who  seemed 
equally  inclined  to  be  ashamed  of  himself,  and  to 
laugh  at  his  host. 

At  half  past  six,  it  being  then  candle-light,  we' 
were  informed  that  dinner  was  on  the  table,  and 
much  polite  embarrassment  arose  on  the  score  of 
precedency  ; for  I have  observed,  during  my  recess 
in  the  country,  this  has  become  a matter  of  very 
considerable  consequence.  I have  more  than  once 
caught  a lady  making  most  extraordinary  exertions 
to  gain  a seat  near  the  head  of  a public  supper- 
table,  within  speaking  distance  of  a foreign  minis- 
ter’s lady.  From  the  zeal  with  which  these  affairs 
are  contested,  even  among  us  sturdy  republicans* 
it  would  seem  all  personal  consequence,  as  well  as 
intrinsic  dignity  of  character,  was  dependant,  not 
on  ourselves,  but  on  the  notice  or  the  proximity  of 
those  in  more  elevated  stations. 

But  Mrs.  Tubman,  whom  I have  often  seen  per- 
forming the  most  Amazonian  feats  to  gain  an  hon- 
ourable seat  at  city  assembly  suppers,  being  re- 
solved to  do  the  genteel  thing,  and  establish  an 
incontestable  claim  to  good  breeding,  insisted  on 
entering  the  dining-room  with  her  husband  in  the 
rear  of  the  procession.  By  this  well-bred  arrange- 
ment, it  became  difficult  to  distinguish  the  head 
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from  the  foot  of  the  table,  and,  as  might  be  ex- 
pected, much  confusion  took  place  in  the  arrange- 
ment of  the  guests,  as  the  distinguished  foreigner 
was  of  course  entitled  to  a seat  on  the  right  hand 
of  the  lady.  My  good  friend,  Mr.  Tubman,  how- 
ever, being,  as  it  would  seem,  determined  not  to 
be  outdone  in  good  breeding  by  his  wife,  most 
heroically  insisted  upon  his  taking  the  head  of  the 
table,  and  cutting  up  a saddle  of  venison,  for  the 
gratification  of  the  company,  not  one  of  whom  had 
ever  the  happiness  of  seeing  a person  of  his  rank 
perform  that  feat.  This  affair  being  at  length  hap- 
pily adjusted,  we  were  permitted  to  eat,  but  not  in 
peace.  Such,  however,  was  the  superior  excel- 
lence of  the  dinner  and  wines,  and  such  the  mag- 
nificence of  his  table,  that  I confess  to  my  readers, 
for  some  time,  I verily  believe,  the  company  forgot 
all  the  defects  of  our  host’s  breeding.  For  my 
part,  I freely  declare,  that,  as  I contemplated  Mrs. 
Tubman  through  the  classic  figures  and  bouquets 
of  flowers  that  ornamented  a superb  silver  plateau, 
reaching  almost  from  one  end  of  the  table  to  the 
other,  I mistook  her  for  a perfectly  well-bred  lady, 
and  came  near  forgetting  entirely,  that  not  fine 
feathers,  but  fine  manners,  make  fine  birds.  The 
delusion  seemed  likewise  to  extend  to  the  principal 
guest,  who  was  indeed  a perfectly  well-bred  man, 
and  seemed  gradually  to  incline  to  a degree  of 
pleasantry  befitting  the  occasion. 

Our  worthy  entertainers,  however,  soon  took 


SALMAGUNDI. 


181 


especial  care  to  convince  us  all  that  we  were  mor- 
tal. If  any  of  the  company,  and  especially  his 
lordship,  happened  to  ask  for  a piece  of  bread, 
Tubman  would  forthwith  hitch  himself  suddenly 
round,  and  vociferate,  “Tom,  don’t  you  hear,  my 
lord  wants  apiece  of  bread.”  If  he  asked  to  have 
his  plate  changed,  it  was  “ Zounds,  sir,  can’t  you 
see,  my  lord  wants  his  plate  changed.”  The  con- 
sequence was,  that  in  a little  time,  all  the  servants 
had  their  eyes  fixed  upon  his  lordship,  and  of  course 
nobody  else  received  the  least  attention.  This  in- 
creased the  good  Tubman’s  difficulties,  and  the 
confusion  of  his  domestics,  who,  in  proportion  as 
the  worthy  man’s  wrath  increased,  became  half 
wild  with  a desire  to  anticipate  our  wants.  I re- 
member my  plate  was  changed  four  times  before  I. 
had  an  opportunity  of  tasting  what  was  on  it,  and 
once  expressing  a wish  for  a glass  of  porter,  five 
or  six  were  presented  at  the  same  moment.  The 
good  Tubman  hereupon  actually  called  them  a 
pack  of  “ stupid  rascals,”  and  was  heard  to  swear 
audibly  on  several  occasions.  His  lordship  being 
a little  inclined  to  mischief,  set  the  example  of 
wanting  a vast  many  things,  and  this  being  follow- 
ed by  the  company,  who  fell  into  his  humour,  so 
many  wants  were  announced  at  the  same  time 
from  all  parts  of  the  table,  that  poor  Tubman  at 
length  got  into  a perfect  fever,' to  the  great  amuse- 
ment of  us  all.  It  was  “ zounds,  sir,  don’t  you 
see  his  lordship  wants  this and  “ you  stupid 
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blockhead,  don’t  you  hear  Dr.  Wormwood  ask  for 
that till  the  whole  exhibition  became  irresistibly 
ludicrous. 

The  dinner  being  over,  Mr.  Tubman  heaved  a 
long  and  heavy  sigh,  for  his  labours  were  now  at 
an  end,  and  Mrs.  Tubman  took  the  command  of 
the  dessert.  Now  came  the  cut  glass  of  countless 
price,  the  silver,  and  the  china,  freighted  with  all 
the  delicacies  of  nature  and  art.  But  some  ma- 
lignant planet  hung  that  day  over  the  destinies  of 
the  Tubmans.  The  servants  not  having  got  over 
the  flurry  of  the  dinner,  scarcely  placed  any  thing 
in  its  proper  place,  and  the  confusion  increased. 
The  lady,  to  do  her  justice,  conducted  herself  with 
much  more  breeding  than  her  husband,  and  kept  her 
temper  wonderfully.  At  first  she  merely  looked 
hard  at  these  incorrigible  offenders,  then  she  shook 
her  head,  and  then  her  finger  significantly.  Find- 
ing this  did  not  answer,  she  began  to  reprimand  in 
a sort  of  stage  whisper,  and  I could  occasionally 
distinguish  a variety  of  minute  directions,  and 
laconic  lectures,  aspirated  in  a lone  of  suppressed 
anguish,  dismay,  and  indignation,  most  happily 
blended. 

The  whole  household  seemed  now  in  most  irre- 
trievable confusion.  I particularly  noticed  a capital 
fellow,  who  had  been  promoted  from  the  stable, 
to  assist  on  this  trying  occasion.  Whether  it  was 
that  he  felt  rather  awkward  in  his  new  sendee,  or 
the  presence  of  a lord  overawed  him,  or  that  the 
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clouds  on  the  brow  of  his  mistress  dismayed  his 
understanding,  I cannot  say,  but  he  was  beyond  all 
question  the  Falstaff  of  waiters,  for  he  not  only 
waited  himself,  but  caused  others  to  wait  also. 
When  asked  for  any  thing  by  a person  on  the 
opposite  side  of  the  table,  he  made  a point  of  for- 
getting the  aforesaid  table,  and  running  full  against 
it  by  way  of  a short  cut.  But  this  was  nothing  to 
the  difficulty  which  occurred,  when  he  happened 
to  be  applied  to  by  two  persons  at  a time,  for  two 
different  things.  This,  together  with  Tubman’s 
threatening  gestures,  and  Mrs.  Tubman’s  threaten- 
ing aspect,  generally  completed  the  wreck  of  his 
understanding,  and  he  would  stand  stock  still,  with 
mouth  awfully  dilated  into  an  immeasurable  stare 
of  astonishment  and  dismay.  Mrs.  Tubman  finally 
fanned  herself  into  a fume,  and  Mr.  Tubman’s 
spirits  seemed  quite  departed  from  him,  when  about 
half  past  eight,  the  ambassador’s  carriage  arrived, 
and  the  company  separated,  exceedingly  overpow- 
ered with  their  entertainment. 

I have  not  introduced  this  sketch  with  a design 
to  throw  ridicule  on  that  numerous  and  respectable 
class  of  people,  who  have  become  rich  by  the  ex- 
ercise of  the  two  great  national  virtues,  industry 
and  economy.  If  I were  called  upon  to  decide 
between  the  intrinsic  worth  of  these  sterling  habits, 
and  the  mere  artificial  tinsel  of  fashionable  man- 
ners and  fashionable  style,  I should  not  hesitate  a 
moment  in  preferring  the  former.  These  furnish 
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the  basis  of  almost  all  that  maintains  the  pros- 
perity of  a nation  ; while  the  latter  constitute  the 
mere  shallow  support  of  a vain  and  frivolous  affec- 
tation of  superiority.  It  is  proper,  too,  that  people 
should  alter  their  modes  of  life,  and  increase  their 
expenditures,  as  they  grow  rich.  Ambition  is 
moreover  a legitimate  offspring  of  wealth,  and  it 
is  extremely  natural  that  people,  who  have  elevated 
themselves  above  their  early  associates  in  their 
style  of  living,  should  aspire  to  the  company  of 
those  whom  they  have  been  long  accustomed  to 
consider  their  superiors. 

But  still,  things  that  are  perfectly  natural,  may 
not  always  be  strictly  proper.  Though  I am  too 
much  of  a republican  to  tolerate  even  the  most 
remote  approaches  towards  a distinction  of  ranks, 
still  I must  insist  that  there  are  certain  distinctions* 
founded  in  the  immutable  principles  of  reason,  and 
which  may  and  ought  to  subsist  in  all  countries 
claiming  an  association  with  the  civilized  world. 
These  distinctions  do  not  extend  to  exclusive  po- 
litical rights,  nor  have  they  the  least  connexion 
with  the  adventitious  circumstances  of  birth  or  sta- 
tion. In  the  eye  of  the  law,  of  the  public  authori- 
ties, and  in  the  participation  of  political  rights,  let 
all  men  be  equal — but  not  in  the  drawing-rooms,  or 
the  assemblages  of  well-bred  people.  A man  may 
go  to  the  polls,  and  exercise  his  right  of  suffrage  in 
a red  flannel  waistcoat  and  tow  linen  trousers  if  he 
will ; but  I must  beg  leave  to  demur  to  his  entering 
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a drawing-room  in  the  same  costume.  Repub- 
licanism is  not  necessarily  either  low-bred  or 
vulgar ; there  is  a genteel  republicanism,  quite 
compatible  with  all  the  salutary  distinctions  neces- 
sary to  keep  up  that  refinement  of  manners,  so 
essential  to  purity  of  morals  ; and  those  who,  under 
pretence  of  standing  up  for  equal  rights,  disdain  to 
dress  even  with  cleanliness  at  a lady’s  drawing- 
room, are  no  more  republicans  on  that  account, 
than  the  Adamites  are  Christians  for  bidding  de- 
fiance to  decency,  and  going  entirely  naked.  It 
appears  to  me  that  society  has  suffered  very  con- 
siderably from  this  unnatural  association  of  the 
rights  of  the  people  with  the  privileges  of  draw- 
ing-rooms, and  that  it  is  high  time  for  us  to  begin 
to  distinguish  between  what  is  essential  to  political 
freedom,  and  what  has  no  connexion  with  it  what- 
ever. 

The  objects  of  social  and  polite  intercourse  are, 
if  I rightly  estimate  them,  either  pleasure  or  im- 
provement. For  the  former  purpose  it  seems 
necessary  that  the  parties  to  this  social  compact 
should  be  nearly  on  a par,  as  respects  those  refine- 
ments considered  essential  in  well-bred  people. 
For  the  purposes  of  the  latter,  it  seems  no  less 
necessary,  that  those  who  come  to  receive  instruc- 
tion, should  be  sufficiently  at  their  ease  to  attend 
to  their  instructors.  If  these  positions  arc  correct, 
it  follows  that  there  is  neither  reason  or  propriety 
in  the  association  of  the  ignorant  and  low-bred, 
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with  the  polite  and  well  educated,  at  least  in  draw- 
ing-rooms, since  neither  pleasure  or  improvement 
will  probably  be  derived  from  this  ill-sorted  con- 
nexion. The  line  which  separates  them  at  this 
precise  point  is  founded  in  reason  and  utility,  and 
has  no  more  connexion  with  an  aristocracy,  than 
superior  talents  or  accomplishments  make  an  aris- 
tocrat. 

The  moment  a man  or  a woman  of  good  char- 
acter becomes  properly  qualified  in  manners  or 
accomplishments  to  give  or  to  receive  pleasure,  in 
what  is  called  good  society,  I am  for  admitting 
them  without  the  least  hesitation,  and  not  before. 
Political  freedom  has  little  to  do  in  domestic  ar- 
rangements, and  the  sticklers  for  this  species  of 
equality  seem  to  forget  that  they  tacitly  acknowl- 
edge their  sense  of  inferiority,  when  they  submit 
to  neglect,  if  not  to  downright  rudeness,  in  order 
to  maintain  a mortifying  intercourse  with  those 
whom  they  affirm  to  be  only  their  equals.  If  there 
is  this  perfect  equality,  to  what  purpose  take  all 
this  trouble,  and  put  up  with  all  these  mortifica- 
tions ? Mr.  Tubman,  for  instance,  is  a very  worthy, 
useful,  rich,  and  well-meaning  man ; and  his  wife 
is  a very  respectable  woman  in  her  way.  She  is 
very  well  among  those  who  have  been  brought  up 
with  a similar  neglect  of  the  Muses  and  the  Graces, 
and  would  be  looked  up  to  by  them  all,  were  she 
content  to  be  their  leader.  Nay,  this  worthy 
couple  might  venture  occasionally  upon  a ball, 
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where  the  lady  has  nothing  to  do  but  make  curte- 
sies, and  the  gentleman  may  play  at  whist.  But 
they  had  better  eschew  great  dinners  to  foreigners 
of  distinction.  A great  dinner  is  an  ordeal  which 
only  the  very  best  bred  people,  schooled  by  early 
habit,  can  go  through  with  honour  to  themselves 
and  pleasure  to  their  guests. 


FROM  OUR  NEW-ENGLAND  CORRESPONDENT. 

Painful  her  duties  were  : — 

To  sooth  the  cureless  pinings  of  old  age  ; 

To  minister  to  worn-out  mind  and  body, 

And  be  repaid  with  querulous  complaint, 

Instead  of  thanks  and  blessings — 

Yet  she  perform’d  them — and  that  so  smilingly  ! 

The  duties  to  be  performed,  the  privations  to  be 
endured,  and  the  heart-wringings  to  be  suffered, 
are  nearly  the  same  in  every  situation  of  life. 
Providence,  in  the  general  distribution  of  happiness, 
or  rather  misery — for  happiness  is  only  the  dream 
of  inexperience — has  not  exempted  any  reasoning 
being  from  the  intrusion  of  that  familiar  and  ma- 
lignant spirit  which  haunts  us  wherever  we  go, 
meets  us  at  “ Philippi”  and  everywhere  else,  and, 
not  content  with  poisoning  our  waking  moments, 
often  in  the  silence  of  midnight  draws  the  curtains 
of  the  wearied  sleeper,  whispering  in  his  ear  tales 
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of  horror,  from  which  he  only  escapes  to  the  per 
ception  of  real,  substantia]  misery.  The  writers 
of  tales  of  imagination  have  idly  pictured  the  rural 
fields,  the  recesses  of  lofty  mountains,  and  the 
banks  of  crystal  streams,  that  murmur  and  mean- 
der through  verdant  vales  and  whispering  forests, 
as  the  abodes  of  a race  of  beings  exempt  from  the 
common  miseries  of  human  nature,  and  leading  a 
life  of  innocent  repose,  unknown  and  unimagined 
by  the  inhabitants  of  towns  and  cities. 

But  it  is  not  so.  There  are  guilt  and  transgres- 
sion everywhere ; and  wherever  these  are,  there 
must  be  suffering.  It  is  not  the  sweet  aspect  of 
nature,  her  smiles,  her  music,  or  her  silent  seduc- 
tions, that  can  sooth  the  bitterness  of  sorrow,  or 
soften  the  pang  of  remorse.  These  are  the  recrea- 
tions of  a mind  at  ease  ; but  the  loss  of  happiness 
robs  them  of  every  soothing  charm,  as  the  loss  of 
health  causes  us  to  turn  with  loathing  from  the 
food  we  were  accustomed  to  relish.  Providence  is 
not  unjust ; and  as  infinite  wisdom  knows  that  men 
cannot  choose  either  their  course  through  the 
world,  or  their  place  of  repose  when  the  active 
exertions  of  life  have  ended  in  the  fruition  or  dis- 
appointment of  hope,  so  has  infinite  goodness 
ordained,  that  whether  our  path  lead  through  the 
crowded  streets  or  the  rural  fields,  is  of  little  con- 
sequence, so  long  as  we  pursue  our  course  inno- 
cently and  usefully.  Let  not  the  inhabitant  of  the 
bustling  city,  while  he  complains  of  the  racket  of 


SALMAGUNDI. 


189 


the  noisy  scene,  the  rubs  and  contests  he  endures 
in  justling  with  his  fellows  in  the  eternal  round  of 
busy  selfishness,  imagine  that  it  is  only  to  retire  to 
the  enjoyment  of  quiet  and  repose  to  be  happy. 
Still  less  let  the  rural  tenant  of  some  unvisited 
recess,  while  the  listlessness  of  blank  vacuity 
hangs  upon  his  flagging  spirits,  robbing  imagina- 
tion of  its  wings,  and  hope  of  its  bright  beckoning 
beacon,  persuade  himself  that  the  amusements  or 
occupations  of  the  city  would  make  him  happy. 
Were  they  to  change  places,  the  one  would  but 
barter  the  feverish  agitations  of  hopes  and  fears, 
for  ennui  and  spleen  ; and  the  other  exchange  the 
occasional  want  of  excitement,  to  which  habit  had 
in  some  degree  reconciled  him,  for  a vexatious  and 
perpetual  bustle,  to  which  he  can  never  become 
reconciled. 

To  be  satisfied  with  the  spot  on  which  we  are 
placed — to  endeavour  to  make  ourselves  useful  in 
it — to  struggle  against  our  own  misfortunes,  and  to 
alleviate  those  of  our  kindred  and  neighbours,  is, 
after  all,  not  only  the  best,  but  the  easiest  mode  of 
passing  our  lives.  Everywhere  the  same  power 
of  fate,  which  is  but  a compound  of  accident  and 
mismanagement,  produces  examples  that  call  forth 
the  exercise  of  those  duties,  which  to  perform  as 
we  ought  is  the  surest  method  to  be  happy,  or 
rather  to  alleviate  our  own  sorrows.  The  exercise 
of  well-directed  and  well-sustained  duties  causes 
a sweet  complacency  to  settle  upon  the  soul,  and 
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wakes  a whispering  consciousness  of  well-doing, 
which,  without  making  it  proud,  enables  it  to  hope 
humbly.  Indeed,  the  sufferings  of  those  we  love 
are  not  more  alleviated  by  our  kindness,  than  our 
own  sympathies  for  them  are  sweetened  by  those 
watchful  cares,  those  hallowed  tendernesses,  which 
helplessness  demands  by  its  weakness,  and  repays 
with  smiling  thanks,  or  grateful  tears. 

Close  by  the  little  straggling  village  in  which 
I at  present  reside,  there  lives  an  old  man,  whose 
family  consists  of  a son  and  daughter,  both  grown 
up.  The  father  is  rather  of  the  richer  class  of 
farmers,  but  is  old  as  well  as  infirm,  and  about  four 
years  ago  was  smitten  with  a paralytic  stroke,  which 
was  followed  by  the  most  bitter  of  all  calamities  to 
the  friends  of  the  sufferer,  if  not  to  the  sufferer 
himself.  His  wholesome  faculties  fell  into  confu- 
sion, which  is  every  day  increasing.  He  often 
knows  not  what  he  wants,  and  what  is  yet  more 
affecting,  his  speech  has  become  so  embarrassed, 
that  it  is  extremely  difficult  to  understand  him. 
The  daughter  is  a plain,  intelligent  girl,  whose  edu- 
cation has  been  well  conducted,  and  whose  mind 
is  mellowed  and  refined  by  a good  deal  of  judicious 
reading.  The  son  has  been  brought  up  entirely 
on  the  farm,  and  is  not  only  stupid,  but,  I fear,  un- 
feeling. 

From  this  circumstance,  the  care  of  the  father 
falls  almost  entirely  upon  the  daughter.  But  even 
if  the  son  was  ever  so  kind-hearted,  it  is  not  to 
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man  that  man  himself  looks  for  that  soothing  sym- 
pathy, that  patient  watchfulness,  that  ever-during, 
untiring  kindness,  which  bears  up  against  all  the 
querulous  repinings,  capricious  wants,  and  ungrate- 
ful complainings  of  hopeless,  incurable  infirmity. 
The  intercourse  of  men  is  the  rivalry  of  interest  or 
ambition,  the  struggle  of  mind  with  mind,  the  igno- 
ble contest  of  cunning  and  inexperience.  But  in 
disappointment,  sickness,  and  sorrow,  when  his 
hopes  are  wrecked,  his  body  weakened,  his  heart 
broken,  and  his  mind  bereft  of  its  native  energy — 
then  it  is,  that  having  searched  the  world  around 
for  a resting-place,  and  found  it  all  one  waste  of 
troubled  waters,  he  turns  to  the  bosom  of  woman, 
like  the  dove  to  its  ark,  and  reposes  till  better  times, 
or  until  the  curtain  drops  for  ever. 

I sometimes,  particularly  on  a Sunday  afternoon, 
walk  out  to  the  farm,  where  I always  see  an  exam- 
ple that  does  me  more  good  than  a common  ser- 
mon. The  old  man  is  almost  past  participating  in 
the  pleasures  of  social  intercourse,  yet  he  seems 
pleased  with  the  visits  of  those  he  is  used  to  see, 
and  always  holds  out  his  hand  to  me  when  I come. 
But  his  wants  are  insatiable,  like  those  of  a froward 
child,  and  being  incapable  of  expressing  them  dis- 
tinctly, he  becomes  impatient  when  not  understood, 
and  frequently  accuses  his  poor  girl  of  wilfully 
neglecting  to  supply  them.  With  the  querulous 
spirit  natural  to  his  situation,  he  often  treats  her 
unkindly  at  the  moment  she  is  racking  her  imagin- 
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ation  to  find  out  what  he  means.  Sometimes  he 
weeps  with  infantine  weakness,  and  at  others  es- 
says, with  passionate  energy,  to  express  his  impa- 
tience at  being,  as  he  unjustly  supposes,  wilfully 
misunderstood. 

One  would  be  inclined,  from  a general  observa- 
tion of  human  life,  to  believe  that  here  was  a trial, 
which,  in  a little  while,  would  either  break  down 
the  mind,  or  harden  the  heart  to  insensibility.  But 
it  is  not  so  with  this  admirable  daughter.  Though 
her  long,  light  eyelashes  sometimes  glisten  with 
tears,  and  I have  more  than  once  seen  her  turn 
away  for  a moment  in  the  impatience  of  anguish, 
yet  never,  on  any  occasion,  could  I detect  her  in 
one  unkind  word  or  action,  towards  her  stricken 
parent.  On  the  contrary,  hundreds  of  times  have 
I watched,  with  sorrowing  admiration,  her  patient 
endurance — her  never-tiring  attempts  to  compre- 
hend his  wants,  by  naming  every  thing  she  could 
think  of,  and  her  admirable  temper  in  submitting 
to  unkindness,  when  she  deserved  gratitude.  Once, 
and  but  once,  I saw  her  overcome  for  a moment. 
After  trying  in  vain  all  the  methods  experience  had 
taught  her  to  discover  the  object  of  his  wishes,  the 
old  man  exclaimed,  in  his  broken  embarrassed  way, 
— “ You  won’t  understand  your  poor  old  father.” — 
“ Oh  ! father” — she  seemed  to  be  going  on  to  jus- 
tify herself  from  this  cruel  charge ; but  checking 
her  intention,  only  burst  into  tears.  He  looked  up 
at  her,  as  if  neither  wrondering  or  caring  what  was 
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the  matter,  and,  tired  with  fruitless  exertion,  simk 
back  in  his  chair,  and  went  to  sleep. 

Being  no  great  admirer  of  that  sensibility  which 
is  not  only  worthless,  but  mischievous,  when  it 
shrinks  from  its  duties,  or  performs  them  with  a 
grievous  countenance  indicative  of  the  pain  it  gives, 
I cannot  omit  to  notice  the  habit  of  cheerfulness 
preserved  by  this  exemplary  daughter  throughout 
this  lingering  trial.  Indeed,  I have  ever  observed, 
that  those  who  really  feel  most  deeply  the  misfor- 
tunes of  their  dear  friends  or  relatives,  uniformly 
try  to  bear  up  against  them,  and  exhibit  their  sym- 
pathy, not  in  the  helpless  indulgence  of  unceasing 
tears,  but  in  the  exercise  of  undeviating  kindness. 
They  not  only  sooth  by  their  attentions,  but  strength- 
en the  sufferer  by  chastened  and  becoming  cheer- 
fulness. It  never  enters  the  thoughts  of  those  who 
really  grieve,  that  it  is  possible  to  suspect  them  of 
a want  of  sensibility,  and  consequently  they  strug- 
gle, not  to  display,  but  to  hide  their  feelings. 

Thus,  notwithstanding  the  pitiable  situation  of 
the  father,  the  daughter  is  neither  gloomy  or  mel- 
ancholy. On  the  contrary,  there  is  an  indescriba- 
ble expression  of  something  so  like  sober  tranquil- 
lity, if  not  happiness,  in  her  plain  pale  countenance, 
something  so  clear  and  sunshiny  in  her  blue  eye, 
that  never  smiles,  but  is  always  promising  to  smile, 
that  one  forgets  she  is  burdened  with  so  many 
melancholy  duties.  She  enjoys,  when  her  charge 
is  quiet,  the  books  I sometimes  bring  her ; — she 
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attends  to  the  concerns  of  the  household,  where  all 
is  neat,  tasteful,  and  orderly ; and  her  chitchat  pos- 
sesses a vein  of  wholesome  cheerfulness,  that  be- 
speaks a mind  supported  by  some  inward  con- 
sciousness. Neither,  as  I am  told,  does  she  for- 
get the  common  offices  of  good-neighbourhood,  or 
that  social  intercourse  which  we  owe  to  all  worthy 
people  within  the  sphere  of  a rural  acquaintance. 
She  partakes  in  all  the  sober  enjoyments  of  a 
country  life — she  tastes  of  such  innocent  pleasures 
as  she  can  attain  without  neglecting  her  parent — 
and  all  that  charms  the  most  delicate  taste,  or  the 
most  refined  imagination,  in  the  earth  and  skies,  is 
to  her  a source  of  pure  delight ; for  she  walks  in- 
nocently and  usefully  on  the  one,  and  looks  towards 
the  other  as  to  a haven  of  blissful  repose. 

Let  none  of  the  sickly  tribe  of  sentimentalists 
accuse  my  little  heroine  of  insensibility,  because, 
like  a cunning  and  inspired  chymist,  she  extracts 
good  from  evil.  Her  smiles  are  the  offspring  of  a 
guiltless  heart,  and  her  cheerfulness  the  boon  of  a 
just  God,  who  saw  that  this  was  to  be  a world  of 
suffering,  and  mercifully  ordained  that,  to  alleviate 
the  miseries  of  others,  should  be  the  surest  way  to 
forget  our  own. 


SALMAGUNDI. 


196 


No.  VI.— SATURDAY,  OCTOBER  2,  1819. 


FROM  MY  ELBOW  CHAIR. 

That  man  is,  in  my  opinion,  truly  fortunate,  who, 
amid  the  frivolous  pursuits,  artificial  enjoyments, 
and  heartless  follies  which  allure  him  on  every  side, 
preserves  a taste  for  the  pure  and  simple  pleasures 
of  a country  life.  Whether  he  devotes  himself  to 
the  cultivation  of  those  productions  which  are  ne- 
cessary to  the  existence  of  his  fellow-creatures,  or 
amuses  his  leisure  hours  in  watching  the  progress 
of  his  flowers,  or  beautifying  the  little  world  where 
centre  all  his  enjoyments,  still  to  him  the  benefi- 
cent Creator  has  been  most  bountiful,  by  giving  a 
source  of  innocent  happiness,  awakened  by  the 
contemplation  of  rural  objects  everywhere  spread 
over  the  face  of  nature,  and  fed  by  the  purest  springs 
of  moral  and  intellectual  feeling. 

From  my  very  boyhood,  it  has  been  my  peculiar 
happiness  to  share  the  friendship  and  affection  of 
a worthy  gentleman,  whose  gentle  virtues  and  sin- 
gular turn  of  mind  will  furnish  me  with  a happy 
illustration  of  the  foregoing  observations.  He  in- 
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herited  from  nature  a mind  of  uncommon  strength, 
as  well  as  singular  benevolence  of  heart;  but  ow- 
ing to  various  circumstances,  to  his  living  much 
within  the  boundaries  of  his  own  territories,  and 
exercising  unlimited  authority  therein,  his  strength 
of  mind  and  goodness  of  disposition  have  branched 
out  into  various  peculiarities,  all  characteristic  of 
the  best  feelings,  however  whimsically  displayed. 

His  ancestors  were  among  the  first  Christian 
settlers  of  this  fair  and  fertile  isle,  and,  unlike  most 
of  their  worthy  contemporaries,  preserved  their  lands 
entire,  although  often  tempted  by  the  mighty  spec- 
ulators of  the  times  to  sell  them,  and  become  pau- 
pers in  the  third  generation.  My  old  friend  inher- 
ited the  whole,  free  from  bond,  note,  or  mortgage, 
and  has  retained  them  to  the  present  time ; when, 
in  consequence  of  the  near  approach  of  the  city, 
they  have  become  a valuable  estate.  I question, 
however,  whether  this  immense  increase  of  wealth 
makes  him  amends  for  the  vexations  the  inroad  of 
the  town  occasions  him.  Numerous  are  the  border 
wars,  the  watchings  and  inventions,  to  which  he  is 
obliged  to  resort,  in  order  to  protect  his  subjects 
from  the  raids  of  the  moss-troopers  of  Greenwich, 
the  Bowery,  and  Kip’s  Bay ; and  I have  great 
doubts  whether  any  of  the  renowned  commanders 
of  ancient  or  modern  times,  ever  devised  more  ex- 
cellent stratagems  to  circumvent  their  enemies. 
Truth  obliges  me  to  confess,  however,  that  notone 
of  them  ever  succeeded,  except  in  a single  instance, 
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where  he  caught  a fellow  in  his  fowl-house  by 
means  of  a contrivance  of  such  singular  excellence, 
that  in  going  to  secure  the  culprit,  my  old  friend 
was  himself  caught  in  the  same  trap.  Being  thus 
unintentionally  placed  in  bad  company,  he  made 
the  best  of  his  situation  by  entering  into  conversa- 
tion with  his  neighbour,  who  gave  such  an  affect- 
ing account  of  the  distresses  of  his  family,  that  the 
old  gentleman  became  an  accomplice  in  robbing 
his  own  henroost,  and  actually  bestowed  two  of 
his  fattest  pullets  upon  the  rogue.  He  denies  this 
story,  but  I give  the  reader  my  word  it  is  true. 

One  of  the  most  amusing  peculiarities  of  my  ex- 
cellent old  friend  is  an  extravagant  fondness  for  the 
whole  animal  creation.  His  old  mansion  is  a kind 
of  ark,  inhabited  by  almost  every  variety  of  the 
feathered  race,  from  the  voluble  and  various  mock- 
bird,  to  the  solemn  owl.  His  poultry-yard  also 
abounds  in  a vast  number  of  different  kinds  of  do- 
mestic animals  and  fowls,  all  of  which  he  cherishes 
with  a sort  of  parental  affection,  and  among  which 
he  administers  justice  with  the  sagacity  and  up- 
rightness of  a Marshall.  Such,  indeed,  is  the 
mildness,  yet  vigour  of  his  administration,  that  I 
have  often  looked  upon  him  in  the  light  of  a mighty 
potentate,  exercising  an  affectionate  and  patriarchal 
sway  over  his  numerous  and  partycoloured  sub- 
jects, and  have  more  than  once  been  tempted  to 
hold  him  up  as  an  example  to  the  present  race  of 
kings,  being  fully  persuaded,  that  the  same  equi- 
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table  system  of  legislation  exercised  over  the  hu- 
man race,  would  produce  a degree  of  happiness 
among  my  fellow-creatures,  to  which  they  are 
almost  everywhere  strangers.  It  is  quite  impossi- 
ble for  me  to  afford  myself  space  for  a full  devel- 
opment of  all  the  little  arts  of  state  policy  practised 
in  the  government  of  his  animal  kingdom.  The 
reader  must  be  content  with  a brief  account  of 
some  of  the  leading  features,  which  will,  however, 
be  amply  sufficient  to  show  the  excellence  of  his 
system. 

Like  all  wise  rulers,  his  great  object  is  to  pre- 
serve peace  and  union  among  his  subjects  at  home, 
and  guard  his  frontiers  from  the  incursions  of  ene- 
mies abroad.  Early  in  the  morning,  you  will  see 
him  walk  forth  like  one  of  the  patriarchs  of  olden 
time.  The  moment  he  appears,  his  subjects  come 
running  and  flying  in  every  direction  to  welcome 
his  approach,  and  give  the  merry  morning  saluta- 
tion. The  poultry  flutter  about  his  feet,  or  perch 
familiarly  upon  his  shoulder,  knowing  by  expe- 
rience the  good  monarch  will  not  harm  a feather  of 
their  speckled  wings.  The  pigeons  too,  of  which 
he  has  a great  variety,  fan-tails,  pouters,  tumblers, 
and  letter-carriers,  the  moment  they  see  him,  de- 
scend from  the  air,  or  from  the  roofs  of  the  out- 
buildings, hovering  and  fluttering  their  congratula- 
tions ; the  turkies  run  gobbling  towards  him,  the 
ducks  and  geese  come  waddling  up  with  toes 
turned  inward,  while  half  a dozen  dogs  of  various 
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generations,  but  all  of  one  family,  approach  wag- 
ging their  tails,  and  leaping  up  to  his  honest  old 
heart. 

All  this  is  pleasant  enough.  It  is  like  going 
about  among  the  people,  and  receiving  addresses 
of  congratulation,  such  as  grateful  hearts  bestow 
on  those  who  govern  wisely  and  justly.  But  it  is 
inconceivable  what  difficulties  my  old  friend  has 
to  encounter,  and  what  exertions  he  is  obliged  to 
make  to  keep  the  peace  among  his  motley  subjects, 
wrhen  he  administers  their  breakfast.  I remember 
at  one  time  there  was  a tall  boasting  gander,  of 
the  Chinese  breed,  who  occasioned  him  a vast 
deal  of  trouble  by  reason  of  his  quarrelsome,  over- 
bearing disposition,  which  kept  the  whole  kingdom 
in  a state  of  utter  confusion  and  ferment.  He  was 
at  length  decreed  a triangular  yoke,  which  not  only 
mortified  his  pride,  but  also  impeded  the  progress 
of  his  further  enormities.  On  another  occasion 
there  was  a lordly  turkey-cock,  whom  my  old  friend 
dubbed  the  noble  lord  in  the  red  riband,  and  who, 
like  a notable  bully,  stalked  over  the  common  peo- 
ple without  ceremony,  creating  great  confusion, 
and  sometimes  trampling  on  the  little  chickens. 
I shall  never  forget  the  exultation  of  the  old  gen- 
tleman when  a favourite  game  chicken  of  the  De- 
lancey  breed  attacked  the  bully  one  morning,  and 
gave  him  such  a sound  drubbing  that  he  always 
kept  the  peace  afterward.  The  gray-haired  mon- 
arch, like  another  Bonaparte,  immediately  erected 
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one  of  his  barnyards  into  an  independent  kingdom, 
which  he  decreed  to  this  valiant  champion,  together 
with  a seraglio  of  half  a dozen  of  his  plump  pul- 
lets. There  is  a wise-looking  owl,  which  has  been 
attached  to  the  court  of  the  old  gentleman  for  nearly 
twenty  years  past,  and  whom  he  calls  his  minister 
of  police.  His  functions  consist  in  the  particular 
superintendence  of  the  kingdom  at  night,  when  he 
prowls  about  like  a trusty  watchman,  detecting  the 
rats  and  weasels  in  their  depredations,  and  putting 
martial  law  in  force  against  them.  On  one  occa- 
sion, however,  he  was  caught  in  the  fact  of  eating 
a favourite  pup  spaniel,  and  in  consequence  of  this 
abuse  of  power,  was  for  some  time  confined  to  a 
hollow  apple-tree,  like  a disgraced  Spanish  minister 
in  the  tower  of  Segovia. 

One  fine  morning  last  spring  I walked  out  to 
pay  a visit  to  this  exemplary  monarch,  and  found 
him  in  one  of  his  best  humours.  He  shook  my 
hand  with  great  glee,  exclaiming  at  the  same  time, 
“ They  are  come — they  are  come  !”■ — “ What,  your 
grandsons  from  school?”  replied  I.  “No — no — 
the  martens — don’t  you  hear  the  little  rogues  twit- 
tering on  the  box  yonder  ?”  Honest,  pure  soul — 
thought  I — happy,  thrice  happy,  in  the  virtuous 
simplicity,  which  can  banquet  on  such  cheap  and 
innocent  gratifications  ! Just  then  a tumbler  pigeon 
flew  high  in  the  air,  and,  according  to  the  singular 
instinct  of  that  curious  bird,  poised  itself  for  a mo- 
ment, and  throwing  a somerset  backwards,  de- 
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scended  again  to  the  infinite  delight  of  the  monarch, 
who  talked  of  bestowing  a new  coop  on  the  occa- 
sion, and  rewarded  the  feat  with  a handful  of  grain, 
of  which  the  rest  of  his  courtiers,  according  to  cus- 
tom, managed  to  get  the  best  share.  I am  of  opin- 
ion that  my  friend  enjoyed  this  feat  with  much 
greater  zest,  than  if  he  had  seen  the  clown  at  the 
circus  exhibit  those  wonderful  evolutions,  which 
a discerning  public  rewarded,  not  long  since,  with 
a benefit  of  twelve  hundred  dollars. 

We  now  went  in  to  breakfast,  where  the  good 
man  entertained  me  with  a long  account  of  the 
wars  between  the  pigeons  and  martens,  the  guelphs 
and  ghibelines  of  his  commonwealth,  who  alter- 
nately turned  each  other  out  of  house  and  home. 
The  injuries  inflicted  on  the  swallows  by  the  mar- 
tens, were  also  another  fruitful  source  of  difficulty. 
“ Plague  take  them,”  said  he,  in  the  tone  of  a fond 
parent,  affecting  to  -find  fault  with  a favoured 
urchin  who  quarrels  with  his  school-fellows — • 
“ Plague  take  them.  I believe  they  would  master 
my  whole  territory,  if  it  were  not  for  a little  wren, 
who  is  a perfect  Bonaparte,  and  whom  I shall  be 
obliged  to  send  to  St.  Helena  if  he  don’t  keep  the 
peace.  There  is  no  telling  you  what  trouble  I 
have  with  these  three  conflicting  powers,  the 
pigeons,  the  martens,  and  the  little  wren,  who 
seems  a match  for  all  together.” 

When  breakfast  was  over,  after  examining  his 
aviary,  turning  the  eggs  of  his  canary-birds’-nests, 
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feeding  the  young  orphans,  for  whose  safely  a sort 
of  stronghold,  faced  with  wire,  is  constructed  at 
one  end  of  the  room,  and  playing  a few  tunes  on 
the  organ  for  their  instruction,  we  sallied  forth  to 
inspect  the  farmyard,  as  well  as  the  more  remote 
frontiers.  As  the  most  perfect  ruler  that  ever  ex- 
isted always  has  a secret  corner  of  his  heart  in 
which  is  cherished  some  weak  partiality,  that  every 
now  and  then  discloses  itself  in  an  undue  species 
of  favouritism,  so  am  I obliged  to  confess  that  I 
have  more  than  once  detected  the  old  gentleman  in 
this  grievous  fault.  His  pigeons  are  undoubtedly 
his  chiefest  courtiers,  and  it  is  in  respect  to  them 
that  the  cares  of  sovereignty  lie  heaviest  on  his 
mind.  These  birds  partake  more  of  the  foibles 
and  caprices  of  human  beings  than  any  others  of 
the  species,  and  the  old  gentleman  assured  me, 
with  much  gravity,  that  he  has  known  the  domes- 
tic happiness  of  a worthy  family  entirely  destroyed 
by  a neighbouring  rival  having  its  coop  repaired 
and  embellished.  This  occasioned  jealousies,  dis- 
contents, and  heart-burnings,  which  displayed  them- 
selves in  the  males’  fighting,  and  the  females’  scold- 
ing, whenever  they  met  each  other. 

He  moreover  complained  to  me,  that  very  often 
a young  rake-hell  of  a pouter  (the  dandies  of  the 
dovecot)  will  obstinately  refuse  to  unite  in  the 
bands  of  matrimony  with  a plump  heiress  he  has 
specially  selected,  and  in  spite  of  his  efforts,  perse- 
vere in  a course  of  wicked  debauchery,  to  the  utter 
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confounding  of  his  species  and  ruin  of  his  consti- 
tution. Every  day  the  behaviour  of  some  one  of 
these  unworthy  favourites  brings  my  worthy  friend 
into  fresh  trouble.  Sometimes  the  children  diso- 
bey their  parents,  by  venturing  out  into  the  temp- 
tations of  a bad  world  before  they  are  properly 
fledged,  and  falling  to  the  ground  a prey  to  cats,  * 
children,  and  other  arch  enemies  that  are  always 
on  the  watch  to  entrap  helpless  innocence.  At 
other  times,  he  is  put  to  his  wit’s  ends  in  attempt- 
ing to  reform  some  wicked  polygamist,  who,  in 
open  defiance  of  the  laws,  persists  in  taking  to 
himself  half  a dozen  wives,  and  as  many  concu- 
bines. In  a word,  it  is  my  opinion,  that  my  friend 
displays  more  of  the  policy  of  a wise  magistrate, 
more  of  the  uprightness  of  an  inflexible  judge,  and 
more  of  the  temper  of  a true  philosopher,  in  keep- 
ing peace  among  the  quarrelsome,  pacifying  the 
rebellious,  reforming  the  profligate,  providing  for 
the  orphans,  affiancing  the  widows,  and  chastising 
the  bachelors,  than  any  one  single  member  of  the 
holy  alliance,  or  indeed  all  of  them  together.  By 
this  excellent  mode  of  recreation,  he  not  only  pro- 
cures to  himself  a rich  and  abundant  source  of  hap- 
piness, but  exemplifies  at  the  same  time  as  com- 
plete a system  of  morals  and  laws,  as  ever  came 
from  the  brain  of  a Solon  or  a Lycurgus. 

I must  not  omit  to  mention,  before  I conclude 
this  paper,  that  the  old  gentleman,  by  a course  of 
experiments  upon  his  pigeons,  has  become  a com- 
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plete  convert  to  the  doctrines  of  the  great  Isaac 
Bickerstaff.  He  assures  me  that  he  can  produce 
at  pleasure  (that  is,  provided  they  will  only  follow 
his  directions)  pigeons  of  the  most  whimsical  and 
opposite  colours,  and  breed  a fan-tail  with  any 
given  number  of  feathers  in  his  tail,  not  exceeding 
thirty-eight,  which  is  the  ne  plus  ultra  of  nature’s 
efforts. 

After  exhibiting  to  me  a pair  of  choice  trumpeter 
pigeons,  he  exemplified  his  doctrine  by  a history 
of  their  birth  and  lineage. 

“ Not  six  months  ago,”  said  he,  “ I got  possession 
of  that  rare  and  beautiful  bird",” — pointing  to  the 
male — “but  being  the  only  one  of  its  kind  in  the 
country,  I was  quite  in  despair,  lest  I should  not 
be  able  to  increase  the  stock.  In  this  dilemma, 
how  do  you  think  I managed  matters  ? i’  faith,  I 
immediately  married  him  to  a beautiful  Capuchin 
lady , she  being  the  nearest  to  him  in  affinity.  The 
first  brood  was  doubtful ; the  second  gave  me  the 
liveliest  hopes;  and  the  third  promised  to  crown 
my  wishes,  had  it  not  been  for  a black  carrier , who 
sat  just  facing  her  during  the  sympathetic  period, 
and  turned  the  young  ones  at  least  ten  shades 
darker  than  the  mother.  The  fourth  experiment 
was  of  course  lost,  in  merely  restoring  the  natural 
colour  they  had  forfeited  by  the  preceding  one,  and 
in  the  prosecution  of  the  fifth,  I was  overtaken  by 
a great  misfortune.  A strutting  young  libertine  of 
a pouter  captivated  the  affections  of  the  lady,  who 
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consented  to  an  elopement.  All  the  consequences 
of  such  an  imprudent  step  naturally  followed.  But 
to  bring  the  affair  to  a conclusion,  the  sixth  genera- 
tion completely  rewarded  my  cares,  and  gave  me 
full  assurance  of  the  truth  of  my  theory.” 

So  saying,  we  continued  our  walks  over  the 
ample  domains  of  our  worthy  potentate.  The 
same  peculiar  humour  that  governs  the  economy 
of  his  farmyard  and  pigeon-house,  displays  itself 
in  his  system  of  gardening  and  husbandry.  He  is 
always  indulging  himself  in  curious  experiments 
in  grafting  and  planting,  and  is  a firm  believer  in 
the  fanciful  system  of  Darwin.  infinities  and  an- 
tipathies are  carefully  consulted  in  the  disposition 
of  his  plants  and  vines,  and  he  is  particularly  at- 
tentive in  preventing  all  kinds  of  vegetable  de- 
bauchery, by  planting  his  melons,  cucumbers,  &c. 
at  such  a distance  as  to  render  every  kind  of 
criminal  intercourse  quite  impossible.  With  a 
liberality  truly  admirable,  he  sows  an  acre  of  millet- 
seed  every  year,  by  way  of  voluntary  alms  to  the 
wild  birds  of  the  air,  who,  though  not  his  subjects, 
annually  resort  to  his  domains  in  flocks  that  veil 
the  clouds,  with  all  the  punctuality  of  pensioned 
courtiers  or  soup-house  paupers.  It  is  expected, 
however,  that  they  will  keep  terms,  and  refrain 
from  all  depredations  on  the  rest  of  the  kingdom, 
otherwise  they  may  be  pretty  certain  of  being 
shot,  with  a gun  at  least  twelve  feet  long,  which 
never  yet  failed  in  committing  great  slaughter. 
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After  traversing  many  well-cultivated  fields,  we 
at  length  ascended  a pretty  high  hill,  commanding 
an  extensive  and  variegated  prospect  of  smiling 
meadows  and  waving  woods,  putting  forth  their 
spring  verdure  in  gay  profusion.  The  scene  nat- 
urally called  up  agreeable  or  tender  associations, 
and  the  good  old  man  insensibly  glided  into  a train 
of  long  past  yet  happy  recollections.  Every  field 
was  pointed  out  as  the  theatre  of  some  frolicksome 
exploit  of  buxom  boyhood — here  he  had  caught  a 
mockbird,  which  sung  so  loud  that  his  mother  kept 
him  in  a dark  room  for  fear  of  disturbing  the 
children ; there  he  had  shot  a covey  of  quails,  and 
yonder,  said  he,  under  that  old  stump,  once  a 
spreading  oak,  I used  to  sit  of  an  evening,  with 
one  who  was  my  mistress  in  youth,  my  wife  in 
manhood,  my  staff  in  age,  and  who  is  now  an  angel 
in  Heaven. 

As  I walked  home  that  evening,  and  saw  the 
busy  crowds  of  the  city  panting  in  tides  and  eddies 
in  all  directions,  and  pursuing  pleasure,  through 
every  avenue  of  pain,  at  the  expense  of  ease  and 
comfort,  often  at  the  sacrifice  of  health,  fortune,  and 
fame,  the  simple  and  amiable  eccentricities  of  my 
old  friend  gradually  assumed  the  airs  of  sober 
wisdom ; and  I could  not  help  acknowledging  to 
myself,  that  he  was  not  only  the  happiest,  but  one 
of  the  most  rational  old  men  I had  ever  known. 
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“VROUWEN  DAGH.” 
woman’s  day. 

In  rummaging  the  other  day  among  some  of  the 
old  archives  of  the  Hall,  treating  concerning  the 
early  history  of  this  fair  and  excellent  city,  I came 
unexpectedly  upon  a singular  custom,  which  pre- 
vailed about  a century  and  a half  ago,  among  our 
worthy  ancestors.  It  is  recorded  that  on  Valen- 
tine’s day,  every  young  damsel  was  furnished  with 
a piece  of  rope  about  a yard  in  length,  with  which 
they  lurked  behind  the  corners  of  the  streets, 
waiting  the  appearance  of  the  young  fellows,  whom 
they  were  privileged  to  beat,  until  they  got  out  of 
the  way  by  running.  This  day  of  license  was 
called,  in  the  classical  language  of  our  early  times, 
Vrouwen  Dagh  ; and  it  was  held  a disgrace  for 
any  young  fellow  to  return  these  blows  with  any 
thing  but  a kiss,  during  the  period  of  license.  It 
is  recorded  that  a smart  blow  was  considered  a 
peculiar  proof  of  regard,  especially  if  it  left  a me- 
mento on  the  skin,  which  was  held  equivalent  to 
those  marks  by  which  country  people  designate 
sheep  and  cattle  as  their  own. 

This  custom  continued  to  prevail  until  about  the 
beginning  of  the  . seventeenth  century,  when,  as  the 
historian  relates,  the  married  women,  doubtless  in 
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consequence  of  the  unseemly  liberty  allowed  them 
when  single,  became  so  grievously  addicted  to 
arrant  scolding,  and  lectured  their  husbands  in 
such  a way,  that  a law  was  passed  empowering 
the  sheriff  to  erect,  a ducking-stool,  directly  in  front 
of  the  old  City  Hall,  for  the  purpose  of  restraining 
this  liberty  of  speech.  It  was,  however,  taken 
down  some  years  afterward,  being  found  unneces- 
sary in  consequence  of  the  wonderful  reformation 
of  the  sex  about  that  time,  which,  I am  happy  to 
say,  has  continued  ever  since. 

Reflecting  the  other  evening  on  these  and  other 
matters  connected  with  our  patriarchal  age,  I insen- 
sibly yielded  to  the  influence  of  the  dog-days,  and 
fell  asleep.  The  human  mind  may  be  likened  to 
a well-broken  steed,  whose  sprightly  gambols  are 
restrained  by  a habit  of  submission  to  his  rider,  but 
who,  the  moment  he  slips  his  rein,  bounds  over  the 
fences,  and  riots  in  forbidden  pastures.  So  with 
our  reason;  while  waking,  it  only  indulges  in  a 
few  occasional  curvettings  ; but  when  sleep  comes, 
and  steals  away  the  bridle,  placing  it  in  the  hands 
of  nimble  fancy,  we  disdain  the  limits  of  possibility, 
and  triumph  for  a while  over  time  and  space. 

I fancied  myself  all  at  once  standing  close  by 
the  ducking-stool,  erected  by  the  before-named 
sheriff,  in  front  of  the  old  City  Hall,  at  the  mo- 
ment the  worshipful  magistrate  was  adjudging  a 
number  of  cases  in  which  the  liberty  of  speech 
had  been  grossly  abused,  by  certain  married  ladies, 
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as  was  alleged.  The  first  offender,  I remember, 
was  a goodly-sized  dame,  of  some  fifty  years  old. 
She  wore  a little  cap,  partly  inclining  to  one  ear, 
and  carried  her  arms  a-kimbo,  as  if  in  defiance 
both  of  the  husband  and  magistrate.  She  was 
arraigned  on  the  complaint  of  a stout,  brawny, 
weather-beaten  gentleman,  wearing  a little  cocked 
hat,  ornamented  with  broad  copper  lace.  A 
short  pipe  was  stuck  in  the  button-hole  of  his 
waistcoat,  that  bore  some  vestiges  of  lace  also, 
and  it  was  remarked  that  the  circumstance  of  the 
pipe  indicated  great  wrath  in  the  owner,  as  this 
was  the  first  time  he  had  ever  been  seen  without 
carrying  it  in  his  mouth.  He  announced  himself 
as  the  renowned  Mynheer  Adrian  Block,  the  first 
navigator  that  ever  sailed  through  Hell  Gate,  an 
adventure  which  he  considered  as  nothing,  com- 
pared to  weathering  a matrimonial  gale  at  home. 
The  sheriff  having  found  out,  by  cross-questioning 
the  parties,  that  the  scolding  arose  entirely  from 
the  provoking  silence  of  the  skipper,  who  obsti- 
nately refused  to  quarrel  with  his  wife,  decreed 
that  this  was  some  little  excuse,  and  dismissed  her 
with  a caution.  Before  she  got  fairly  out  of  hear- 
ing, however,  she  attacked  Mynheer  Block  so 
vigorously,  that  the  magistrate  ordered  her  back, 
and  sentenced  her  to  a ducking. 

The  next  culprit  was  a brisk,  snub-nosed,  skinny 
little  dame,  with  peculiarly  sharp  black  eyes,  that 
boded  no  good.  Her  husband,  one  Wyngaard, 
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stated  that  he  kept  the  sign  of  Santa  Claas,  near 
the  comer  of  the  Cherry  Garden,  and  that  he 
was  doing  pretty  well,  till  his  wife  drove  away  all 
his  customers,  by  scolding  from  morning  to  night. 
The  little  woman  urged,  as  an  offset,  that  her  hus- 
band did  nothing  but  tipple  with  every  person  that 
came  into  the  house.  She  would  not  have  minded 
this  so  much  had  he  drunk  out  of  his  customers’ 
cup  ; but  the  gentleman,  forsooth,  must  treat  in  his 
turn,  by  means  of  which  he  was  bringing  them  to 
poverty,  and  the  only  method  she  could  think  of  to 
prevent  his  beggaring  herself  and  children,  was  to 
drive  people  away  as  soon  as  possible.  The 
sheriff  hereupon  decreed  Mynheer  Wyngaard  a 
sound  ducking  at  the  hands  of  his  wife,  whicli  was 
administered  to  the  great  content  of  Mrs.  Block, 
who  stood  shaking  her  feathers  like  an  old  hen  in 
a corner. 

A man  now  came  up,  leading  a fashionable  lady 
with  red  clocks  to  her  stockings,  and  little  square 
silver  buckles  to  her  shoes,  the  heels  whereof,  to 
the  best  of  my  recollection,  were  nearly  six  inches 
high.  From  these  indications  I judged  her  to  be 
a person  of  consequence,  especially  as  the  sheriff 
nodded  his  head  to  the  husband  as  he  came  up  to 
make  his  complaint.  The  lady  appeared  with 
such  an  air  of  modesty,  that  I confess  I felt  inter- 
ested in  her  favour ; but  it  being  satisfactorily  proved 
that  she  waked  her  husband  several  nights  in  suc- 
cession, only  to  lecture  him  for  snoring,  the  whole 
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assembly  murmured  her  condemnation,  and  the 
poor  lady  underwent  the  penalty  of  thus  interfe- 
ring with  the  unalienable  birthright  of  a genuine 
Dutchman. 

The  next  offender  was  brought  by  a person  car- 
rying a broken  pipe  in  his  hand.  He  announced 
himself  as  the  keeper  of  the  old  Ferry -house  in 
Broad-street,  to  which  highly  important  situation 
he  had  been  appointed,  as  his  worship  well  knew, 
for  his  unrivalled  skill  in  blowing  the  horn.  Though 
his  wife  was  reckoned  the  greatest  shrew  in  the 
whole  street,  he  had  managed  to  get  the  better  of 
her  by  blowing  his  horn  stoutly  whenever  she 
talked  too  loud,  until  that  very  morning,  when,  on 
taking  up  his  instrument  to  argue  with  her,  she  ac- 
tually knocked  his  pipe  out  of  his  mouth,  an  offence 
not  to  be  tolerated  in  a Christian  community.  The 
good  woman  denied  the  charge  with  unparalleled 
volubility,  but  the  broken  pipe  was  considered 
conclusive.  The  offence  being  enormous,  she  was 
sentenced  to  two  duckings. 

The  severity  of  this  infliction  created  a solemn 
pause,  and  seemed  to  have  a great  effect  on  the 
bystanders.  During  the  dead  silence,  a middle- 
aged  citizen,  of  a quiet,  inoffensive  physiognomy, 
came  forward  and  lodged  a grievous  complaint 
against  his  wife.  It  seems  she  was  an  heiress, 
having  brought  him,  as  a marriage  portion,  a cow, 
a feather-bed,  and  a black  silk  gown.  On  the 
strength  of  this  dowry  she  ran  into  every  kind  of 
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extravagance,  buying  two  gowns  a year,  and  chan- 
ging the  fashion  of  her  dress  every  four  or  five 
years,  to  the  great  scandal  of  the  neighbourhood, 
as  well  as  the  ruin  of  his  fortune.  Whenever  he 
refused  her  money  to  supply  these  enormous  ca- 
prices, she  always  threw  the  cow,  the  feather-bed, 
and  the  silk  gown  in  his  teeth,  so  that,  though  her 
fortune  was  gone  long  ago,  he  was  likely  never  to 
hear  the  last  of  it  while  he  lived.  The  popular 
feeling  seemed  very  strong  against  this  offender, 
and  every  one  pronounced  her  worthy  a ducking, 
which  was,  however,  remitted  on  the  score  of  her 
being  a great  heiress,  and  brought  up  like  a lady. 
The  magistrate  decided  that  she  should  be  shut 
up  a couple  of  days  with  the  lady  of  the  broken 
pipe,  who  appeared  so  discontented  with  the  al- 
leged partiality  of  the  sheriff,  that  it  was  shrewdly 
suspected  there  would  be  some  smart  sparring  be- 
tween them. 

The  next  case  was  a very  curious  one.  The 
person  complained  of  had,  it  seems,  lost  her 
speech  several  years  before,  by  some  accident  I 
don’t  recollect,  but  the  complainant  alleged  that, 
notwithstanding  this,  she  had  a most  emphatic  way 
of  making  herself  understood  by  a box  on  the  ear, 
or  some  equally  expressive  gesture.  The  sheriff 
having  neither  law-books  or  lawyers  to  decide  the 
question,  whether  a dumb  lady  could  possibly  come 
under  the  act,  seemed  inclined  to  dismiss  the  com- 
plaint, when  a person  who  had  just  drove  up  in  an 


SALMAGUNDI. 


213 


old  chair,  and  who,  I understood,  was  a famous 
physician,  begged  to  propose  a plan  of  settling  this 
difficult  question.  As  the  poor  woman  could  not 
enter  upon  her  own  defence,  it  seemed  rather  hard 
to  duck  her  on  the  charge  of  being  a shrew ; he 
therefore  suggested  her  being  ducked  by  way  of 
experiment,  as  he  had  known  instances  of  persons 
recovering  their  speech  by  the  sudden  shock  from 
cold  water.  Everybody  seeming  to  think  this  a 
capital  plan,  except  the  husband,  who  appeared 
rather  alarmed  concerning  the  event  of  the  experi- 
ment, it  was  accordingly  put  in  execution  with 
the  most  complete  success.  The  moment  the 
shock  had  passed,  the  patient  announced  her  re- 
covery by  a volley  which  caused  the  husband  to 
retreat  with  great  precipitation.  Being  apparently 
determined  to  make  herself  amends  for  lost  time, 
she  next  attacked  the  sheriff  with  such  vigour,  that 
the  worthy  magistrate  was  fain  to  break  up  the 
court,  and  dismiss  the  bystanders  rather  unceremo- 
niously. At  this  moment,  methought  she  cast  her 
eye  on  me  with  such  a peculiar  expression  of  hos- 
tility, that  I considered  my  time  as  having  actually 
come.  The  very  idea  of  the  approaching  storm 
caused  such  a trepidation,  that  I suddenly  awoke, 
and  mistook  Mrs.  Cockloft  for  the  dumb  lady,  so 
fully  was  I impressed  with  my  dream. 
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I was  agreeably  surprised  yesterday  at  receiving 
the  following  from  Anthony  Evergreen,  who  is 
just  returned  from  visiting  an  old  friend  residing 
in  a small  village,  at  any  distance  from  this  city 
the  reader  chooses. 

THE  COUNTRY  VILLAGE. 

Almost  every  country  village  has  a knot  of 
worthy  gossips,  male  and  female,  whose  special 
employment  consists  in  initiating  young  inexperi- 
enced people  into  a knowledge  of  the  value  of  a 
good  name,  by  robbing  them  of  it  as  early  as  pos- 
sible. It  may,  perhaps,  be  alleged  in  their  de- 
fence, that  they  do  this  with  the  very  best  inten- 
tions, and  from  a belief,  that  as  the  loss  of  fortune 
is  very  often  a great  advantage  to  a man,  by  putting 
him  upon  the  exertion  of  his  talents  for  a liveli- 
hood, so  the  loss  of  a good  name  may  become  a 
blessing  by  occasioning  the  most  extraordinary  dis- 
plays of  virtue  to  recover  it  again.  I myself  have 
seen  numerous  instances  of  the  great  benefits  re- 
sulting from  the  loss  of  character,  some  of  those 
who  had  sustained  this  fortunate  deprivation  hav- 
ing been  driven  to  the  most  unheard-of  exercises 
of  devotion  to  regain  the  good  opinion  of  society, 
and  others  getting  on  more  smoothly  than  ever  in 
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the  world,  merely  on  the  score  of  having  no  char- 
acter at  all.  No  one  expected  any  good  of  them — 
none  were  disappointed;  and  they  continued  to 
maintain  their  station  in  the  world,  simply  because 
it  was  impossible  to  fall  any  lower. 

However  this  may  be,  it  was  my  lot,  not  long 
since,  to  spend  a few  weeks  in  a beautiful  little  vil- 
lage, which  I would  describe,  were  it  not  that  it 
might  possibly  resemble  some  one  with  which  the 
reader  is  acquainted,  who  would  not  fail  to  accuse 
me  of  personal  allusions,  of  which  I am  perfectly 
unconscious.  All  I will  venture  to  say  is,  that  it 
lies  along  the  bank  of  a pleasant  stream,  and  such 
is  its  peaceful,  rural  aspect,  that  it  would  seem  to 
be  the  abode  of  ease,  quiet,  and  happiness.  The 
houses  bespeak  comfort  and  competency,  and  the 
whitening  spires  indicate  that  here  is  dispensed 
that  benevolent  religion,  which  teaches  us  to  love 
our  neighbours,  and  be  silent  where  we  cannot 
commend.  I never  see  such  a picture  without  in- 
dulging in  those  charming  visions  of  rural  happi- 
ness, which  not  even  the  lessons  of  a thousand  dis- 
appointments can  effectually  repress. 

I had  not  been  long  in  the  village  before  I re- 
ceived an  invitation  from  Mrs.  Rachel  Sindefy,  to 
drink  tea  with  some  of  her  friends.  On  showing 
the  note  to  the  friend  to  whom  I was  on  a visit,  he 
smiled  significantly ; congratulated  me  on  the  pros- 
pect of  speedily  becoming  a member  of  the  scan- 
dalous club,  and  declared  his  intention  of  going 
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with  me  to  take  care  of  my  morals.  Wheg  the 
evening  came,  we  accordingly  knocked  at  the  door 
of  Mrs.  Rachel  Sindefy,  and  were  ushered  into  a 
very  snug  parlour,  round  which  were  seated  a 
number  of  respectable  looking  ladies,  rather  be- 
yond the  middle  age  ; several  young  ones,  who 
were  undergoing  a preparatory  course  of  lectures ; 
and  some  half  a dozen  antiquated  beaux,  I took  to 
be  bachelors  on  the  score  of  their  excessive  gal- 
lantry to  the  ladies. 

For  some  minutes  after  our  entrance,  not  a word 
was  uttered ; several  of  the  ladies  sighed  very  au- 
dibly, and  one  of  them  ventured  to  take  a pinch  of 
snuff,  after  which  she  handed  the  box  to  her  next 
neighbour,  who  refused  it  with  a grave  shake  of 
the  head.  I hinted  to  my  friend,  it  seemed  likely 
to  turn  out  a Quaker  meeting.  “ Let  them  alone,” 
replied  he,  “ they  have’nt  started  their  game  yet — 
we  shall  hear  the  cry  anon.”  Sure  enough  ; the 
tea  things  and  the  servants  were  hardly  out  of  the 
room,  when  Mrs.  Rachel  Sindefy,  carefully  stro- 
king the  crumbs  from  her  lap,  turned  to  Mrs.  Ever- 
vine,  and  began  to  say  some  very  handsome  things 
of  one  Mrs.  Sellaway,  the  wife  of  a gentleman  who 
has  lately  built  a fine  house  in  the  village,  and  lives 
in  such  a splendid  style,  that  his  wife  is  very  much 
disliked  by  all  her  neighbours,  having  any  preten- 
sions to  cut  a figure  themselves. 

I never  was  fully  aware  of  tho  danger  of  being 
praised  until  now ; and  I take  this  opportunity  to 
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request  all  my  friends  to  refrain  from  this  danger- 
ous practice  in  future.  The  moment  Mrs.  Sindefy 
began  her  eulogium,  I observed  the  nose  and  chin 
of  Mrs.  Evervine  in  a violent  agitation,  that  put  me 
in  mind  of  a foaming  steed  champing  his  bit,  and 
longing  for  the  chase. — “ Listen,”  whispered  my 
friend,  “ we  shall  soon  have  an  explosion.”  Poor 
Mrs.  Sellaway  came  out  of  her  hands  a mere 
wreck.  “ She  was  a very  charming  woman— but  a 
little  too  free  in  her  manners — she  was  very  chari- 
table, but  then  she  was  so  extravagant ! She  was 
very  good-natured,  but  weak  people  were  generally 
so — -she  was  very  constant  at  church,  but  then  she 
always  had  something  new  to  show  off  on  Sunday 
— she  had  a vast  deal  of  taste,  and  her  house  was 
elegantly  furnished— but  it  was  a great  pity  she 
had  gone  to  such  an  expense,  when  she  must  have 
known  her  husband  could  not  afford  it.”  Here 
Mrs.  Evervine  stopped  for  a little  breath,  and  one 
of  the  gentlemen  very  significantly  observed  that 
Mr.  Sellaway  had  offered  to  sell  him  his  house  a 
great  bargain,  and,  for  his  part,  he  believed  “ there 
were  pressing  reasons  for  it.”  Hereupon  every- 
body became  very  sorry  for  Mrs.  Sellaway,  and 
began  to  pity  her  with  all  their  might,  for  being 
obliged  to  leave  such  a delightful  establishment. 

Mrs.  Teresa  Tidey,  on  hearing  this  last  observa- 
tion, declared  “ that  though  Mrs.  Sellaway’s  house 
was  so  elegantly  furnished,  somehow  or  other,  she 
didn’t  know  hardly  why,  for  her  part,  it  never 
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looked  genteel  to  her.  It  never  seemed  to  be  put 
to  rights,  nothing  looked  in  its  place — and  for  her 
part  she  could  safely  say,  you  might  always  write 
your  name  upon  the  sideboard  and  tables.  For 
her  part  she  was  no  admirer  of  fine  things,  not  she 
— she  liked  a neat  house,  for  her  part,  and  had  ten 
times  rather  see  a white  floor,  that  one  might  eat 
on,  than  a Brussels  carpet  with  an  inch  of  dirt  un- 
der it.” — “Well  spoken,”  whispered  my  friend; 
“ that  good  lady,  to  my  certain  knowledge,  caused 
the  death  of  two  servants.  One  of  them  died  of 
scrubbing  the  outside  steps  in  a snow-storm,  and 
the  other  rubbed  himself  to  death  against  a brass 
knocker,  at  the  street  door.” 

Having  despatched  Mrs.  Sellaway,  they  pro- 
ceeded to  the  dissection  of  various  characters,  and 
being  now  joined  by  the  beaux,  grew  at  length  so 
scurrilous  and  scandalous,  that  I was  several  times 
put  out  of  countenance  by  certain  innuendoes  of 
Mrs.  Sindefy,  who  observed  of  one  lady,  that  “ she 
was  on  her  last  legs,”  and  of  another,  that  “if  she 
was  not  married,  it  was  high  time  she  should  be.” 
I was  exceedingly  scandalized  at  seeing  persons 
of  my  own  sex  give  into  this  cowardly  practice 
of  wounding  the  female  character,  and  hereby  give 
them  fair  warning,  if  I ever  hear  of  their  amusing 
themselves  in  this  cruel  manner  again,  I will  in- 
troduce them  by  name  to  the  public,  particularly 
the  gentleman  in  the  snuff-coloured  coat,  who  told 
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the  story  of  the  young  couple  that  took  such  long 
walks  by  moonlight. 

The  club  being  now  entirely  occupied  with 
tearing  characters  to  pieces,  I took  the  opportunity 
to  inquire  the  history  of  some  of  these  mischievous 
people,  who,  partly  from  idleness,  and  partly  from 
illnature,  thus  amused  themselves  at  the  expense 
of  all  the  social  feelings  and  sweet  charities  of 
life.  The  information  I received  I will  give  to 
the  reader,  as  nearly  as  possible,  in  my  friend’s  own 
words. 

“ Mrs.  Rachel  Sindefy,  the  principal  member  of 
this  association,  formerly  belonged  to  a knot  of 
ladies,  that  spent  their  time  in  comparative  inno- 
cence. They  played  at  cards,  and  won  each 
other’s  money,  instead  of  ruining  reputations.  By 
this  means  they  managed  to  kill  their  evenings, 
until  a mischievous  wag  wrote  a lampoon,  which 
entirely  broke  up  the  club,  and  brought  about  a 
most  salutary  reform.  They  joined  a sort  of  sub- 
limated tabernacle  lately  set  up  in  the  village,  and 
now  spend  their  leisure  hours  in  scandalizing  their 
neighbours,  who  go  to  theatres,  and  are  guilty  of 
the  abomination  of  dancing  French  cotillons. 

“ Mrs.  Teresa  Tidey  is  a busy,  notable  dame  of 
fifty,  who,  after  turning  her  house  upside  down, 
which  she  calls  putting  it  to  rights,  and  making 
everybody  miserable  at  home,  generally  sallies  out 
to  see  whether  her  neighbours’  houses  are  in  good 
order.  The  moment  she  enters  a room,  you  will 
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observe  her  reconnoitring  every  hole  and  corner, 
and  her  little  gray  eyes  brighten  into  extraordinary 
brilliancy  at  the  sight  of  a spot  on  the  carpet,  dr  a 
spider-web  suspended  from  the  ceiling.  A dis- 
covery of  this  kind  puts  her  in  a good-humour  for 
the  rest  of  the  day  ; but  wo  to  her  household  if  she 
returns  home  without  this  gratification.  She  is 
reckoned  a very  good  sort  of  a woman,  but  I have 
observed  that  none  of  her  sei'vants  become  attached 
to  her,  and  that  her  husband  enjoys  himself  par- 
ticularly in  every  one’s  house  but  his  own. 

“ The  precise  lady  seated  next  her,  with  a dia- 
mond ring  on  her  finger,  and  dressed  in  gray  poplin, 
is  Miss  Amy  Flowerdew,  who  has  particular  claims 
to  detestation.  Possessing  a small  fortune,  just 
sufficient  to  place  her  above  the  necessity  of  em- 
ployment, and  having  no  relish  for  books,  she  was 
for  a long  time  at  a loss  for  amusement,  until  she 
luckily  discovered  the  secret  of  being  busy  at  the 
expense  of  other  people.  Without  ever  having 
actually  invented  a scandalous  story  herself,  she 
has  injured  more  reputations,  broken  off  more 
matches,  and  occasioned  more  quarrels  and  heart- 
burnings in  the  village,  than  the  whole  club  besides. 
Her  mode  is  peculiarly  ingenious,  and  worthy  of 
being  studied  by  every  candidate  for  the  honoura- 
ble distinction  of  a village  gossip.  She  generally 
calls  twice  or  three  times  a week  to  see  my  wife, 
and  though  we  had  almost  as  soon  see  a cloven 
foot  enter  our  doors,  it  is  impossible  not  to  he 
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amused  with  the  adroitness  of  her  manner  of  in- 
troducing a scandalous  anecdote.  It  is  a great  im- 
provement on  that  of  Mrs.  Candour.  ; 

“ ‘Heigh  ho — well,  Mrs.  Cosey — it  does  not  sig- 
nify, but  this  is  the  most  scandalous  place  in  the 
world — Heigh  ho — never  was  such  illnatured 
people — I was  just  now  at  Mrs.  Sindefy’s — dear 
me — I don’t  know,  for  my  part,  what  this  world  is 
coming  to,  not  I — some  people  are  too  scandalous 
to  live — that’s  my  opinion.  My  dear  Mrs.  Cosey, 
I don’t  believe  a word  of  it,  and  so  I told  Mrs. 
Sindefy — but  what  do  you  think  I heard  V In 
this  way  she  runs  on,  until  she  provokes  some  one 
to  inquire  what  all  this  relates  to  ; or,  if  she  fails 
in  this,  turns  to,  and  voluntarily  tells  the  story  on 
purpose  to  vindicate  the  innocent  objects  of  the 
calumny.  Such  is  the  sly,  insidious  way  in  which 
she  tells  the  tale,  and  her  admirable  dexterity  in 
mingling  truth  with  falsehood,  that  though  I don’t 
believe  any  thing  she  says  but  what  I know  to 
be  true,  I confess,  to  my  shame,  her  stories  have 
more  than  once  thrown  a shade  over  the  reputa- 
tion of  a worthy  family,  and  poisoned  my  mind 
with  doubts,  which,  though  I will  not  cherish,  I 
cannot  completely  discard. 

“ The  excessively  polite  gentleman  in  the  snuff- 
coloured  coat,  who  walks  on  tiptoe  for  fear  of  look- 
ing little,  is  a widower,  of  about  half  a century 
old ; but  being  on  the  alert  for  a young,  rich,  and 
beautiful  wife,  all  which  he  considers  his  extra- 
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ordinary  merits  entitle  him  to  expect,  he  does  not 
wish  to  be  thought  more  than  five-and-twenty.  If 
an  allusion  is  made  in  company,  where  he  happens 
to  be  present,  to  any  event  which  took  place  more 
than  a score  of  years  back,  the  poor  man  is  on 
thorns  lest  he  should  be  referred  to,  and  always 
retreats  precipitately,  recollecting  a forgotten  en- 
gagement of  great  consequence.  He  is  withal  the 
most  illnatured  being  in  the  world,  and  revenges 
his  numerous  disappointments  among  the  sex,  by 
abusing,  in  the  most  unmanly  manner,  every  lady 
who  is  insensible  to  his  merits,  and  every  gentle- 
man preferred  to  himself.  In  short,  my  dear 
Anthony,  were  I to  give  you  his  picture  in  detail, 
you  would  infallibly  pronounce  me  worthy  of 
being  a distinguished  member  of  the  association.” 
By  this  time  there  was  a bustle  for  hats  and 
cloaks,  and  the  club  shortly  separated,  to  meet  next 
evening  at  Mrs,  Evervine’s,  where  my  friend  and 
myself  were  invited.  For  my  part,  I was  resolved 
never  to  go  near  them  again,  being  fully  of  opinion 
that  it  is  better  to  pass  the  evening  at  cards,  at  the 
theatre,  or  even  the  tavern,  than  thus  to  banquet 
on  the  butchered  characters  of  those  with  whom 
we  are  every  day  shaking  hands,  and  exchanging 
the  courtesies  of  social  life.  We  are  continually 
hearing  or  seeing  frothy  declamations  about  the 
wretched,  debasing,  and  cruel  superstitions  of  vari- 
ous idolatrous  nations,  and  are  vehemently  urged 
for  daily  contributions  for  the  support  of  those 


SALMAGUNDI. 


223 


who  are  said  to  be  gradually  undermining  these 
bloody  rites.  Might  it  not  be  well  to  institute  a 
crusade  against  this  worst  species  of  human  sacri- 
fice, where  the  victim  is  not  indeed  crushed  under 
the  car  of  Juggernaut,  nor  offered  up  a voluntary 
burnt-offering  to  the  manes  of  a departed  husband ; 
but  where  she  is  subjected  to  cruel  and  lingering 
torments,  that  eat  into  the  very  soul,  and  poison  the 
long  moments  of  an  intolerable  existence  ? The 
cannibals  of  human  flesh  are  nothing  to  the  can- 
nibals of  human  reputation  ; nor  are  those  who 
offer  up  willing  victims  at  the  shrine  of  a mistaken 
faith,  half  so  mischievously  wicked  as  those  who 
drag  them  unwillingly  to  a more  painful  sacrifice. 

I must  not  omit  to  mention  that  the  pastor  of 
the  tabernacle  to  which  this  flock  belonged,  and 
who  missed  no  opportunity  of  declaiming  stoutly 
against  the  abominations  of  balls,  theatres,  and  fine 
clothes,  was  present  all  the  evening,  but  never 
once  attempted  to  give  the  conversation  a better 
turn.  If  he  ever  sees  this  paper,  I hope  he  will 
take  example  from  an  humble  itinerant  I remember 
to  have  met  with  some  years  ago.  This  useful 
person  had  but  one  sermon  to  his  back,  and  it  was 
against  scandal.  Instead  of  changing  his  discourse 
every  Sunday,  he  changed  his  audience ; and  by 
travelling  all  over  the  country,  managed  to  give 
everybody  an  excellent  lecture  on  a vice,  the  most 
common,  as  well  as  the  most  pernicious,  of  all 
others. 
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The  coincidence  of  the  following  letters  is  so 
singular,  and  the  practices  complained  of  by  the 
writers  so  ill-bred,  not  to  say  impertinent,  that 
I hasten  to  lay  them  before  the  only  tribunal 
that  can  correct  such  offences.  It  may  be  useful 
also  to  the  parties  concerned,  to  learn  what  they 
mutually  think  of  one  another. 

TO  MR.  LANGSTAFF. 

“ Sir, 

“ I am  a young  lady  of  considerable  fashion,  and 
having  nothing  particular  to  do  at  home,  amuse 
myself  in  walking  up  and  down  Broadway,  to  pass 
the  time,  which  I assure  you  often  hangs  so  heavily 
on  my  hands,  that  I sometimes  almost  wish  I was 
married.  Now  pray,  sir,  don’t  flatter  yourself  I 
want  you  to  help  me  to  a husband,  for  I can  help 
myself  when  I please,  any  day  in  the  week,  I 
thank  you. 

“ The  object  of  this  letter  is  quite  different. 
You  must  knowr,  I generally  pass  the  City  Hotel 
in  Broadway  about  a dozen  times  a day,  and  this  I 
used  to  do  without  the  least  pain  to  my  modesty, 
until  within  a few  days,  that  I have  been  much 
distressed  and  annoyed  by  the  behaviour  of  a 
young  gentleman  that  infests  the  south  front  door, 
where  it  seems  he  has  taken  up  his  permanent 
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abode.  He  generally  dresses  in  a blue  frock,  and 
has  very  pretty  red  cheeks,  which  makes  me  think 
he  don’t  belong  to  the  class  of  fashionable  youths 
about  town.  For  more  than  a week  past,  this 
young  man  contented  himself  with  staring  at  me 
so  intently  as  I passed  by,  that  it  very  naturally 
excited  my  curiosity,  and  I believe  I might  some- 
times have  looked  a little  hard  at  him  in  turn. 
There  was  certainly  no  great  harm  in  this,  but 
yesterday  afternoon  as  I was  passing  by,  he  had 
the  impudence  to  smile,  and  give  a familiar  nod, 
as  if  I were  an  old  acquaintance. 

“ Pray,  Mr.  LangstafF,  publish  this  letter,  that 
the  gentleman  may  know  from  me  his  familiarity 
is  disagreeable  ; and,  though  I did  sometimes  look 
hard  at  him,  it  was  nothing  but  downright  curi- 
osity. 

“ Your  constant  reader, 

“ Bellamira  Queasy.” 

TO  LAUNCELOT  LANGSTAFF,  ESQ. 

“ From  my  study,  south  door  of  the  City  Hotel , 
September  6th,  1819. 

“ Sir, 

“ I am  a young  fellow  of  an  easy  fortune,  and  a 
romantic  turn  of  mind,  travelling  to  see  the  world ; 
and  being  addicted  to  retirement,  have,  for  the 
present,  taken  up  my  stay  at  the  City  Hotel,  where 
I indulge  my  solitary  reflections  by  sitting  at  the 
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front  door,  and  abstracting  myself  from  the  busy 
scene. 

**  Here  I ponder  on  the  uncertainty  of  life,  the 
vanity  of  riches,  and  the  emptiness  of  those  pur- 
suits of  profit  or  of  pleasure,  which  give  life  and 
motion  to  the  bustling  crowd  that  flit  before  me, 
like  shadows  pursuing  shadows  still  more  unsub- 
stantial than  themselves.  However,  this  is  not  the 
object  of  my  addressing  you.  It  cannot  have  es- 
caped your  observation,  that  persons  accustomed  to 
deep  abstraction  and  intense  thought,  are  in  the 
habit  of  fixing  their  eyes  steadily  on  some  particu- 
lar object,  of  whose  presence  they  are  totally  un- 
conscious at  the  time.  Such  is  exactly  my  case. 
While  sitting  on  the  steps  of  the  hotel,  indulging 
myself  in  those  abstract  speculations  that  constitute 
the  charm  of  my  existence,  and  smoking  a cigar 
at  the  same  time  to  condense  my  thoughts,  I gen- 
erally fasten  my  eye  upon  the  different  faces,  as 
they  pass  in  succession,  until  it  becomes  fatiguing 
to  follow  them  any  farther.  I acknowledge  my  ap- 
titude, as  it  were,  instinctively  to  select  the  prettiest 
faces  on  these  occasions,  although  I hope  to  be 
believed  when  I assure  you,  I would  quite  as 
soon  gaze  on  the  face  of  a brass  knocker  as  on  the 
fairest  features  in  the  world. 

“ Of  late  my  abstract  speculations  have  been 
exceedingly  disturbed  by  a smart  young  lady, 
dressed  in  the  extreme  of  the  fashion,  who  trips 
by  my  hermitage  from  ten  to  fourteen  times  a day, 


SALMAGUNDI. 


227 


and  stares  me  in  the  face  as  if  I were  a looking- 
glass.  Indeed,  I give  you  my  honest  word,  she 
has  the  hardest  look  of  any  person  of  her  sex  I 
ever  saw,  for  she  has  made  me  blush  more  than 
twenty  times,  a thing  I have  not  done  before  since 
I left  Alma  Mater.  The  consequence  of  this  per- 
secution is,  that  I shall  be  shortly  obliged  to  change 
quarters,  unless  the  lady  beats  a parley,  or  takes 
to  walking  the  other  side  of  the  street. 

“ May  I beg  of  you,  my  good  sir,  to  publish  this 
letter,  for  the  benefit  of  all  the  frequenters  of  this 
favourite  place  of  study.  I will  thank  you,  also, 
to  give  me  your  opinion,  whether  a young  woman 
who  stares  a strange  young  fellow  full  in  the  face, 
without  blushing,  can  be  a modest  person,  unless 
she  is  very  much  in  love  with  him  ? 

“ I am,  sir,  your  obedient  servant, 

“ Anthony  Aircastle.” 

The  foregoing  letters  being  handed  over  to 
Evergreen,  he  gives  it  as  his  decided  opinion,  that 
the  steps  of  a great  hotel  in  a great  city,  where 
ladies  are  continually  passing  or  repassing,  is  no 
place  for  young  gentlemen  to  pursue  their  studies, 
or  indulge  in  sentimental  abstractions,  with  cigars 
in  their  mouths.  With  regard  to  the  query  at  the 
close  of  Mr.  Aircastle’s  letter,  Evergreen  is  in- 
clined to  think  that  no  young  woman  who  stares  a 
strange  young  fellow  full  in  the  face,  at  the  door 
of  a hotel,  can  lay  claim  to  any  particular  share  of 
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modesty,  unless  she  is  near-sighted,  or  has  fallen 
desperately  in  love  with  him  on  a sudden. 

TO  LAUNCELOT  LANGSTAFF,  ESQ. 

“ Sir, 

“ Being  a great  lover  of  music,  I am  seldom  ab- 
sent from  a public  concert,  where  I always  go 
early  to  get  a front  seat,  in  order  to  hear  more  dis- 
tinctly. In  this  situation  I am  regularly  forced 
either  to  appear  ill-bred,  or  give  up  my  seat  in  con- 
sequence of  a practice  among  under-bred  ladies, 
which  I think  it  is  quite  time  to  demur  to,  as  it 
has  become  a very  serious  grievance  to  people 
who  go  to  concerts  to  hear  the  music. 

“ The  custom  among  ladies  of  this  second  or 
third-rate  class  is  to  come  into  the  concert-room 
when  everybody  is  sealed  quietly,  and  the  music 
begun,  and,  instead  of  taking  the  vacant  seats  in  the 
rear,  to  elbow  their  way  towards  the  front.  Here 
they  remain  till  they  have  absolutely  looked  a suf- 
ficient number  of  gentlemen  from  their  seats,  and 
divided  them  from  their  party.  The  ladies  who 
have  taken  the  trouble  of  coming  in  season,  are 
thus  deprived  of  the  company  and  protection  of 
their  friends,  and,  at  the  same  time,  intruded  upon 
by  low-bred  strangers  they  never  saw  before.  I 
remember  one  night  making  up  a pleasant  little 
party  to  hear  Incledon,  and  being  happily  seated 
next  a lady  for  whom  I have  long  had  a tender 
feeling,  when  just  about  the  middle  of  the  first  act, 
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a party  of  these  under-bred  people  came  in,  and 
stared  at  such  a rate  at  me  and  my  friends,  that  I 
actually  could  stand  it  no  longer,  and  gave  up  a 
seat  I would  not  have  exchanged  for  a throne. 

“ I will  thank  you,  sir,  to  let  me  know  whether 
these  hard-looking  ladies  are  entitled  thus  to  dis- 
turb a whole  company  by  a game  at  moveall,  and 
whether,  in  your  opinion,  a gentleman  may  pretend 
not  to  see  them  without  forfeiting  his  claim  to  good 
manners  ? 

“Your  aggrieved  servant, 

“ Roger  Brickbat.” 

TO  LAUNCELOT  LANGSTAFF,  ESQ. 

“ Sir, 

“ I wish  with  all  my  heart,  you  excellent  old 
soul,  that  you  would  say  a word  or  two  about  a 
class  of  vulgar  young  fellows,  who  pretend  to  be 
quite  genteel  because  they  wear  corsets,  and  who 
go  to  concerts  to  exhibit  themselves  in  front  of  the 
orchestra,  and  just  between  the  audience  and  mu- 
sicians. Here  they  drag  themselves  backwards 
and  forwards  between  the  acts,  and,  during  the  mu- 
sic, stand  up  before  the  company  like  so  many 
wooden  statues. 

“ The  last  time  I was  at  a concert,  one  of  these 
liveoak  and  whalebone  gentlemen,  after  standing 
like  a post  directly  before  me  during  a whole  act, 
at  last  suddenly  whisked  himself  round,  flirted  the 
tail  of  his  coat  in  my  face,  and  then  lounged  off", 
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without  even  looking  round  to  see  who  Was  behind 
him.  Pray,  sir,  might  not  a lady  on  such  an  occa- 
sion be  allowed  to  stick  a pin  into  one  of  these  in- 
sensible blocks  by  way  of  experiment  ? 

“ Your  devoted  reader, 

“ Clarissa  Merrifield.” 

The  two  preceding  letters,  answered  both  in  the 
affirmative  by  Anthony  Evergreen. 
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No.  VII.— SATURDAY,  NOVEMBER  6,  1819. 


FROM  MY  ELBOW  CHAIR. 

I have  long  wished  to  introduce  to  my  readers 
a lady,  who  practises  a certain  art  so  much  like 
downright  witchcraft,  that  it  is  well  for  her  she  is 
neither  old  nor  ugly,  or  she  would  certainly  be  in 
danger  of  the  ordeal.  Hitherto  I have  been  deter- 
red by  the  fear  that  I may  be  accused  of  attempting 
to  impose  upon  the  public,  by  a revival  of  some  of 
those  stale  superstitions  which  the  good  sense  of 
my  countrymen  rejects  with  such  contempt  when 
applied  to  their  own  native  land.  There  are  some 
countries  particularly  appropriated  to  feats  of  magic 
and  supernatural  agency,  and  events  said  to  take 
place  in  these  fortunate  regions  are  received  with 
great  respect  by  persons,  who  would  reject  them 
with  sovereign  contempt  were  the  scene  laid  any- 
where else,  A story  of  second  sight,  or  witch- 
craft, is  nothing,  unless  the  venue  is  laid  in  the 
Highlands  of  Scotland,  or  some  one  of  the  western 
isles  ; and  as  to  poisons,  assassinations,  adulteries, 
monkish  villany,  and  sheeted  spectres,  one  might 
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tell  such  tales  from  morning  till  night  without 
alarming  a single  nursery,  or  disturbing  a winter 
fireside,  unless  they  were  Italianized,  and  the 
scene  laid  in  the  Appcnines,  in  an  old  ruined  castle. 

Discouraged  by  these  untoward  circumstances, 
that  lie  in  the  way  of  all  romantic  adventure,  and 
check  the  inventive  powei's  of  domestic  genius,  I 
have  delayed  until  now  the  introduction  of  a char- 
acter particularly  worthy  of  being  studied  by  the 
rest  of*her  sex ; nor  should  I have  gained  sufficient 
courage  to  do  it  now,  did  I not  flatter  myself  with 
being  able  to  explain  every  thing  without  resorting 
to  the  interposition  of  any  extraordinary  agency. 

When  I first  became  acquainted  with  this  singu- 
lar person,  she  tvas  a young  girl  of  about  seventeen 
or  eighteen,  just  entering  upon  the  experiment  of 
realizing  those  dreams  of  the  gay  and  beckoning 
world  which  occupy  the  waking  hours  of  youth. 
I remember  it  was  at  an  assembly  she  first  attracted 
my  attention,  though  I could  not  till  long  after- 
ward tell  exactly  why;  for  her  face,  though  suf- 
ficiently interesting,  was  not  such  a one  as  catches 
the  roving  eyes  of  a ball-room  connoisseur,  and  her 
figure  was  no  way  particularly  distinguished.  Still 
there  was  that  in  her  appearance  which  caused  me 
to  pay  particular  attention  to  her  movements  du- 
ring the  whole  evening,  in  the  course  of  which  she 
led  me  into  at  least  half  a dozen  mistakes  by  her 
mysterious  art. 

I inquired  of  Evergreen  the  name  of  the  beau- 
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tiful  girl,  with  a wreath  of  roses  about  her  hair, 
who  danced  with  such  exquisite  grace  and  skill. 
Anthony  was  at  that  time,  as  at  present,  a com- 
plete connoisseur  in  these  matters,  and  particularly 
valued  himself  on  his  knowledge  of  dancing, 
having  taken  private  lessons  of  the  celebrated 
Duport  during  two  whole  winters.  “ You  mean,” 
said  he,  “ the  tall  lady  in  spangles  and  feathers,  I 
presume  ?” — “ I presume  I mean  no  such  thing ; I 
mean  the  middle-sized  lady,  dancing  opposite  to 
her,  who  has  neither  spangles  or  feathers,  that  I 
can  see.” — “ My  good  friend,”  replied  Anthony — 
“ you  never  was  more  mistaken  in  your  life,  if  you 
say  that  lady  is  a fine  dancer.  Why,  she  hasn’t 
performed  a single  step  in  the  whole  cotillon — take 
notice,  and  see  if  I am  not  right.” 

As  no  man  likes  to  have  his  taste  questioned, 
even  in  the  most  insignificant  affairs,  I felt  myself 
called  upon  to  support  mine ; and  for  this  purpose 
watched  the  lady  for  some  time,  in  order  to  detect 
Anthony  in  an  error.  Insensibly,  however,  I was 
so  completely  beguiled  by  the  easy  grace,  the 
gentle,  chastened  activity  with  which  she  sailed 
through  the  mazes  of  the  dance,  without  study  or 
effort,  that  I quite  forgot  the  original  motive  for 
this  scrutiny,  and  to  this  day  cannot  tell  whether 
she  executed  any  steps  or  not.  I recollect,  how- 
ever, there  were  other  ladies  in  the  set,  who  paid 
such  special  attention  to  their  feet,  that  they  seemed 
to  forget  dancing  did  not  entirely  consist  in  feats 
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of  extraordinary  agility  that  would  do  honour  to  a 
harlequin  at  the  theatre,  or  a clown  at  the  circus. 

“ Well,”  said  Evergreen,  when  the  dance  was 
finished,  “ am  I right  or  am  I wrong  ?” — “ O,  per- 
fectly right,  if  you  mean  that  dancing  consists  in 
such  enormities  as  that  lady  yonder  committed  in 
the  last  cotillon.  However,  not  to  dispute  the 
point,  I confess,  if  you  please,  she  takes  no  steps — 
they  are  something  a great  deal  better.  I hope 
now  you  won’t  deny  that  she  is  the  best  dressed 
woman  in  the  room,  after  I have  shown  such  exem- 
plary moderation  in  giving  up  this  point.” — “ Pooh !” 
said  Anthony,  rather  unceremoniously,  as  if  he 
thought  I was  bantering— “ Pooh — why  she  has 
nothing  on  her  but  a white  muslin  frock,  and  that 
paltry  wreath  of  rose-buds — I confess  her  foot  is 
pretty,  but  then  look  what  a shoe ! It  wants 
glitter,  sir — it  wants  glitter.”  What  was  very  pro- 
voking, I found,  on  a closer  inspection,  Anthony 
was  right ; and  yet,  such  was  the  mysterious  power 
exercised  by  this  singular  young  lady,  that  even 
this  conviction  did  not  destroy  the  illusion.  I con- 
tinued during  the  rest  of  the  evening  to  admire  her 
as  the  best  dressed  woman  in  the  room,  although 
she  wore  nothing  but  a muslin  frock  and  wreath 
of  rose-buds,  and  had  not  a single  spangle  on  her 
shoes. 

I met  her  frequently  afterward  in  public  parties, 
and  at  social  firesides,  where  an  acquaintance 
commenced  that  was  only  interrupted  by  my  re- 
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tirement  into  the  country.  On  such  occasions, 
though  surrounded  by  women  dressed  in  all  the 
splendours  of  this  age  of  wasteful  prodigality,  she 
always  seemed  to  outdo  them  all ; and  I had  often 
the  pleasure  of  hearing  my  judgment  confirmed  by 
persons  who  had  refined  their  taste  by  the  habitual 
contemplation  of  classical  models.  The  same 
mystery  pervaded  her  behaviour  and  conversation, 
though  the  one  never  challenged  observation,  and 
the  other  neither  sparkled  or  astonished.  In  the 
whole  course  of  our  acquaintance,  at  that  time  and 
since,  I cannot  remember  that  she  uttered  any 
regular  witticism,  or  special  wise  saying.  All  I 
know  is,  that  without  taking  any  pains  to  show  off 
in  studied  declamation,  her  chat  was  playful,  some- 
times attic,  and  always  characterized  by  a species 
of  feminine  good  sense,  that  gave  it  a sort  of  dig- 
nity which  awakened  respect,  without  exciting  any 
feeling  of  inferiority.  Her  conversation  did  not 
abound  in  fine  sayings,  but  pleased  from  its  gen- 
eral character ; and,  if  any  thing,  more  in  the  recol- 
lection than  the  actual  enjoyment.  In  recalling 
these  things,  I have  often  been  struck  with  little 
hits  of  character,  and  nice  touches  of  wit  or  dis- 
crimination, that  escaped  my  notice  at  the  time 
they  were  uttered.  She  never,  I observed,  tasked 
her  own  mind  to  appear  striking,  or  drew  draughts 
upon  others  that  might  be  inconvenient  to  pay,  in 
those  hours  of  evening  relaxation,  when  men  seek 
society  to  indulge  in  that  easy  interchange  of 
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thought  which  asks  no  effort,  and  courts  neither 
admiration  or  applause.  On  these  occasions  she 
always  appeared  to  advantage,  especially  when  a 
blue  stocking  happened  to  be  present.  Though  I 
have  seen  her  deserted  for  the  society  of  one  of 
these  declamatory  ladies,  I never  failed  to  observe 
the  recreants,  who  had  unwarily  been  attracted  by 
some  emphatic  harangue,  return,  after  listening  and 
yawning  a little  while,  to  the  shrine  of  unpretend- 
ing modest  propriety. 

Something  more  than  a year  after  our  acquaint- 
ance, I commenced  my  seclusion  in  the  country, 
and  we  did  not  meet  for  some  years.  On  my  re- 
turn to  the  city  I learned  she  was  married  to  a 
young  fellow  of  small  fortune,  who  had  been  at- 
tached to  her  for  a considerable  time.  Assuming 
the  privilege  of  an  old  friend  and  an  old  man,  I 
called  to  see  her,  and  was  received  with  such  un- 
affected hospitality,  both  by  herself  and  husband, 
that  I renewed  my  intimacy,  and  am  now  quite  do- 
mesticated in  the  house,  where  a goodly  arm-chair 
is  always  reserved  for  my  special  use. 

Though  my  friend  was  now  past  the  heyday  of 
youth,  I still  found  the  same  mysterious  witchcraft 
hovering  around  her,  and  pervading  every  part  of 
the  establishment  over  which  she  presided.  The 
first  time  I entered  the  house,  I was  alarmed  with 
an  air  of  gentility  and  expense,  which,  knowing 
the  confined  income  of  the  husband,  I could  not 
help  thinking  reflected  on  the  prudence  of  the  wife. 


SALMAGUNDI. 


237 


Every  part  seemed  to  be  finished  with  a degree  of 
liberality,  not  to  say  profusion,  that  apparently  vied 
with  the  splendours  of  my  friend  Tubman’s  palace. 
As  usual,  too,  the  lady  appeared  dressed  quite  as 
much  beyond  the  sphere  of  her  income  as  were  the 
decorations  of  her  house ; and  although  I never  ' 
found  her  without  something  about  the  parlour  in- 
dicating she  had  been  employed,  still  she  looked, 
and  acted,  and  spoke  so  like  a perfect  lady,  that  I 
could  not  stretch  my  faith  to  a belief  of  her  having 
been  actually  busy  in  such  a fine  dress  as  she 
seemed  to  wear. 

The  first  time  I dined  there,  the  like  appearance 
completely  imposed  on  me,  and  I went  away  in  the 
evening  accusing  my  little  friend  of  wastefulness 
in  the  dinner,  as  well  as  extravagance  in  the  table 
equipage.  In  short,  not  to  impose  too  much  on 
the  credulity  of  my  readers,  by  further  details  re- 
specting this  uncommon  species  of  magical  delu- 
sion, I was  completely  the  dupe  of  this  domestic 
Armida,  and  believed  her  husband  on  the  high  road 
to  speedy  ruin.  This  error  continued  to  make  me 
uneasy  for  a considerable  time,  until,  luckily,  I 
thought  of  resorting  to  my  old  custom  of  analy- 
zing, a habit  I recommend  to  my  readers  as  fur- 
nishing an  almost  certain  antidote  to  every  species 
of  deception. 

The  first  discovery  I was  enabled  to  arrive  at  by  * 
this  method  was,  that  the  furniture  of  the  enchant- 
ed house  was  in  reality  neither  expensive  or 
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splendid,  but,  on  tlie  contrary,  very  plain  ; and  that 
it  owed  its  sole  charm  to  a certain  uniform  simpli- 
city in  the  style  and  arrangement,  which  gave  it 
that  air  of  attic  elegance  which  had  deceived  me 
so  completely.  There  was  no  glare  about  the 
rooms ; no  tinsel  or  gaudy  colours ; none  of  that 
common  and  vulgar  contrast  we  see  so  often,  be- 
tween the  extreme  of  finery  in  one  part,  and  the 
extreme  of  meanness  in  the  other.  It  was  a family 
circle,  where  every  object  possessed  a kindred 
likeness,  and  evidently  partook  of  the  same  general 
physiognomy.  The  servants  neither  wore  livery 
or  gold  lace  ; but  then  it  was  a pleasure  to  receive 
a glass  of  water  from  them,  for  they  were  always 
clean,  and  never  out  at  the  elbows. 

Proceeding  in  the  development  of  this  web  of 
magic,  I went  so  far  as  to  count  the  dishes  at  one 
of  these  imaginary  sumptuous  dinners,  and  also  to 
examine  with  a critical  eye  the  table  equipage, 
piece  by  piece.  To  my  utter  astonishment,  there 
were  but  three  dishes  of  meat,  but  then  they  were 
well  cooked,  and  neatly  served.  What  I had  mis- 
taken for  finery  in  the  table  equipage,  turned  out 
to  be  nothing  more  than  a table-cloth  as  white  as 
snow,  with  spoons  and  knives  and  forks  as  bright 
as  silver.  Here,  as  in  all  the  other  household  ar- 
rangements, the  same  sense  of  propriety,  the  same 
congruity  of  one  part  with  another,  the  same  nice 
adaptation  of  means  and  objects,  joined  to  the  easy 
deportment  and  graceful  suavity  of  the  mistress, 
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constituted  all  the  mystery  of  that  deception  under 
which  I had  laboured. 

The  great  key,  however,  to  the  whole  enchant- 
ment, I found  out  at  last,  wras  in  the  presiding 
genius  of  this  admirable  wife.  It  was  she  that 
threw  this  air  of  elegance  on  all  around,  and  meta- 
morphosed even  the  oldfashioned  arm-chair  into 
a superb  Grecian  sofa.  Versed  from  her  child- 
hood in  all  the  indescribable  secrets  of  good-breed- 
ing ; familiar  with  all  its  essential  attributes ; and 
taught,  by  long  experience,  the  lesson  which  only 
experience  can  teach,  she  remained  mistress  of  her- 
self on  all  occasions,  and  being  always  at  her  ease, 
made  every  one  easy  around  her.  She  knew  that 
the  splendours  of  vulgarity,  far  from  disguising, 
only  rendered  it  more  glaring,  as  the  ornaments  of 
ugliness  increase  its  deformity ; and  that  nothing 
so  completely  destroys  the  involuntary  respect  we 
pay  to  equipage  and  show,  as  the  knowledge  that 
they  are  exhibited  by  those  who  either  enjoy  them 
at  the  expense  of  the  essential  comforts  of  life,  or 
of  some  industrious  mechanic  who  will  never  be 
paid.  In  one  word,  she  knew  that  a well-bred 
woman,  gifted  with  a nice  sense  of  propriety,  will 
make  a house  appear  more  genteel  than  all  the 
fine  decorations  in  the  world. 
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THE  ART  OF  LIVING. 

“ Every  part  of  the  world  shoots  up  daily  into  more  subtlety  j 
the  very  spider  weaves  her  caul  with  more  art  and  cunning  to 
entrap  the  fly.” 

As  the  great  business  of  my  life  has  consisted 
rather  in  observing  what  other  people  were  about, 
than  doing  any  thing  myself,  I have  come  at  last, 
by  a long  habit  of  watchfulness,  to  be  acquainted 
with  various  modes  of  getting  an  honest  livelihood, 
that  have  hitherto  escaped  the  attention  of  the 
town.  The  art  of  living  is  certainly  the  most  im- 
portant of  all,  being  of  immediate,  as  well  as 
universal  necessity ; and  it  has  consequently  been 
brought  to  greater  perfection  than  any  other  what- 
ever, especially  in  great  cities,  which  are  generally 
the  resort  of  that  ingenious  class  of  mankind  which 
is  emphatically  said  to  live  by  its  wits.  In  the 
simplicity  that  characterized  the  days  of  my  early 
recollections,  people  lived  pretty  much  alike  in 
New-York.  There  was  little  variety  in  their 
modes,  and  the  only  distinctions  were  those  of  rich 
and  poor.  The  rich  lived  by  their  money,  the 
poor  by  labour ; and  the  sources  from  whence  each 
drew  their  means  of  subsistence,  were  as  well 
known  as  the  tea-water  pump,  or  the  fresh-water 
pond,  since  dignified  with  the  name  of  the  Collect, 
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and  which,  like  the  pitcher  of  the  Danaides,  seems 
fated  never  to  be  filled,  notwithstanding  all  the 
efforts  of  our  worthy  and  public-spirited  corpo- 
ration. 

In  process  of  time,  the  modes  of  gaining  an 
honest  livelihood  multiplied  from  various  causes — 
from  the  natural  and  irresistible  force  of  that  spirit 
of  improvement  said  to  be  inherent  in  man — from 
the  influx  of  ingenious  foreigners,  flocking  to  this 
new  world  from  all  parts  of  the  old — and  from  the 
aptness  of  our  own  countrymen  to  imitate  new 
modes  and  fashions. 

As  my  great  ambition  is  to  merit  a place  among 
the  numerous  class  of  worthies  of  the  present  day, 
whose  whole  time  is  taken  up  in  benevolent  pro- 
jects for  enabling  people  to  live  without  the  neces- 
sity of  wholesome  employment,  I will  take  this  op- 
portunity of  introducing  to  the  acquaintance  of  the 
world  three  or  four  ingenious  persons,  whom  I con- 
sider the  greatest  masters  of  the  art  of  living  that 
have  ever  fallen  under  my  observation.  Three  of 
these  are  natives  of  foreign  countries,  so  that  the 
United  States  cannot  claim  the  honour  of  their  in- 
ventions ; but  the  fourth  is  a genuine  American, 
and  as  I believe  his  mode  of  living  is  entirely  ori- 
ginal, I claim  the  merit  for  our  own  country. 

The  first  person  I shall  bring  forward  is  the  son 
of  an  old  school-fellow  of  mine,  who  was  born  to 
better  things,  according  to  the  fashionable  phrase- 
ology. His  father  was  a person  of  good  family 
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and  credit,  whose  fortune  was  not  much,  but  whose 
business  enabled  him  to  give  his  son  an  excellent 
education,  and  to  bring  him  up  in  idleness.  He 
was  a pleasant  fellow,  of  good  address,  who  sung 
an  excellent  song,  and  was  a great  favourite  among 
the  idle,  the  dissipated,  and  all  those  who  are  very 
much  obliged  to  any  man  who  will  assist  them  in 
killing  time.  In  this  way  he  lived  about  town, 
without  imbibing  any  habits  that  were  actually  vi- 
cious, or  doing  any  thing  that  could  claim  the  merit 
of  being  altogether  useful,  until  his  father  died, 
leaving  him  his  business.  The  young  man  carried 
it  on  for  some  time ; that  is,  he  left  it  to  a boy, 
while  he  continued  his  old  habit  of  amusing ; until  at 
last  he  became  unfortunate  in  business,  as  the  po- 
lite expression  is.  In  a word,  he  failed  by  his  ex- 
travagance and  want  of  attention,  and  ruined  two 
worthy  industrious  families  entirely. 

Everybody  pitied  him  ; and  indeed  he  deserved 
pity,  notwithstanding  his  faults  had  merited  pun- 
ishment. He  continued  for  some  time,  while  his 
clothes  were  genteel,  and  the  little  money  reserved 
for  his  immediate  necessities  lasted,  to  be  received 
with  something  like  complacency — his  songs  were 
considered  an  equivalent  for  civility,  and  some- 
times even  for  a dinner.  In  a little  time,  however, 
his  clothes  grew  the  worse  for  wear — he  was  con- 
sequently considered  rather  a disreputable  visiter ; 
and  it  being  rumoured  among  his  friends  that  he 
had  actually  been  detected  in  the  fact  of  attempt- 
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mg  to  borrow  money  of  one  of  them,  they  all  with 
one  accord  set  about  giving  him  advice.  One  ad- 
vised him  to  go  into  business  again ; but  on  being 
solicited  to  give  him  some  assistance,  either  in 
money  or  credit,  turned  his  back,  and  asked  if  he 
thought  him  a fool.  Various  indeed  were  the  ways 
pointed  out  by  his  friends ; but  as  they  contented 
themselves  with  giving  him  advice  instead  of  as- 
sistance, he  could  not  follow  their  suggestions.  Ac- 
cordingly they  all  took  offence  at  his  neglect  of 
such  friendly  attention,  agreed  that  nothing  good 
was  to  be  expected  of  him,  and  shut  their  doors 
ever  after.  I cannot  blame  them  much,  not  I.  His 
conduct  might  possibly  be  excused  by  the  neglect 
of  his  father,  in  not  instilling  into  him  early  habits 
of  industry — but  people  in  general  have  so  much 
to  do  in  palliating  their  own  faults,  that  it  is  not  to 
be  expected  they  will  take  the  trouble  of  doing  the 
same  good  office  for  others. 

But  these  wretched  cast-offs  of  the  prudent  and 
worldly-wise,  are  often  gifted  with  sources  of  in- 
ward content  and  satisfaction  unknown  to  their 
betters.  I know  not  how  it  is,  but  the  same  care- 
less, unthinking,  and  uncalculating  spirit  that  brings 
a man  to  the  embraces  of  poverty,  often  enables 
him  to  bear  them  with  such  admirable  indifference, 
as  almost  dignifies  his  folly  with  the  honours  of 
philosophy.  It  is  a pity,  however,  that  a man  can- 
not easily  stop  when  he  is  going  down  hill.  But 
so  it  was ; the  same  carelessness  which  brought 
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about  and  enabled  him  to  support  with  so  much 
indifference,  this  depression  of  his  fortunes  by  a 
very  natural  consequence,  depressed  him  still  more. 
He  was  just  as  careless  as  ever,  and  the  conse- 
quence was  that  he  ran  in  debt,  and  not  being  able 
to  pay,  he  went  to  prison.  It  has  been  said  with 
truth,  that  the  discipline  of  a jail  seldom  makes  a 
man  better.  The  causes  probably  are,  that,  not- 
withstanding what  philanthropists  have  said,  prisons 
are  more  frequently  filled  with  the  imprudent  and 
unprincipled,  than  with  the  mere  victims  of  inevi- 
table misfortune.  Hence  the  company  a man  falls 
into  on  such  occasions,  is  not  likely  to  better  either 
his  manners  or  his  morals.  At  all  events,  it  is,  or 
it  was,  in  the  times  of  which  I am  speaking,  a 
deadly  disgrace  for  a man  to  go  to  jail ; and  dis- 
grace either  breaks  the  heart,  or  renders  it  ever 
after  callous  to  shame. 

Poor  Noll,  for  that  was  his  name — came  out  of 
this  school  of  misery  and  vice  by  one  of  those  acts 
of  insolvency  now  so  common,  and  so  admirably 
calculated  for  the  encouragement  of  all  those  who 
run  in  debt  without  ever  meaning  to  pay,  that  it  is 
no  wonder  people  now  neither  mind  running  in 
debt  or  going  to  jail.  The  world  was  all  before 
him — and  though  he  would  willingly  have  turned 
his  back  upon  it  for  shame  of  his  late  lodgings  and 
his  present  miserable  condition,  life  still  was  life — 
and  the  very  light  of  the  sun  was  worth  living  for. 
There  was  an  actual  necessity  of  eating — and  as 
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his  early  education  had  disgusted  him  with  manual 
labour,  some  other  means  of  obtaining  food  must 
be  found  to  “ keep,”  as  he  said  to  me  once — “ to 
keep  the  wolf  from  the  door.”  It  would  be  tedious 
to  follow  this  poor  wight  through  his  different  de- 
clensions ; it  is  sufficient  to  say,  that  he  regularly 
went  through  all  the  degrees  in  the  great  school  of 
poverty,  until  at  length,  as  he  informed  me  the  last 
time  I saw  him,  which  was  in  the  park,  he  be- 
thought himself  of  turning  his  learning  to  account. 

This  w'as  a lucky  idea,  and  more  than  answered 
his  expectations.  His  different  modes  of  life,  du- 
ring the  latter  part  at  least,  had  brought  him  ac- 
quainted with  almost  all  that  numerous  class  of 
society  which  lives  by  appealing  in  various  ways 
to  the  sympathies  of  the  human  heart.  In  a word, 
he  knew  all  the  beggars  in  town.  Being  accident- 
ally employed  by  one  of  these  to  write  a petition, 
he  succeeded  so  well  as  to  make  the  fellow’s  for- 
tune ; and  established  such  a literary  character 
among  the  fraternity,  that  business  flowed  in  apace, 
and  no  beggar  could  think  of  making  contributions 
but  with  one  of  his  inimitable  appeals  in  hand.  He 
was  then,  he  affirmed,  in  such  great  repute,  that 
orders  were  sent  him  from  various  parts  of  the 
United  States  for  petitions ; and  although  these 
rogues  never  paid  him  if  they  could  help  it,  still  he 
managed  to  make  a very  comfortable  livelihood, 
and  at  the  same  time  to  do  as  many  charitable  deeds 
as  most  people ; for  though  he  gave  nothing  him- 
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self,  he  was  the  cause  of  other  people  giving.  Du- 
ring the  preceding  winter,  he  had  burnt  out  up- 
wards of  a hundred  poor  families — broke  several 
hundred  legs  and  arms — thrown  countless  people 
into  the  most  excruciating  rheumatisms,  and  made 
innumerable  widows  and  orphans.  His  business, 
he  observed,  had  however  diminished  very  much 
since  the  late  laws  of  the  corporation  against  itin- 
erant beggars  ; and  he  was  now  balancing  whether 
to  turn  Spanish  patriot,  and  rob  on  the  high  seas, 
or  set  up  for  a broker.  At  parting,  he  very  obli- 
gingly offered  his  services  in  case  they  were  re- 
quired by  any  of  my  friends,  and  whispered  me 
not  to  be  affronted,  for  that  he  was  the  author  of 
some  of  the  most  admired  of  the  charitable  ad- 
dresses published  for  some  time  past.  But  this 
I can  by  no  means  credit;  I merely  mention  it  to 
show  the  impudence  of  the  fellow. 

I am  reminded  of  the  next  ingenious  professor 
of  the  art  of  living,  by  an  accidental  rencounter  with 
a wandering  sort  of  a vagabond,  whom  I remember 
many  years  ago,  an  idle,  pleasant,  good-for-nothing 
being,  that  nobody  could  be  angry  with,  and  no- 
body respect.  In  former  times,  I used  generally, 
by  some  accident  or  other,  to  meet  him  once  or 
twice  a year  in  my  walks  ; and  his  appearance 
was  at  all  times  so  indifferent  as  to  challenge  the 
first  advances  from  an  old  acquaintance  better 
dressed  than  himself.  Accordingly,  I was  accus- 
tomed to  stop  and  inquire  how  he  got  on  in  the 
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world ; and  as  he  made  no  secret  of  his  poverty, 
his  details  often  gave  me  an  insight  into  the  truth 
of  the  old  saying,  “ that  one  half  the  world  don’t 
know  how  the  other  half  lives.” 

During  my  late  residence  in  the  country,  I had 
lost  sight  of  him  entirely,  until  the  other  day,  when 
I was  surprised  to  meet  him,  dressed  in  the  sober 
substantial  style  of  a respectable  and  independent 
citizen.  His  hair  was  neatly  powdered,  he  wore 
an  ivory-headed  cane,  and  his  whole  dress  was  so 
scrupulously  neat,  that  I felt  an  involuntary  respect 
for  him,  which  occasioned  some  hesitation  in  ask- 
ing the  customary  questions  about  his  mode  of 
getting  on  in  the  world.  To  say  the  truth,  my  old 
acquaintance  seemed  rather  more  shy  than  myself, 
and  as  little  inclined  to  make  disclosures,  as  I was 
to  ask  questions.  As  it  never  was  my  way  to  put 
a man  in  mind  of  old  times  when  he  was  inclined 
to  forget  them,  we  parted  without  any  explanation 
of  his  apparent  good  fortune. 

Happening,  however,  to  mention  this  to  a friend, 
who  also  remembered  the  late  shabby  costume  of 
this  mysterious  wanderer,  whose  name,  as  I ought 
to  have  mentioned  before,  is  Claudius  Crummie, 
he  fell  into  a hearty  laugh,  and  assured  me  that 
Claudius  was  beyond  all  question  the  most  ingeni- 
ous man  of  the  age.  “ After  exhausting,”  contin- 
ued my  friend,  “ all  the  customary  methods  of  liv- 
ing without  doing  any  thing,  practised  by  gentle- 
men of  his  cloth,  he  at  length  set  his  wits  to  work 
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and  invented  a mode  of  levying  contributions,  so 
simple,  yet  so  effectual,  that  it  deserves  to  be  made 
public  for  the  benefit  of  those  who  wish  to  pass 
for  gentlemen,  and  enjoy  all  the  comforts  of  life, 
without  money,  friends,  or  occupation. 

“ He  began  by  inquiring  into  the  character  of 
every  man  about  town  likely  to  give  any  thing 
away  in  charity,  and  drew  up  a regular  alphabeti- 
cal list  of  the  whole.  He  then  made  it  his  busi- 
ness to  ascertain  whose  example  in  giving  away  a 
few  dollars  would  be  likely  to  operate  upon  this 
man,  and  whose  upon  that,  and  by  this  means  was 
enabled  to  take  them  in  most  infallible  succession. 
Having  completed  his  list,  and  perfected  the  ar- 
rangement of  names,  to  the  number  of  near  one 
thousand,  he  began  his  operations.  He  went  to 
the  fast  name  on  the  list,  told  him  a tale  of  having 
failed  in  business  by  unavoidable  misfortunes — 
mentioned  his  intention  of  beginning  again  in  a 
small  way,  to  maintain  a wife  and  eight  children, 
all  dependant  on  his  exertions,  and  concluded  by 
observing  that  Mr.  such  a one  (whose  example  he 
knew  would  have  a powerful  influence)  had  just 
given  him  a few  dollars  to  help  him  along.  In 
this  manner  he  went  through  his  list,  and  gained' 
a pretty  sum,  with  which  he  commenced  gentle- 
man. When  it  was  nearly  spent,  he  had  another 
list  ready  to  levy  upon  ; and  so  infallible  is  his  suc- 
cess, that  he  now  calculates  upon  this  resource, 
with  the  certainty  of  an  annuity  for  life.  He  has 
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lived  in  this  way  for  nearly  ten  years.  In  the 
morning  he  is  seen  busily  prying  into  butchers’ 
stalls  and  market-baskets,  and  selecting  some  nice 
dainty  for  his  dinner ; between  twelve  and  one, 
with  his  hair  powdered,  his  polished  ivory-headed 
cane,  and  dressed  plain,  but  exceedingly  neat,  he 
is  seen  every  day  at  the  coffee-house,  taking  his 
glass  of  punch,  his  biscuit,  and  his  little  slice  of 
codfish — reading  the  newspapers,  and  finding  fault 
with  the  democrats,  like  a man  of  great  substance. 
His  benefactors,  if  they  happen  to  recollect  him, 
are  pleased  with  his  looking  so  comfortable,  and 
flatter  themselves  that  he  is  getting  on  well  in 
business  again.  At  two,  precisely,  he  departs  for 
home ; and  nobody  that  sees  him  pass  up  Wall- 
street  would  hesitate  in  setting  him  down  for  a re- 
sponsible freeholder.  For  my  part,  as  I before  ob- 
served, I consider  him  the  greatest  genius  I have 
ever  known,  for,  at  the  end  of  six  thousand  years 
and  more,  he  has  invented  an  original  method  of 
living,  that  enables  him  to  enjoy  all  the  blessings 
of  independence  only  at  the  trifling  expense  of  a 
few  lies  and  a little  innocent  hypocrisy.”  , 

I have  dilated  so  copiously  on  the  merits  of 
these  two  worthies,  that  I must  content  myself 
with  a very  short  notice  of  the  others.  The  one 
lives  by  going  about  with  subscriptions  for  the  re- 
lief of  unfortunate  people  of  every  kind  and  degree. 
Whenever  a poor  family  is  burnt  out,  or  any  stri- 
king misfortune  happens  to  any  obscure  individual 
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in  the  community,  this  worthy  creature  always 
writes  a most  pathetic  account  of  the  distresses  of 
the  poor  sufferers,  which  he  goes  round  with  him- 
self. He  manages  to  pick  up  a comfortable  living 
in  this  way,  by  charging  a commission  for  his 
trouble ; and  having  once  been  a broker,  his  per 
centage  generally  amounts  to  nearly  the  whole 
sum,  so  that  the  poor  fare  pretty  much  like  his  old 
employers.  In  this  way,  our  hero  manages  to 
gain  two  great  objects — he  is  not  only  enabled  to 
live,  but  passes  among  charitable  people  for  one 
of  the  most  benevolent  creatures  in  the  world. 
The  companion  piece  to  this  sketch  is  a very  de- 
cent, regular,  church-going  man,  who  has  prospered 
exceedingly  in  his  temporal  affairs  by  being  a phi- 
lanthropist. He  never  hears  of  any  meeting  for 
the  purpose  of  civilizing  the  Africans,  converting 
the  Asiatics,  or  benefiting  the  poor,  by  enabling 
them  to  live  without  work,  and  educate  their  chil- 
dren at  the  expense  of  other  people,  without  at- 
tending at  it,  making  himself  exceedingly  busy, 
and  getting  chosen  treasurer  of  the  society.  By 
these  means  he  manages  the  contributions  of  one 
half  the  charitable  people  about  town  and  else- 
where, and,  like  the  worthy  licentiate  in  Gil  Bias, 
has  grown  rich,  solely  by  attending  to  the  concerns 
pf  the  poor. 
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OUR  CORRESPONDENTS. 

I find,  in  proportion  as  our  paper  circulates  in 
the  country,  where  I am  credibly  informed  it  makes 
head  against  the  Almanac,  and  is  read  with  great 
attention  on  Sunday  evenings,  the  number  of  our 
correspondents  increases  accordingly.  Such,  in- 
deed, is  the  crowd  of  letters  received  by  every 
post,  notwithstanding  the  frequent  robberies  of  the 
mail,  that  it  is  quite  impossible  to  publish  one  half 
of  those  which  are  worthy  of  the  public  attention. 
We  must  therefore  content  ourselves  with  giving 
an  analysis  of  the  least  important,  reserving  out 
spare  columns  for  such  as  are  more  particularly  in- 
teresting.- 

In  fact,  it  would  be  an  endless  task  to  enumerate 
all  the  complaints  of  our  worthy  correspondents, 
some  of  which  are  really  so  singular,  that  I ques- 
tion whether  they  have  ever  before  occupied  the 
attention  of  the  skilful  in  such  matters.  Others 
contain  the  secret  history  of  a vast  number  of  peo- 
ple we  never  heard  of  before,  but  who,  it  seems,  by 
the  envy  and  ill-will  they  excite,  must  be  persons 
of  note  at  home.  Others  again  are  filled  with 
scandalous  anecdotes,  and  innuendoes  calculated  to 
do  more  mischief  than  downright  scandal.  All 
these  have  been  consigned  to  the  flames,  for  fear 
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they  might  possibly  lead  us  into  the  temptation  of 
publishing  what  was  not  true.  We  are  oldfash- 
ioned  enough  to  think  that  the  publication  of  a 
falsehood,  respecting  the  character  of  any  man 
whatever,  is  quite  inexcusable,  no  matter  on  what 
authority  it  is  done.  The  contradicting  it  after- 
ward is  no  sufficient  atonement,  since  of  the  hun- 
dreds who  read  the  charge,  it  often  happens  not 
one  half  of  them  ever  see  the  refutation.  We  will 
now  proceed  to  note  the  contents  of  some  of  our 
letters  received  in  the  course  of  the  last  week. 

One  gentleman,  as  usual,  complains  of  his  wife, 
who  had  ever  since  her  marriage  been  a perfect 
pattern  of  a sober,  discreet,  domestic  matron. 
Lately,  however,  he  had  occasion  to  make  a short 
voyage,  leaving  her  at  home  in  charge  of  his  house- 
hold, when,  all  at  once,  she  broke  out  a gay  ex- 
travagant fine  lady,  attended  auctions,  tippled  car- 
bonated mead  at  the  fountain,  and  actually  waltzed 
with  a foreign  nondescript  at  a public  ball.  Hav- 
ing turned  this  letter  over  to  Evergreen,  he  says 
there  is  no  remedy  in  the  case,  but  for  the  gentle- 
man to  stay  at  home,  or  take  his  wife  with  him 
when  he  goes  abroad  again. 

The  second  letter  I shall  notice  comes  from  a 
worthy  merchant  of  this  city,  who  had  been  in  good 
credit  about  ’change  for  twenty  years  past,  but  was 
so  taken  up  the  other  day  with  reading  our  last 
number,  that  he  let  a note  lay  over  at  the  bank,  by 
which  he  lost  his  credit  entirely.  He  requests  me 
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to  certify  to  the  fact ; but  though  I have  the  most 
complete  reliance  on  his  veracity,  and  think  the 
accident  extremely  natural,  I hereby  recommend 
him  to  get  some  responsible  broker  to  advertise 
that  he  will  take  his  notes  at  a small  discount. 

The  next  letter  I shall  notice  comes  from  a 
notable  quid-nunc , who  complains  that  we  take 
no  part  in  politics,  and  entirely  neglect  telling  our 
readers  the  news.  He  maintains  that  the  excuse 
of  there  being  no  news  stirring  is  no  sort  of  apol- 
ogy, since  it  would  be  easy  enough  to  invent  a 
reasonable  quantity  every  day,  and  contradict  it 
the  next.  By  this  means  the  lovers  of  news  might 
be  gratified  at  an  easy  rate,  and  those  who  cater 
for  them  fill  their  papers  regularly,  to  the  great 
edification  of  their  readers,  who  would  be  doubly 
astonished,  first  by  believing  in  the  wonder,  and 
next  by  discovering  there  was  not  a word  of  truth 
in  it.  As  there  appears  something  feasible  in  all 
this,  we  shall  take  it  into  serious  consideration. 

Then  follows  a communication  from  a very  sin- 
gular personage,  just  arrived  in  this  country,  and,  as 
usual,  anxious  to  give  us  the  benefits  of  his  skill 
in  British  manufactures.  He  states  that  he  is  by 
profession  a manufacturer  of  plots,  in  which  he 
has  been  employed  for  some  years  past  with  great 
success.  The  business,  however,  has  become 
rather  stale  abroad,  and  not  having  been  adequately 
rewarded  lately,  he  has  come,  among  many  other 
worthies,  to  try  his  fortune  in  this  land  of  liberty. 

22 
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He  affirms,  that  not  one  of  the  plots  for  assassi- 
nating kings,  putting  down  religion,  burning  towns, 
and  the  like,  played  off  with  such  effect  of  late 
years,  both  in  England  and  on  the  continent,  has 
been  got  up  without  his  special  agency.  He  was 
the  sole  contriver  of  the  attack  on  the  Prince  Re- 
gent in  London,  and  the  attempt  to  assassinate  the 
Duke  of  Wellington  in  Paris.  Indeed,  they  are 
evidently  by  the  same  author,  as  in  neither  case 
could  the  pistol — if  it  was  a pistol — nor  the  man 
that  fired  it — if  it  was  a man — be  found. 

He  also  claims  the  honour  of  the  late  conspiracy 
against  the  Emperor  Alexander,  and  the  design  of 
shooting  the  Emperor  of  Austria,  lately  played  off 
in  Italy,  as  an  excuse  for  certain  acts  of  authority, 
which  would  otherwise  have  been  rather  unpalata- 
ble. His  master-pieces,  however,  and  those  on 
which  he  values  himself  most,  are  his  two  last  pro- 
ductions. One  is  the  plot  to  set  fire  to  the  city  of 
London,  lately  announced  in  the  British  papers, 
and  received  with  a burst  of  applause  by  all  lovers 
of  the  regent  and  national  debt.  The  other  is  the 
diabolical  “ school  plot”  at  Manchester,  where  the 
little  children  are  taught  “ to  hate  kings  and 
priests,”  with  the  unequalled  appendix  of  Mrs. 
Walker,  who  came  to  that  devoted  city  “ to  preach, 
and  teach  the  people  to  make  revolutionary  pikes.” 
The  single  phrase  “ revolutionary  pikes,”  he  thinks 
a perfect  master-piece,  unequalled  by  Titus  Oates, 
or  any  other  manufacturer  of  plots  that  ever  existed. 
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The  gentleman  desires  to  inform  the  public  in 
general,  and  those  out  of  office  in  particular,  that 
if  they  want  a plot  of  the  administration  against 
state  rights  ; a conspiracy  to  turn  out  honest  men 
and  put  in  rogues — or  to  plunge  the  nation  into  a 
war  with  Great  Britain,  he  has  several  on  hand, 
which  are  quite  as  good  as  new,  and,  with  a little 
alteration,  will  suit  this  or  any  other  country.  He 
particularly  recommends  one  plot  for  perpetuating 
southern  influence,  which  he  thinks  in  a year  or 
two  may  be  brought  out  with  very  great  effect. 
Should  any  person  want  articles  in  his  line,  he  is 
to  be  found  in  the  large  stone  building  on  the  right 
of  the  City  Hall,  where  he  resides  for  effect,  the 
sombre  hue  and  grated  windows  being  wonderfully 
calculated  for  his  business. 

The  next  letter  is  from  a lady  who  complains  of 
the  charitable  societies  for  accepting  benefits  from 
the  managers  of  the  theatre  and  circus,  as  she  is 
fully  satisfied  the  money  thus  raised  will  never  turn 
out  well.  It  is  her  opinion,  at  all  events,  that  so 
long  as  the  orthodox  people  of  the  town  set  their 
faces  against  theatrical  amusements,  and  the  ortho- 
dox preachers  declaim  against  their  immoral  ten- 
dency, they  might  as  well  be  consistent,  and  de- 
cline sharing  the  gains  of  such  iniquities.  She 
concludes  by  expressing  her  determination  to  with- 
draw her  subscription,  as  she  does  not  choose  her 
money  should  be  in  such  bad  company. 

I shall  conclude  this  paper  with  a letter,  which, 
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though  written  move  than  a century  ago,  lately 
came  into  my  hands,  and  appears  worthy  of  preser- 
vation, as  descriptive  of  the  times  in  which  the 
author  figured.  It  is  addressed  to  Master  Aider- 
man  Van  Breucklen,  after  whom  the  town  of 
Brooklyn  wras  first  named,  and  who  was  one  of  the 
pillars,  or  rather  sleepers,  of  what  was  called  in  the 
days  of  classic  Dutch,  “ The  Oude  Kerck”  in 
Garden-street.  This  street  was  so  denominated 
from  its  adjoining  the  garden,  in  old  times  the  prop- 
erty of  Master  Alderman  Johannis  de  Groodt,  a 
person  of  good  memory  but  little  judgment.  The 
writer  of  this  curious  letter  was,  it  appears,  the 
fourth  in  succession  of  the  same  family  that  had 
given  sextons  to  this  venerable  church  for  four 
Dutch  generations,  which  are  twice  as  long  as 
most  others.  The  original  is  in  the  language  in 
general  use  at  that  time,  and  the  translation  is  by 
Will  Wizard,  whose  late  mysterious  silence  I shall 
proceed  to  account  for  ere  long,  unless  he  returns 
to  his  duty. 

“De  Smees  Vly  (Smith's  Fly),  Sept.  3,  1702. 

“ Right  Worshipful, 

“ Being  ordained  the  fourth  in  descent,  as  sexton 
of  this  the  only  true  church  in  the  city  of  New- 
York  (as  it  hath  been  called,  or  rather,  as  I may 
say,  grievously  miscalled  by  the  English  interlo- 
pers), I consider  it  my  special,  nay,  bounden  duty, 
to  present  to  your  right  worshipful,  as  acting 
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church-warden  in  the  present  time  being,  the  mani- 
fest misbehaviours  which  follow  herewith  and 
hereafter. 

“ Imprimis — Certain  interlopers,  calling  them- 
selves Presbyterians,  have  lately  built  themselves 
up  a thing,  the  which  they  do  call  by  the  unseemly 
and  pagan  name  of  a meeting-house,  which  hath 
never  a steeple  wherewithal,  and  the  bell  whereof 
doth  hang  within  a little  place  marvellously  resem- 
bling a sentry-box  stuck  on  the  roof,  bearing  on  its 
top  an  unbelieving  weathercock,  which  always 
points  in  opposite  directions  to  that  of  the  true 
church.  Not  content  with  building  this  pernicious 
novelty,  as  it  were,  directly  under  our  noses,  they 
have  procured  a bell  more  than  twice  exceeding 
ours,  the  which  they  do  incontinently  ring  in  our 
ears,  so  loud  and  so  long,  as  to  drown  not  only  the 
sound  of  our  bell,  but  moreover  to  swallow  up  the 
voice  of  Master  Van  Ditmars,  as  he  singeth  the 
first  Psalm. 

“ Item — Standing,  the  Sabbath  before  the  last, 
partly  behind  the  third  pillar  on  the  left  hand,  close 
by  the  memorial  which  hath  been  erected  to  the 
sweet-scented  memory  of  Master  Myndert  Van 
Haggewout,  late  baker  of  New-Year  cookies, 
which  did  manifestly  excel  all  others,  I did  plainly 
see  Madam  Rem  Van  Der  Beek,  beating  up  the 
cushion  in  her  great  square  pew  at  the  northwest 
corner,  whereby  she  caused  it  to  wax  so  soft  and 
delectable,  that  she  did  incontinently  fall  asleep. 
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before  Master  Van  Ditmars  got  to  the  middle  of  the 
one  hundred  and  nineteenth  Psalm. 

“ Item — While  I was  busily  set  to  parting  two 
pestilent  curs,  which  it  seemeth  to  me  do  take  upon 
themselves  to  come  to  church  and  disturb  the  con- 
gregation, insomuch  as  they  belong  to  Master  Dea- 
con Swaghauser  and  Master  Deacon  Vander  Donck, 
this  caused  me  to  stoop  down,  the  widow  Van  Bus- 
sum’s  pew  being  then  wide  open,  by  reason  it  was 
exceeding  hot  weather,  I did  see  the  red  clocks  of 
her  fine  worsted  hose,  higher  than  became  a wo- 
man of  good  beseeming — even  above  the  instep ! 
Whereupon  the  devil  tempted  me,  and  I did  forget 
the  (‘jharrelsome  curs  outright,  and  also  omitted 
to  hand  the  bags,  into  the  which  our  congregation 
put  their  alms,  or  make  a bow  of  apology.  For 
which  grievous  sins  of  omission,  neglects,  and 
backslidings  therewithal,  the  dominie  did  reprehend 
me  sorely,  saying  unto  me,  that  in  all  foretimes, 
even  in  the  three  generations  mine  ancestors  had 
held  the  place  of  sexton,  the  like  had  never  hap- 
pened before. 

“ Item — On  Sabbath  last,  a young  damsel,  whose 
name  I keep  secret  out  of  respect  to  her  worship- 
ful family,  appeared  in  the  middle  aisle  of  our 
church,  that  was  never  so  scandalized  before,  with 
a white  veil  all  over  her  face,  whereby  the  congre- 
gation had  their  curiosity  sorely  raised,  and  some 
thereof  were  grievously  affrighted,  thinking  it  might 
peradventure  be  a ghost,  dressed  up  in  a winding- 


SALMAGUNDI. 


259 


sheet.  Moreover,  right  worshipful  good  Master 
Van  Ditmars  was  so  confounded,  marvelling  what 
it  was,  that  he  did  set  a long  metre  tune  unto  a 
short  metre  Psalm,  to  the  utter  confusion  of  Aider- 
man  Master  Jacobus  Flodder,  who  was  always  used 
to  strike  in  the  base  before  the  rest  of  the  people. 

“ Item — On  the  evening  of  the  same  day  (a  sore 
day  to  the  church),  walking  past  the  doors  as  is  my 
dutiful  custom,  just  between  daylight  and  dark,  to 
see  that  the  swine  have  not  begrimed  the  pillars, 
by  rubbing,  as  they  are  accustomed,  against  them, 
I did  detect  a naughty  boy  chalking  unseemly 
words  upon  the  church  door.  I was  exceeding 
wroth  thereat,  and  did  ponder  unto  myself  that  the 
like  had  never  happened  before  to  any  of  our  family 
to  the  fourth  generation  upwards,  and  that  of  a 
truth  the  teaching  little  boys  to  write  without  in- 
ducting them  into  manners  therewithal,  was  one 
of  the  new  fashions  introduced  by  the  interlopers, 
verily,  the  Englishmen. 

“ Item — About  three  or  four  weeks  after,  for  I 
did  wickedly  omit  to  set  down  the  day,  as  in  duty 
bound,  and  as  my  ancestors  had  done  before  me, 
even  to  the  fourth  generation  backwards,  I did 
detect  Master  Van  Slaghboom,  audibly  coughing 
and  blowing  his  nose  immediately  thereafter,  albeit 
he  had  never  a cold,  as  I verily  believe,  to  provoke 
such  unheard-of  enormities  ; and  your  right  wor- 
shipful especially  knows,  that  nobody  is  allowed  to 
do  such  things,  except  when  the  dominie  beginneth 
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himself,  or  while  Master  Van  Ditmars  is  looking 
out  the  Psalm. 

“ Item — I desire  to  complain  of  one  Donald 
M'Selfish,  or  Shelfish,  for  I opine  not  his  actual 
denomination,  the  pretended  sexton  of  yon  taber- 
nacle I did  describe  unto  your  right  worshipful. 
This  interloping  varlet— the  Lord  forgive  me,  right 
worshipful,  for  uttering  such  an  unseemly  word — 
besides  ringing  the  bell  all  the  time  Master  Van 
Ditmars  is  singing  the  first  Psalm,  doth  sneer,  as  I 
am  credibly  told,  at  my  little  cocked  hat,  the  which 
hath  been  in  the  church  for  four  generations.  He 
likewise  affirmeth  most  irreverently,  that  the  Lord 
cannot  understand  a Dutch  sermon,  thereby  insin- 
uating that  all  our  prayers  have  been  thrown  away. 
The  reason  of  all  which  unchristian  backbitings,  I 
do  humbly  opine,  is,  because  the  excellent  Madam 
V an  Dam,  the  lieutenant-governor’s  lady-mother,  did 
pay  me  the  compliment  to  say,  that  I did  precede 
a funeral  procession  with  a goodly  reverence,  the 
like  of  which  was  not  to  be  seen  elsewhere. 

“ Item — Being  fearful  of  making  my  letter  of  un- 
seemly length,  I will  conclude  with  possessing 
your  right  worshipful  with  the  wicked  practice 
among  certain  young  people,  especially  the  young 
damsels,  who  wear  new  bonnets  and  the  like. 
These  do  come  traipsing  into  church,  even  after 
the  bell  has  ceased  to  ring,  whereby  the  sound  of 
their  footsteps  is  heard  all  over  the  place,  and  the 
consecration,'  instead  of  looking-  reverently  at  the 
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Psalm,  as  in  duty  bound,  do  all  turn  their  heads 
incontinently  towards  these  latterlings.  These  ir- 
reverent backsliders  have,  moreover,  an  unseemly 
way  of  passing  by  me,  without  taking  notice,  as 
they  come  into  the  church,  albeit  the  dominie  al- 
ways maketh  me  a reverend  bow,  and  the  illustri- 
ous Alderman  Van  Quidder,  who  did  give  six  brass 
candlesticks  to  the  church,  always  pulleth  his 
cocked  hat  quite  off  from  his  head  whenever  he 
doth  encounter  me.  It  hath  been  maliciously 
whispered  that  the  alderman  doth  me  this  courtesy 
to  obtain  my  vote  ; but  verily  this  is  a calumny,  in- 
vented by  ill-disposed  persons,  who  think  jesting  on 
the  clergy  becoming. 

“ I rest,  right  worshipful, 

“ Your  humble  suiter, 

“Ian  Roedhaer.” 


I shall  fill  up  the  remaining  space  of  the  present 
number  with  the  following  little  poem,  which 
accompanied  a letter  lately  received  from  my 
friend,  the  young  Virginian,  who  has  been  all 
summer  too  much  taken  up  with  gallanting  the 
ladies  at  Berkeley  Springs,  to  write  any  thing  but 
poetry.  It  is  best,  however,  to  let  him  speak 
for  himself. 

“ The  great  Alleghany  ridge,”  says  he,  “ being 
between  the  head-waters  of  all  the  rivers  running 
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westward  and  eastward  to  the  Mississippi  and  At- 
lantic, offers  no  outlet  for  its  surplus  produce,  ex- 
cept by  tedious  roads  running  through  the  defiles 
of  the  mountains.  The  people  who  inhabit  this 
region  are,  for  the  most  part,  a race  of  ‘ mighty 
hunters  before  the  Lord,’  who  cultivate  a little  grain, 
and  seek  their  animal  food  in  the  solitudes  around 
them.  They  are  a sturdy  race ; full  of  haughty 
notions  of  independence,  and  their  occupation  of 
hunting,  being  connected  with  the  ideas  of  hardi- 
hood, courage,  loneliness,  and  danger,  affords  the 
materials  for  a number  of  little  traditions  which  I 
have  heard  among  the  people  of  these  mountains. 
They  are  apt  sometimes  to  be  benighted  in  the 
hills,  where  there  are  instances  of  their  being  lost, 
and  never  heard  of  afterward,  although  they  often 
carry  a horn  with  them  for  the  purpose  of  making 
signals.  The  other  day  I was  shown  the  ruins  of 
a log  hut  in  one  of  the  little  narrow  vales,  with  a 
brook  running  through  it,  and  a strip  of  green  on 
either  side  ; it  was  connected  with  a little  story 
that  furnished  the  materials  for  the  following, 
which  I send  you,  to  be  used  according  to  your 
discretion.” 
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THE  HUNTER  OF  ALLEGHANY. 

The  Hunter  is  gone  from  his  home  in  the  vale, 

To  chase  the  wild  deer  on  the  mountain  alone, 

Though  dark  is  the  morning,  and  raw  the  rude  gale, 

That  moans  round  the  hill  where  the  Hunter  is  gone. 

It  is  lonely  and  desert,  no  hut  to  be  seen, 

No  bed  but  the  rude  rock,  no  cloak  but  the  skies  ; 

And  the  torrent  that  foams  its  rough/ridges  between, 

Oft  stops  the  lone  Hunter  as  homeward  he  hies. 

O,  cold  blows  the  north  wind,  and  fast  falls  the  snow, 

The  tracks  are  all  cover’d  that  guided  his  way  ; 

’Tis  dark  in  the  depths  of  the  valley  below, 

And  the  last  teints  of  daylight  are  fading  away. 

’Tis  night — and  around  the  lone  hut  in  the  vale, 

The  snows  drift,  and  cumber  the  windows  and  door ; 

Cold,  dreary,  and  dismal  now  moans  the  sad  gale, 

I fear  me  our  Hunter  will  ne’er  return  more. 

And  so  fears  the  good  wife,  that  sits  by  the  fire, 

A listening  the  blast,  as  it  rattles  the  door, 

And  draws  to  the  chimney  still  nigher  and  nigher, 

She  fears  that  her  good  man  will  ne’er  come  back  more. 

’Tis  midnight — and  yet  blows  the  whirlwind  of  snow, 

And  louder  the  blast  moans  adown  the  lone  vale, 

And  still  sits  the  good  wife,  all  wakeful  with  wo, 

To  think  of  the  Hunter  that  bides  the  sharp  gale. 

Is  that  his  loud  horn  that  resounds  on  the  hill  1 
Or  is  it  his  voice  moaning  hollow  and  low  1 

'Tis  only  the  fiend  of  the  storm  howling  shrill, 

And  chiding  his  train  through  the  mountains  of  snow. 
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There’s  a noise  at  the  door — ’tis  the  Hunter  is  come  ! 

She  runs  to  the  door,  but  no  Hunter  is  there — 

’Tis  his  dog,  who  through  snow-drifts  has  found  his  way  home, 
While  his  master  is  freezing,  God  only  knows  where. 

He  looks  in  the  wife’s  face,  he  runs  to  the  door, 

And  wistfully  whining  in  accents  of  wo, 

Invites  her  to  follow,  while  he  tracks  before — 

She  wishes  to  follow,  yet  trembles  to  go. 

But  perhaps  ’tis  not  far,  and  there’s  time  yet  to  save 
The  poor  wand'ring  pilgrim  that’s  lost  in  the  hills, 

For  a lover,  a mistress  such  perils  would  brave, 

Shall  a wife  then  decline  what  a mistress  fulfils  1 

They  have  brav’d  the  dark  night,  and  the  keen  pelting  wind  ; 
Cold,  cold  blew  the  blast,  and  the  snow  fell  amain, 

But  none  know  if  the  Hunter  they  ever  did  find, 

Nor  wife,  dog,  or  Hunter,  e’er  came  home  again. 

The  hut  is  deserted,  yet  none  e’er  ask  why 
For  few  ever  visit  that  valley  so  lone ; 

And  those  who  may  chance  the  log  ruin  to  spy, 

Think  its  tenants  are  all  to  the  west  country  gone. 

But  one  day  or  other,  when  years  are  past  by, 

• Some  Huntsman  may  traverse  that  mountain  so  drear, 

And  shrinking  with  horror,  perchance  will  descry 
Three  skeletons  whitening  some  precipice  near. 

And  ponder,  as  sadly  he  leans  on  his  gun, 

And  feels  his  hair  bristle  with  horrible  fear, 

What  ruffian,  or  wild  beast,  this  foul  deed  has  done, 

Then  turn  him  away,  and  pursue  the  wild  deer. 
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No.  VIII.— SATURDAY,  DECEMBER  18,  1819. 


FROM  MY  ELBOW  CHAIR. 

That  every  age  is,  as  it  were,  an  improved  edi- 
tion of  the  preceding  one,  and  that  in  the  natural 
course  of  events,  the  human  race  is  making  a grad- 
ual advance  to  a state  of  comparative  perfectibil- 
ity in  knowledge  and  virtue,  I think  cannot  be 
doubted  by  an  accurate  observer  of  what  is  going 
on  in  the  world.  The  daily  discoveries  in  science  ; 
the  vast  improvements  in  the  mechanical  arts  ; the 
immense  number  of  societies  for  disseminating  re- 
ligion, and  bettering  the  morals  of  the  race  of  man- 
kind— and,  above  all,  the  prodigious  advances  made 
of  late  years  in  the  mode  of  educating  children, 
cannot  fail  in  due  time  of  producing  that  great 
consummation  denominated  the  Millennium. 

The  present  age  is,  however,  most  particularly 
distinguished  for  the  singular  improvement  made 
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in  the  mode  of  instruction  generally  pursued  among 
civilized  nations,  which,  notwithstanding  it  had 
been  somewhere  about  six  thousand  years  in  prac- 
tice, was,  it  is  pretty  well  demonstrated,  founded 
in  an  utter  ignorance  of  the  nature  of  the  human 
faculties,  as  well  as  their  manner  of  developing 
themselves.  Indeed,  when  we  consider  the  march 
of  the  world  in  arts,  science,  and  general  knowl- 
edge, we  cannot  help  acknowledging  the  natural 
and  innate  vigour  of  the  human  mind,  which  was 
enabled  to  make  so  great  a progress,  notwithstand- 
ing the  obstacles  thrown  in  its  way  by  such  a pre- 
posterous system  of  education.  The  wonder  is 
not  that  people  continued  so  long  in  comparative 
ignorance,  but  that  they  acquired  so  much  under 
so  many  disadvantages. 

In  contrasting  the  systems  pursued  by  the  wor- 
thy Thomas  Dilworth,  once  of  renowned  memory, 
but  now  of  no  memory  at  all,  and  his  equally  wor- 
thy successors  down  to  the  present  time,  with  that 
of  Messrs.  Pestalozzi,  and  the  heads  of  the  new 
school,  it  will  be  found  that  they  are  distinguished 
by  a radical  and  fundamental  difference.  The 
former  began  with  teaching  children  the  simple 
elements,  and  so  proceeded,  step  by  step,  from  let- 
ters to  syllables,  from  syllables  to  words,  and  from 
words  to  sentences.  It  was  supposed,  with  what 
a mistaken  simplicity  1 shall  demonstrate  in  the 
sequel,  that  this  slow,  gradual,  and  laborious  method 
of  imbibing  the  first  principles  of  education,  was 
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best  adapted  to  the  strengthening  of  the  memory, 
as  well  as  the  disciplining  and  maturing  of  those 
faculties  which  in  their  combined  operation  consti- 
tute what  is  called  human  reason.  Experience 
had  taught  them,  that  the  greater  ihe  difficulty  in 
making  an  acquisition,  the  more  likely  it  is  to  be 
properly  valued  and  properly  used — and  that  things 
easily  learned  are  as  easily  forgotten.  But  ex- 
perience is  only  an  infallible  guide  to  a certain 
point;  it  can  tell  us  what  have  been  the  conse- 
quences of  past  discoveries  and  alterations  ; but  it 
is  no  prophet  to  disclose  those  hidden  sources  of 
improvement  which  lie  dormant  in  the  womb  of 
the  future,  until  some  chosen  genius  wakes  them 
into  life  and  usefulness. 

Such  a chosen  genius  was  at  last  found,  who 
completely  exposed  the  folly  of  the  idea  of  a grad- 
ual development  of  the  youthful  faculties,  and 
clearly  demonstrated  that  the  human  mind  was  of 
the  nature  of  an  anti-climax ; consequently,  the 
proper  method  of  cultivating  it  was  to  leach  the 
higher  branches  first,  by  which  means,  from  a 
natural  effect  of  mental  gravity,  the  mind  would 
descend  with  a most  agreeable  facility  down  into 
the  region  of  the  simple  elements.  It  was  argued, 
and  the  position  was  certainly  impregnable,  that 
if  a child  could  be  brought  to  comprehend  a word, 
it  must  of  necessity  also  comprehend  the  syllables 
and  letters  which  composed  it,  and  consequently 
if  the  word  were  taught  first,  it  would  be  quite  uu- 
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necessary  to  descend  to  the  labour  and  wanton 
waste  of  time,  consumed  in  the  acquisition  of  the 
aforesaid  elements.  In  short,  the  axiom  was  al- 
most  self-evident,  that  a knowledge  of  the  whole 
included  a knowledge  of  all  the  parts,  and  the  only 
doubt  remaining  was  with  respect  to  the  possibility 
of  a child  comprehending  that  whole  without  be* 
ing  first  initialed  into  a perception  of  the  minor 
parts. 

It  was  on  this  ground  objected  to  this  admirable 
system,  that  it  was  tasking  the  youthful  mind  be- 
yond its  strength,  by  thus  rendering  a premature 
exertion  of  the  faculties  necessary,  at  a period 
when  such  exertion  was  calculated  to  weaken,  if 
not  destroy,  its  elasticity.  It  was  not  to  be  expect- 
ed, they  maintained,  that  the  intellects  of  a child 
could  all  at  once  expand  to  the  comprehension  of  a 
combination,  without  first  being  made  to  under- 
stand the  constituent  parts ; and,  consequently,  to 
teach  in  this  preposterous  manner  was  to  make  a 
parrot  of  a child,  by  causing  it  merely  to  repeat 
sounds  it  did  not  understand. 

It  is  often  found  that  the  greatest  and  most  im- 
portant truths  are  elicited  by  opposition.  Invent- 
ors are  almost  always  obliged  to  task  their  minds 
for  arguments  to  meet  the  objections  of  their  oppo- 
nents, who  thus  not  unfrequently  lead  them  into 
the  true  methods  of  perfecting  a discovery  which 
was  at  first  incomplete.  Thus  it  happened,  that 
the  last  and  greatest  improvement  in  the  system  of 
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education  in  this  country,  was  suggested  by  the 
cavils  of  these  enemies  to  the  progress  of  mental 
improvement.  Accordingly,  to  these  objections  it 
was  triumphantly  replied,  that,  if  the  infant  mind 
was  too  weak  to  comprehend  the  abstract  idea  of 
the  whole  of  any  thing  without  first  becoming  ac- 
quainted with  its  parts,  this  objection  could  not 
apply  to  the  thing  itself.  As  the  senses  were  the 
medium  of  all  our  knowledge,  to  present  to  the 
eyes,  nose,  mouth,  and  finger-ends  of  the  scholar, 
the  very  thing  itself,  instead  of  puzzling  his  brain 
with  a vague  and  unsatisfactory  definition,  which 
at  best  conveyed  nothing  more  than  an  idea,  was 
necessarily  the  best  and  shortest  way  of  enabling 
him  to  gain  a thorough  knowledge  of  its  nature  and 
properties. 

Accordingly,  all  appeals  to  the  understanding, 
except  through  the  medium  of  the  senses,  were 
very  properly  discarded  in  the  seminaries  where 
this  improved  system  was  adopted.  Instead  of  the 
slow,  one  might  say  endless  progression,  by  which 
the  youthful  mind  had  hitherto  gained  the  vestibule 
of  the  temple  of  knowledge,  and  in  which  the 
blooming  spring  time  of  life  was  entirely  consu- 
med, they  were  now  conducted,  by  a short  cut,  as 
it  were,  into  the  very  arcanum  of  the  temple  itself. 
And  this,  too,  was  attained  without  study  or  reflec- 
tion. Without  the  labour  of  investigation,  they 
became  as  wise  as  their  teachers  themselves  ; and 
like  the  sportive  birds,  that  neither  toiled  or  spun, 
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were  arrayed  in  the  bright  mantle  of  scholarship 
without  the  degrading  necessity  of  intellectual 
labour.  The  fair  forms  of  science  and  of  knowl- 
edge were  presented  naked  before  them,  instead 
of  being  enveloped  in  the  gorgeous  mantle  of 
words ; and  they  had  only  to  open  their  eyes,  to 
see  and  comprehend.  The  teacher  was  the  de- 
pository of  all  knowledge,  and  nature  was  his  book. 
He  walked  forth  with  his  pupils  into  the  fields  and 
the  woods— he  introduced  them  to  the  acquaintance 
of  every  thing  animate  and  inanimate.  The  earth, 
the  skies,  the  whole  universe,  was  as  a map,  for 
the  study  of  the  lively  candidate  for  knowledge, 
who  thus  gathered  his  information  from  the  foun- 
tainhead, and  embraced  the  substance,  instead  of 
pursuing  the  shadow,  of  knowledge. 

An  acorn  was  a subject  for  a lecture  on  that 
mysterious  power  of  reproduction,  which  ordains 
with  all  the  certainty  of  fate — that  the  acorn,  and 
the  acorn  alone,  shall  produce  the  oak — while  the 
smallest  insect  afforded  an  example  of  that  still 
more  mysterious  organization  of  matter,  which 
gives  motion,  life,  and  consciousness  to  those  ele- 
ments, which,  in  their  simple  state,  are  destitute  of 
either.  Every  object  in  nature,  in  short,  afforded 
the  subject  of  a lecture,  and  it  was  only  for  the 
pupil  to  ask  questions,  instead  of  stupifying  him- 
self with  books,  to  become  as  wise  as  his  teacher. 
This  was  truly  delightful ; but  it  was  discovered 
in  a little  time,  that  there  was  a species  of  knowl- 
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edge,  a class  of  ideas,  and  a mode  of  ratiocination, 
altogether  independent  of  mere  matter,  and  into 
which  the  mind  could  not  be  conducted  through 
the  avenue  of  mere  sensible  objects.  This  diffi- 
culty led  to  the  discovery  of  what  may  be  called 
the  climax  of  the  perfectibility  of  this  exquisite  * 
system.  It  produced  the  Grammatical  Mirror  and 
the  Grammatical  Bar ; and  no  doubt  will  lead  to 
the  invention  of  a series  of  machinery,  combining 
matter,  motion,  and  allegory,  or  hieroglyphic  ; and 
equally  calculated  to  instruct  our  youth,  not  only  in 
the  comprehension  of  mere  sensible  objects,  but 
also  to  initiate  them  into  all  the  abstruse  subtleties 
of  the  most  involved  metaphysical  discussions. 

I confess  I had  seen  occasional  notices  of  these 
extraordinary  machines  in  the  public  newspapers, 
but  considered  them  quite  as  ridiculous  as  the  dis- 
covery of  perpetual  motion,  and  the  pretensions  of 
the  inventors  as  on  a par  with  those  of  a quack 
doctor  to  skill  in  medicine,  or  a politician  to 
honesty.  It  was  not  until  last  Saturday,  when  I 
received  the  following  extraordinary  letter,  that  I 
became  convinced  of  the  utility  of  these  astonish- 
ing inventions.  I determined  to  lose  not  a moment 
in  giving  them  a proper  introduction  to  our  readers. 
Indeed,  to  say  the  truth,  the  present  number  is 
published  two  days  earlier  than  it  was  originally 
contemplated,  in  order  to  give  the  world  the  full 
benefit  of  these  blessed  contrivances  as  early  as 
possible.  It  is  incredible  what  benefits  may  result 
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from  them  to  the  people  at  large,  and  especially  to 
bank-directors,  practitioners  of  the  law,  and  itiner- 
ant ministers  of  the  gospel,  whose  early  education 
has  been  neglected.  Not  to  keep  the  reader  wait- 
ing any  longer,  I transcribe  the  letter  which  gave 
rise  to  these  speculations,  premising  that  I have 
not  altered  a single  word,  or  corrected  a single 
grammatical  error. 


TO  LAUNCELOT  LANGSTAFF,  ESQ. 

“ Sir, 

“ Understanding  your  paper  has  a great  circula- 
tion, not  only  in  the  cities,  but  throughout  all  parts 
of  the  country,  I have  chosen  it  as  the  medium  for 
doing  justice  to  the  merits  of  certain  teachers  of 
grammar,  and  chirography,  and  tachygraphy — com- 
monly called  writing-masters.  The  world  is  not 
sufficiently  aware  of  the  wonderful  utility  of  their 
newly-discovered  methods,  notwithstanding  the  ex- 
traordinary care  taken  to  set  forth  their  merits  in 
newspapers  and  handbills;  and  the  consequence  is, 
that  our  children,  as  well  as  many  grown-up  per- 
sons, continue  to  waste  their  time  in  vain  attempts 
to  learn  grammar  and  chirography  by  the  old  ex- 
ploded methods,  whereas,  were  they  only  to  resort 
to  the  new,  they  might  master  the  former  in  sixty 
hours,  and  the  latter  in  three  lessons, 

“ As  this  is  an  incredulous  world,  and  apt  to  dis- 
credit every  novelty,  I shall  be  very  particular  in 
the  details  of  my  own  case,  for  the  purpose  of 
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putting  down  all  opposition,  by  a plain  statement 
of  facts.  You  must  know,  sir,  I am  one  of  those 
unfortunate  young  fellows  that  pass  for  blockheads 
at  school,  principally  owing  to  the  defects  of  the 
present  prevailing  mode  of  teaching.  I had  much 
ado  in  learning  to  read,  and  after  two  years  un- 
wearied application,  managed  to  compose  a sort  of 
hieroglyphics,  which  might  be  mistaken  for  wri- 
ting by  near-sighted  people,  by  means  of  being 
knocked  over  the  knuckles  half  a dozen  times  of 
a morning.  As  to  spelling,  that  was  out  of  the 
question ; for  I was  so  taken  up  with  forming  my 
letters,  that  I had  no  time  to  attend  to  any  thing 
else.  This,  I understood,  was  altogether  owing  to 
my  not  being  taught  by  the  analytical  mode,  which 
has  lately  been  adopted  with  such  wonderful  suc- 
cess. But,  as  I told  you  before,  the  blame  was  all 
laid  to  my  door — the  boys  called  me  dunce — the 
teacher  rapped  me  over  the  knuckles — and  my 
poor  father  and  mother  began  to  think  of  putting 
me  out  to  a trade  instead  of  making  me  a lawyer, 
as  they  all  along  intended. 

“ But  my  chirographical  difficulties  were  nothing, 
compared  to  mr  grammatical  miseries ; which  were 
of  so-  aggravated  a nature,  that  I actually  came 
near  to  resolve  myself  into  an  interjection,  and 
exhale  in  a sigh.  I went  three  times  through 
Murray’s  Grammar,  which  I learned  every  word 
by  heart,  until  I could  actually  repeat  it  in  my 
sleep ; and  yet  I solemnly  declare  to  you,  that  the 
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utmost  I could  do  was  to  distinguish  the  singular 
from  the  plural,  and  the  masculine  from  the  fem- 
inine gender.  You  would  scarcely  believe,  from 
this  letter,  what  work  I made  writh  Syntax,  and 
how  I jumbled  the  moods  and  tenses  together,  to 
the  utter  confounding  both  of  sense  and  grammar. 
Though  I could  decline  the  nouns  and  conjugate 
the  verbs  as  set  down  in  the  book,  I could  never, 
for  the  soul  of  me,  apply  these  rules  anywhere 
else.  One  day  my  master  got  out  of  patience, 
fell  into  the  imperative  mood,  gave  me  a great 
knock  on  the  head  with  a mahogany  ruler,  and 
sent  me  home  bleeding,  with  his  best  compli- 
ments, and  a particular  request  never  to  see  my 
face  again.  This  put  the  finishing  stroke  to  my 
education  ; I went  to  school  no  more.  My  father 
desired  me  to  make  choice  of  some  handicraft 
trade  to  learn ; but  I delayed  from  time  to  time, 
under  pretence  of  not  being  able  to  make  the  se- 
lection ; for  I had  a sort  of  innate  consciousness 
that  nature  intended  me  for  one  of  the  liberal  pro- 
fessions. 

“ By  great  good  luck,  before  I could  bring  my 
mind  to  a decision  on  the  matter  just  mentioned, 
my  father  happened  to  see  the  advertisement  de- 
tailing the  extraordinary  properties  of  a certain 
newly-invented  machine  for  teaching  grammar  in 
sixty  hours.  He  was  excessively  pleased  with  the 
notion  set  forth  by  the  ingenious  inventors,  ‘ of  em- 
ploying the  perceptive  faculties  in  conveying  to 


SALMAGUNDI. 


13 


the  mind  the  whys  and  the  wherefores,’  together 
with  the  happy  plan  for  banishing  those  ‘ arbitrary 
symbols,’  vulgarly  called  letters,  which  ought  not 
to  be  tolerated  in  this  republican  country,  where 
all  arbitrary  power  is  disclaimed ; and  more  par- 
ticularly because,  although  they  pretend  to  convey 
ideas  to  the  mind,  they  ‘ are  not  the  resemblances 
of  ideas’ — confound  the  impostors  ! — they  were  the 
cause  of  my  passing  for  a blockhead  so  long,  as  I 
soon  afterward  discovered.  In  short,  my  father 
was  unutterably  delighted  to  learn  from  these  ad- 
vertisements, that  there  was  actually  in  New-York 
a machine  ‘ which  exhibited  a manifest  representa- 
tion of  all  parts  of  the  human  speech — which  im- 
parted information  more  expeditiously  than  words 
— which  presented  an  exact  imitation  of  the  agent 
with  its  cases — of  the  object  with  its  passions — of 
the  substantive  with  its  genders — and  of  the  action 
with  its  manners  and  its  times.’  For  my  part,  I 
neither  believed  a word  of  all  this,  nor  could  I 
comprehend  how  the  genders  could  be  represented 
in  a miiTor,  as  this  machine  was  called,  in  any 
tolerably  reputable  manner. 

“ However,  my  father  was  resolved  to  try  what 
virtue  there  was  in  machinery,  and  forthwith  gal- 
lanted me  off  to  this  wonderful  mirror — and  won- 
derful it  was,  I do  assure  you.  It  put  me  in  mind 
of  a show-box,  where  you  see  every  thing  in  a min- 
ute, and  travel  over  the  whole  world  in  less  than  a 
quarter  of  an  hour.  The  principal  difference  be- 
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tween  them  was,  that  you  could  see  all  the  wonders 
of  the  show-box  for  sixpence,  whereas  a peep  into 
the  wonderful  looking-glass  was  rather  more  ex- 
pensive. 

“ My  father  would  have  me  take  a lesson  imme- 
diately, justly  considering  that  no  time  was  to  be 
lost  in  completing  my  education.  So  the  show- 
man, I beg  pardon,  the  lecturer,  put  his  machinery 
in  motion.  The  different  parts  of  speech  being 
the  elements  of  tire  science  of  grammar,  as  he 
justly  observed,  he  first  passed  them  in  succession 
before  the  looking-glass,  like  the  shades  of  Ban- 
quo’s  race.  First  came  the  little  articles,  which 
the  lecturer  observed  were  so  difficult  to  represent 
by  any  substance,  that  he  was  obliged  to  resort  to 
the  ‘ arbitrary  symbols’  of  letters  to  describe  them. 
Then  came  forth  two  figures,  male  and  female,  the 
former  of  which,  in  passing  before  the  mirror, 
made  a bow,  and  the  latter  a courtesy.  They 
stopped  just  in  the  middle.  ‘These  now,-’  quoth 
the  lecturer,  ‘ are  what  we  call  substantives,  be- 
cause they  are  made  of  substance — now  for  the 
adjective.  It  is  only  to  ask  the  question,  “ What 
sort  of  people  are  these,”  and  the  adjective  pops  in 
upon  us  without  being  called — it  is  a good  man,  a 
virtuous  woman — a bad  man,  or  a worthless  wo- 
man. You  see  the  quality  of  the  substantive  is 
thus  clearly  defined.’  He  then  proceeded  to  illus- 
trate, by  exhibiting  the  distinction  between  the 
masculine  and  feminine  gender ; and  dismissed  the 
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substantives  by  putting  them  through  the  tenses, 
ending  with  the  past. 

“Afterward  he  called  them  before  the  glass  once 
more,  to  assist  in  giving  another  ‘manifest  repre- 
sentation of  all  parts  of  speech.’ — ‘You  see,  sir, 
they  now  stand  perfectly  still — they  are,  then,  mere 
simple  substances — incapable  of  action  or  passion, 
until  I give  the  word — walk’ — cried  he,  in  an  au- 
thoritative tone,  and  presently  the  figures  moved. 

See’ — continued  our  lecturer — ‘ they  walk — walk 
is  the  verb,  gentlemen, — ’tis  as  plain  as  day — none 
of  your  letters,  your  arbitrary  symbols  for  me.’ 
After  this  he  proceeded  to  exhibit  more  ‘ manifest  - 
representations  of  all  the  parts  of  speech,’  together 
with  their  various  attributes.  I should  tire  you 
were  I to  particularize  them  all,  and  will  therefore 
only  notice  some  of  the  most  remarkable. 

“ There  was  a verb  active,  in  the  form  of  a little 
fellow  dressed  in  a fireman’s  cap,  and  running 
about  apparently  crying  fire,  and  making  the  most 
furious  gesticulations.  Next  appeared  a passive 
verb,  sitting  demurely  in  a corner,  as  it  were,  con- 
templating the  bustling  little  fellow  in  the  fire- 
man’s cap,  and  occasionally  wringing  her  hands, 
as  if  it  was  all  over  with  her,  and  there  was  no  use 
in  any  further  exertions.  The  verb  neuter  was 
personified  by  a New-York  politician,  standing 
aloof  at  an  election,  to  see  which  party  was  likely 
to  carry  the  day.  After  this  trio  had  passed  before 
the  mirror,  I took  the  liberty  to  remark,  that,  as  he 
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had  a little  before  given  ‘ a manifest  representa- 
tion’ of  the  part  of  speech  called  a substantive,  by 
a human  figure,  it  seemed  rather  calculated  to  pro- 
duce a confusion  of  ideas,  to  make  human  figures 
the  manifest  representation  of  the  parts  of  speech 
called  verbs  also.  The  lecturer  easily  satisfied 
me  by  saying,  that  in  order  to  get  rid  of  those  ‘ ar- 
bitrary symbols’  called  letters,  he  was  obliged  to 
resort  altogether  to  sensible  objects — and  as  men 
and  women  were  the  most  sensible  objects  he  was 
acquainted  with,  he  preferred  them  to  all  others. 
From  this  he  proceeded  to  other  illustrations.  The 
copulative  conjunction  was  represented  by  a little 
man  in  black,  with  a band  like  a parson,  which  our 
lecturer  pronounced  the  happiest  ‘ manifest  repre- 
sentation’ of  a part  of  speech  he  had  ever  seen — 
f because,’  said  he,  ‘ as  the  conjunction  unites  the 
different  parts  of  a sentence,  so  does  the  parson 
bring  together  the  different  sexes,  thereby  produ- 
cing the  identical  part  of  speech  we  are  now  con- 
sidering.’ I asked  him  how  he  managed  with  the 
disjunctive  conjunction — when  he  produced  and 
held  before  the  glass,  with  infinite  self-compla- 
cency, a view  of  Doctors'  Commons,  where  he  in- 
formed us  divorces  were  obtained  in  England. 
The  last  ‘ manifest  representation’  of  a part  of 
speech  was  a personage  somewhat  resembling  a 
Shaking  Quaker,  who,  as  he  passed  before  the 
mirror,  threw  up  his  eyes,  sighed  ever  and  anon 
yery  deeply,  and  at  length  exclaimed  ‘ Ah  me  !* 
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1 Ah  !’  cried  our  brisk  lecturer,  ‘ that  is  my  little  in- 
terjection, and  with  him  we  will  conclude  our  first 
lecture.’ 

“ He  then  dismissed  us,  after  appointing  a time 
for  a second  lecture.  For  my  part,  I may  safely 
say,  that  now  for  the  first  time  had  I any  distinct 
perception  of  the  nine  parts  of  speech.  My  com- 
prehension became  all  at  once  enlarged  to  the  re- 
ception of  this  crooked  and  complicated  science, 
and  I actually  felt  as  if  I could  compose  a gram- 
mar out  of  hand.  But  I have  already  extended 
my  communication  beyond  all  reasonable  bounds, 
and  must  content  myself  with  telling  you  that  in 
sixty  hours  I became  a complete  proficient  in  the 
occult  mysteries  of  grammar,  in  proof  of  which  I 
adduce  this  letter,  which  I beg  you  will  lay  before 
the  world  as  soon  as  possible,  that  no  time  may  be 
lost  by  the  young  gentlemen  who,  like  me,  learned 
their  grammar  without  understanding  it. 

I am,  Mr.  Langstaff, 

“Your  friend  and  servant, 

“ Jedediah  Goshawk. 

“ P.  S. — I am  now  studying  French,  with  a gen- 
tleman who  teaches  it  in  six  lessons,  provided  he 
is  paid  beforehand,” 
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THE  OLD  FERRY-HOUSE. 

Every  one  is  acquainted  with  the  little  oldfash- 
ioned  house  in  Broad-street,  on  the  right  hand  side 
coming  up  from  the  river,  which  was  formerly  the 
Ferry-House,  where  people  embarked  for,  and 
landed  from,  the  opposite  shores.  It  is  a two-story 
structure,  built  with  Holland  bricks,  covered  with 
Holland  tiles,  and  exhibiting  the  oldfashioned 
Dutch  taste  in  every  part.  The  end  is  turned  to- 
wards the  street,  and  the  roof  is  sufficiently  steep 
to  turn  the  rain,  it  having  probably  occurred  to  the 
simple  folks  of  those  days,  that  this  was  the  princi- 
pal use  of  having  a roof  at  all.  Some  years  ago,  I 
remember  to  have  seen  a little  sheet-iron  boat 
perched  on  the  sharp  pinnacle  of  this  old  building, 
and  veering  about  in  the  wind  like  a trusty  weath- 
er-cock ; but  this  is  now  taken  down,  nor  can  I 
learn  what  has  become  of  the  venerable  relic, 
which,  to  my  shame  I confess,  I should  value  were 
it  my  possessive,  almost  as  highly  as  a Babylonian 
brick,  or  even  the  head  of  Memnon,  lately  so  gal- 
lantly cut  off  by  the  famous  modern  travelling 
Quixote  M.  Belzoni. 

It  was  here  the  people  of  the  country  round 
were,  some  century  or  more  ago,  in  the  habit  of 
coming  to  land  with  their  marketing ; and  here  they 
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were  accustomed  to  wait  till  the  boats  were  ready 
to  carry  them  over  again.  At  the  time  referred  to, 
from  Corlaer’s  Hook  to  the  point  of  the  Battery,  was 
a naked  beach  of  sand,  with  here  and  there  a little 
projecting  point  of  rocks  ; and  the  space  between 
I Broad-street  and  the  East  river  presented  a few 
detached  houses,  dispersed  at  intervals,  and  sur- 
rounded by  little  gardens.  The  name  of  Cherry- 
street  is  said  to  be  derived  from  the  circumstance 
of  its  being  laid  out  through  a large  public  garden, 
in  which  was  the  only  bowling-green  in  the  city ; 
and  where,  on  Saturday  afternoons,  the  wealthy 
people,  who  could  afford  to  be  idle  a few  hours  in 
a week,  resorted  to  play  at  bowls,  or  look  on  and 
smoke  their  pipes.  Beyond  this  lay  the  meadow 
of  Wolfert  Webbers,  of  whom  nothing,  I believe, 
is  known  but  his  name. 

More  than  one  hundred  and  twenty  years  ago, 
the  little  old  Ferry-House  I have  just  been  de- 
scribing was  the  scene  of  an  event  which  is  rela- 
ted in  an  old  diary  of  one  of  the  Cockloft  family, 
still  preserved  at  the  hall  with  pious  care  by  his 
worthy  descendants.  This  old  gentleman,  like  all 
the  rest  of  the  family,  was  somewhat  of  a humour- 
ist, although  possessed  of  a very  considerable  de- 
gree of  learning,  and  a more  than  ordinary  degree 
of  common  sense  ; for,  after  all,  I believe  it  will  be 
found  in  general,  that  those  we  denominate  humour- 
ists are  for  the  most  part  people  who  choose  to 
think  and  act  for  themselves,  in  defiance  of  the  ca- 
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prices  of  fashion  or  the  changes  of  manners.  He 
resided  entirely  at  his  farm,  and  with  all  his  eccen- 
tricities, was  a man  of  singular  method  as  well  as 
exemplary  industry ; and  his  feelings  were  so  quick, 
that  they  often  exhibited  themselves  in  rather  an 
odd  way.  It  is  still  remembered,  that  on  one 
occasion,  when  a little  daughter  fell  from  the  steps 
of  the  porch,  to  the  great  alarm  of  the  whole 
family,  the  old  gentleman  actually  snatched  her  up 
and  boxed  her  ears  soundly.  Most  people  would 
have  taken  this  for  sheer  tyranny ; but  I am  assured 
it  proceeded  entirely  from  an  excess  of  affectionate 
terror.  His  diary  is  exceedingly  minute,  and  con- 
tains not  only  his  actions,  but  his  reflections  on 
almost  every  subject,  together  with  various  extracts 
from  the  books  he  read,  interspersed  with  recipes 
for  curing  horses,  trimming  apple-trees,  killing 
caterpillars,  and  making  all  sorts  of  savoury  dishes. 
To  this  day  my  worthy  cousin  Christopher  never 
gives  a dinner,  without  telling  the  story  of  the  old 
gentleman  always  warming  his  wine,  and  trimming 
his  apple-trees  on  the  back  of  an  old  white  horse, 
which,  with  singular  aptitude,  he  called  old  Brown. 

The  following  little  story  is  detailed  in  the  hand- 
writing of  this  old  gentleman;  but  whether  related 
as  having  occurred  to  himself,  or  from  the  informa- 
tion of  some  other  eyewitness,  is  somewhat  doubt- 
ful. I should  rather  be  inclined  to  believe  the  latter 
supposition  correct,  as  he  died  just  at  the  end  of 
the  revolutionary  war ; and  though  upwards  of 
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ninety  years  of  age,  could  hardly  have  been  so 
conspicuous  an  actor  in'  the  scene.  Be  this  as  it 
may,  the  whole  is  carefully  recorded  in  his  diary, 
and  in  immediate  succession  to  the  following  mem- 
orandum : — 

“ April  ye  1 2th. — Unpleasant  weather — wind  N. 
N.  E. — I think  it  will  blow  a gale — no  blossoms 
yet — Dutch  nightingales  quiet.” 

“ It  was  on  the  evening  of  the  12th  of  April,  one 
thousand  seven  hundred  and  four,  and  a bitter 
evening  it  was,  as  ever  I saw  at  that  season  of  the 
year.  The  northeast  had  increased  gradually, 
ever  since  morning,  and  now  blew  a terrible  storm 
of  wind,  accompanied  by  rain  that  spat  in  the  face 
like  drops  of  boiling  water.  The  river  was  as 
black  as  my  hat,  except  where  the  white  caps 
curled,  like  winding  sheets  round  shipwrecked 
mariners,  buried  in  the  roaring  waves.  There  was 
not  a boat  to  be  seen,  either  on  the  rivers  or  in  the 
bay  ; not  a sail  enlivened  the  bosom  of  the  watery 
waste,  and  nothing  was  heard  but  the  sad,  shrill 
shriek  of  the  wind,  which  mastered  every  other 
sound. 

“ No  boat  had  come  over  from  the  opposite 
shore  since  early  in  the  morning,  and  the  market 
people  sat  waiting  in  the  Ferry-House,  with  the 
querulous  impatience  of  people  in  such  situations. 
One  good  woman  had  left  her  poor  little  child  to 
the  care  of  a girl  that  she  feared  would  neglect  her ; 
another  had  her  dairy  to  attend  to ; and  various 
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were  the  alleged  inconveniences  that  would  result 
from  the  detention  of  the  others  from  their  home 
all  night.  There  was  not  one  but  could  have  been 
belter  spared  any  other  night  in  the  whole  year. 
Every  instant  some  one  would  run  out  into  the 
pelting  storm,  to  look  which  way  the  little  ferry- 
boat on  the  top  of  the  house  pointed  ; and  whenever 
a bitter  flaw  howded  louder  over  their  heads,  their 
eyes  were  turned  towards  each  other  with  a woful 
expression,  implying,  ‘ We  shall  never  get  over  to- 
night,’ 

“ In  the  midst  of  this  war  of  hopes  and  fears, 
arising  out  of  the  little  rubs  of  everyday  life,  seated 
in  one  of  the  darkest  corners  of  the  room,  was  a 
figure  apparently  little  interested  in  the  struggle. 
It  was  a very  old  man,  if  one  might  judge  by  the 
few  hairs,  as  white  as  snow,  that  strayed  from 
under  a low,  wide-brimmed  hat,  looped  up  at  the 
back,  but  shading  his  face  so  that  nothing  could  be 
seen  but  the  mouth  and  chin,  that  evef  and  anon 
moved  with  a tremulous  motion,  which  might  either 
arise  from  a slight  affection  of  the  palsy,  or  of  the 
heart.  There  was  little  to  mark  him  from  the 
common  people  around ; but  notwithstanding  his 
dress  was  not  only  plain,  but  threadbare,  a gold- 
headed cane,  and  large  square  silver  buckles, 
seemed  to  indicate,  that  at  least  he  had  seen  better 
days.  In  the  accidental  assemblage  of  people, 
having  little  or  no  connexion  with  each  other,  and 
qvery  one  occupied  by  his  own  cares,  hopes,  antf 
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fears — some  amusing  themselves  counting  over 
their  market  money,  others  occupied  in  the  usual 
predictions  of  weather-wise  and  weather-bound 
travellers,  it  was  not  probable  such  a figure,  s6 
silent,  abstracted,  and  unobtrusive,  would  excite 
either  interest  or  curiosity.  He  might  be  deaf, 
dumb,  or  asleep,  it  was  a matter  of  no  sort  of  con- 
sequence ; for  it  is  a melancholy  truth,  that  the 
aged  are  very  often  placed  in  situations  where,  if 
they  did  not  excite  it  by  querulous  complaints,  they 
would  meet  with  but  little  attention  from  those 
around  them. 

“ But  he  happened,  I can  hardly  tell  for  what 
reason,  to  excite  my  curiosity,  perhaps  something 
better.  I know  not  whether  it  has  occurred  to 
others,  but  it  has  to  me — to  see  persons  carrying 
in  their  very  dress,  figure,  and  air,  something  al- 
most as  pathetic  as  a story  of  actual  suffering.  I 
could  never  analyze  this  mysterious  sympathy,  nor 
give  a reason  for  it ; but  I am  convinced  there  is  a 
pathetic  in  dress  and  air,  as  well  as  in  language 
and  expression.  Thus,  notwithstanding  the  speech- 
less and  motionless  quiet  of  this  old  man,  I could 
not  help  fancying  he  must  be  labouring  under  some 
intense  feeling  of  grief  or  anxiety.  As  I watched 
him  with  an  unaccountable  interest,  f observed  that 
at  every  shrill  blast  of  the  wind,  he  seemed  to 
shrink  as  if  from  some  terrible  apprehension, 
heightened  by  the  conviction  thus  brought  to  his 
senses,  that  the  storm  was  raging  more  fiercely  than' 
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ever.  I could  also  occasionally  distinguish  the 
long,  tremulous,  shuddering  sigh,  which  relieves 
the  overcharged  heart,  when  the  fountains  of 
the  eye  are  no  longer  able  to  supply  the  comfort  of 
tears. 

“ It  was  now  the  dusk  of  evening ; the  candles 
were  lighted  within  doors,  and  the  great  lantern 
hung  out,  as  a beacon  to  those  who  might  be  on 
the  water  in  that  tempestuous  night.  The  master 
of  the  house  now  came  in  to  still  the  agitations  of 
hope,  by  announcing  there  was  now  no  possibility 
of  crossing  that  night.  The  important  arrange- 
ment of  beds  now  began  to  occupy  the  company, 
which  concluded,  the  industrious  dames  took  out 
their  knitting,  or  resorted  to  some  other  occupation, 
to  turn  the  time  to  advantage  till  the  hour  for  going 
to  bed.  While  these  arrangements  were  going  on, 
the  old  man  sat  still  apparently  unmoved — his  head 
resting  on  the  cane  which  he  held  between  his 
legs ; and  except  that  his  sigh  was  deeper  than 
before,  when  he  heard  that  no  boat  could  possibly 
cross  that  night,  he  appeared  perfectly  uninterested 
in  what  was  going  forward. 

“ Eight  o’clock  now  came,  and  brought  with  it 
an  increase  of  the  pelting  storm.  The  wind  whis- 
tled with  more  angry  vehemence,  and  in  those  ap- 
palling intervals  of  solemn  silence  that  happen 
sometimes  in  the  pauses  of  the  gale,  the  waves 
were  distinctly  heard  dashing  all  along  the  shore, 
from  Smith’s  Fly  to  the  junction  of  the  rivers. 
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There  was  not  a footstep  passing  in  the  street,  and 
the  very  dogs  abandoned  their  nightly  serenades 
and  nightly  depredations,  to  couch  in  the  chimney 
corners.  The  eyes  of  the  good  dames,  who  were 
accustomed  to  go  to  roost  with  the  fowls,  with 
whom  they  rose,  began  to  draw  straws,  and  they 
set  about  to  arrange  themselves  in  pairs  for  the 
night,  in  whispers  that  passed  almost  unheard  amid 
the  howlings  of  the  storm. 

“In  the  midst  of  this  dread  silence  of  animated 
nature,  crouching,  as  it  were,  to  the  awful  violence 
of  the  tempest,  the  street  door  opened  with  vio- 
lence, and  some  one  came  in,  who  in  a hurried  voice 
related  something  to  the  master  of  the  house,- 
which  those  within  could  not  well  distinguish. 
Curiosity  induced  one  of  the  company  to  open  the 
door,  and  they  then  heard  the  new-comer,  giving 
information  that  a boat  which  had  put  off  from  the 
opposite  shore  just  before  dark,  had  been  driven: 
past  the  inlet  leading  up  to  the  Ferry-House,  and 
either  overset,  among  the  eddies  and  whirlpools,  or 
bilged  upon  the  point  of  rocks  ; for  they  had  heard 
dismal  shriekings,  and  could  plainly  distinguish  a 
female  voice  among  them. 

“‘It  is  my  daughter’ — cried  the  old  man,  in  a 
voice  where  the  weakness  of  age  was  blended  with 
the  energy  of  despair.-  Striking  his  stick  upon  the 
floor  he  raised  himself  with  a desperate  effort,  and 
as  he  tottered  to  the  street  door,  besought  every 
one  that  ever  had  a mother,  wife,  or  daughter,  to 
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follow  and  give  assistance.  I snatched  the  lantern 
from  the  place  where  it  was  suspended,  and,  in  at- 
tempting to  follow,  had  almost  tumbled  over  the 
body  of  the  old  man,  which  lay  extended  at  full 
length  at  the  foot  of  the  outer  steps.  As  I stopped 
to  raise  him,  he  exclaimed,  in  low  and  tremulous, 
yet  earnest  accents — ‘ My  strength  is  gone — don’t 
mind  me,  but  go,  in  God’s  name,  I beseech  you, 
and  save  my  child.’ 

■ “ I bent  my  way  as  fast  as  possible,  which  was 

slow  enough,  for  the  darkness  wras  profound,  to- 
wards the  river  side  ; but  before  I got  half  way, 
the  wind  blew  out  my  light,  and  obliged  me  to  re- 
turn for  another.  The  poor  old  man  by  this  time 
had  been  helped  into  the  house,  and  placed  in  an 
arm-chair,  where  he  sat,  apparently  unconscious  of 
what  was  going  forward,  for  the  weakness  of  ex- 
treme debility  of  body  had  yielded  to  the  strength 
of  feelings  that  seemed  as  yet  in  the  vigour  of 
youth. 

“ I once  more  set  forth,  followed  by  the  person 
who  had  brought  the  account  of  the  boat,  and  two 
others.  We  groped  our  way  along  the  creek  till 
we  came  to  the  water  side,  where  nothing  could 
be  seen  but  one  black  void  of  pitchy  darkness,  and 
nothing  heard  but  the  mingled  jargon  of  whistling 
winds  and  roaring  waves.  In  a few  minutes,  how- 
ever, during  one  of  the  momentary  pauses  of  the 
storm,  it  seemed  that  we  could  distinguish  a low 
plaintive  moaning  at  a little  distance  to  the  right  of 
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where  we  stood,  and  where,  as  I recollected,  a 
point  of  rocks  projected  into  the  river,  elevated  a 
few  inches  above  the  level  of  the  high  tides.  We 
followed  the  direction,  and  after  searching  about 
for  some  time,  we  perceive'd,  by  turning  the  lantern 
in  that  direction,  something  white  ; but  whether  it 
was  a stationary  object,  or  the  foam  of  the  high 
waves  breaking  over  the  rocks,  could  not  be  ascer- 
tained without  approaching  nearer.  For  my  part, 
I had  a foreboding  that  the  exclamation  of  the 
father  was  the  knell  of  his  daughter.  Taking  the 
lantern,  I scrambled  to  the  place  where  lay  the 
body  of  a female,  apparently  perfectly  dead  and 
motionless,  except  as  the  waves  moved  it  to  and 
fro,  with  an  undulating  motion,  keeping  time  with 
their  own. 

“ With  the  assistance  of  my  companions,  we 
removed  it  from  the  point  of  rocks,  and  carried 
it  up  to  the  Ferry-House.  The  bustle  we  made, 
and  the  exclamations  of  the  company,  on  our  en- 
trance, seemed  to  recall  the  absent  and  wandering 
perceptions  of  the  old  man.  The  moment  his  eye 
rested  upon  the  lifeless  body,  he  rose  with  the 
quick  alacrity  of  youth,  and  breaking  violently 
through  the  circle  that  had  gathered  about  it,  he 
contemplated  it  for  a moment,  as  if  unable  to  re- 
alize the  dreadful  calamity.  His  cane  dropped  from 
his  feeble  hand,  and  he  sunk  upon  the  lifeless 
body,  crying  out — ‘ My  daughter — alas  ! my  only 
daughter.’ 
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“ There  is  something  terribly  affecting  in  the 
despair  of  an  aged  father,  lamenting  what  by  no 
possibility  can  be  remedied,  and  mourning  in  the 
anguish  of  hopeless  sorrow  the  sundering  of  those 
ties  which  there  is  no  possibility  of  knitting  again 
in  this  world.  In  youth  we  weep  for  the  slightest 
calamities,  and  almost  before  the  eyes  are  dry,  the 
little  skin-deep  wounds  of  the  heart  are  well  again, 
But  the  tears  of  a rational  old  man,  whose  mind 
retains  its  native  energies,  are  the  last  wringings 
of  agony — the  concentrated  drops  of  excruciating 
suffering — the  very  waters  of  bitterness  overflow-, 
ing  from  the  heart’s  core  ; and  they  are  wrought  by 
a convulsion  of  the  human  mind  and  human  frame, 
gimilar  to  that  which  precedes  the  dissolution  of 
both, 

“ The  effect  of  such  sufferings  was  seen  in  the 
behaviour  of  the  little  group  of  honest  people  that 
stood  in  awful  and  inactive  silence,  without  taking 
any  measure  to  ascertain  if  yet  a spark  lingered  in 
the  apparently  extinguished  ashes.  In  a few  min? 
utes,  however,  we  bethought  ourselves  of  trying 
all  the  means  we  knew  to  bring  about  a return  of 
animation,  if  any  yet  remained.  We  carried  the 
bodies  up  stairs,  both  apparently  equally  lifeless, 
and  essayed  over  and  over  again  to  awaken  the 
poor  girl  from  a slumber  that  seemed  endless, 
just  as  we  began  to  despair  of  success,  one  of  the 
Women  insisted  she  felt  a slight  beating  at  the 
heart,  which  \yas  actually  found  to  be  the  case. 
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This  information  brought  the  father  to  life  again. 
He  continued  to  kneel  at  the  bedside,  with  clasped 
hands,  beseeching,  as  it  seemed,  a blessing  on  the 
exertions  of  these  good  people. 

“ Gradually,  almost  imperceptibly,  life  returned. 
The  young  woman  shuddered,  and  opened  her 
eyes  upon  the  father,  who  was  still  on  his  knees. 
In  a moment,  and  before  any  one  thought  of  p e- 
venting  it,  they  were  locked  in  each  other’s  or r 
‘ 0 ! why  did  you  venture  out  in  such  a i gl 
this?’  were  the  first  words  of  the  father. — ‘Ah! 
father,  I was  afraid  you  would  be  uneasy,’  were 
the  last  words  of  the  unfortunate  daughter.  The 
exertion  was  the  expiring  effort  of  nature.  Sliding 
gradually  from  the  relaxing  arms  of  the  aged 
parent,  who  watched  her  with  wild  and  glazed  eyes, 
she  fell  back  upon  the  pillow,  at  the  moment  he 
sunk  on  the  floor.  The  poor  girl,  as  was  after- 
ward discovered,  had  been  sadly  bruised  against 
the  rocks,  and  nothing  could  have  preserved  her 
life  even  a few  hours  longer. 

“ The  old  man  came  to  himself  again  after  a 
time,  and.  was  conveyed,  together  with  the  body 
of  his  daughter,  to  the  home,  where  there  was  now 
no  longer  any  one  to  welcome  the  aged  pilgrim. 
I saw  him  afterward  occasionally,  dressed  in  a suit 
of  rusty  black,  which  he  wore  to  the  day  of  his 
death.  He  evidently  remembered,  but  never  spoke 
to  me,  nor  I to  him.  He  seemed  to  associate  me, 
as  if  almost  unconsciously,  with  some  painful  yet 
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vague  recollections,  and  ever  after  avoided  me  a3 
much  as  possible.  Enduring  life,  without  enjoying 
it,  he  passed  his  remaining  years  in  the  solitude  of 
a home  devoid  of  every  object  of  social  or  kindred 
affection,  or  in  wandering  about,  a witness  of  the 
bustle  in  which  he  never  partook,  and  of  human 
faces  for  which  he  felt  no  interest.  Such  as  he 
was,  I never  saw  him  without  feeling  tears  in  my 
eyes,  for  he  was  a woful  example  of  one  dwelling 
in  a wilderness  once  peopled  with  objects  of  affec- 
tion, but  now  a blank  and  melancholy  waste.  What, 
indeed,  would  become  of  us  in  such  a situation, 
were  it  not  for  that  sweet  hope  of  hereafter,  to 
which  the  broken  spirit  clings  firmly  and  fear- 
lessly, and  which,  like  the  light-house  beacon  in  the 
storm,  shines  brighter  and  brighter  to  the  eyes  of 
the  sailor,  as  he  approaches  the  land  where  his  frail 
bark  is  destined  to  break  asunder,  and  his  soul  and 
body  to  part  for  ever.” 


A disposition  to  wander  about,  to  seek  their 
fortunes,  or  see  the  world,  seems  to  be  one  of  the, 
most  common  characteristics  of  mankind,  in  all 
ages  and  countries.  Our  own  countrymen  are  per- 
haps more  distinguished  for  this  rambling  propen- 
sity than  any  civilized  people  we  are  acquainted 
with.  Inhabiting,  as  they  do,  a boundless  conti- 
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nent,  without  barriers  to  circumscribe  their  motions, 
or  neighbours  to  arrest  their  unceasing  progress, 
they  spread  abroad  in  every  direction,  and  many 
of  them  appear  to  pass  their  whole  lives  in  going 
from  one  place  to  another,  without  doing  any  thing 
by  the  way.  What  is  also  worthy  of  observation, 
they  are  generally  in  so  great  a hurry,  that  the 
stage-coaches  on  the  signs  are  almost  all  painted 
as  running  away,  in  order  to  attract  passengers. 

In  such  a country,  inhabited  by  such  a people,  it 
was  to  be  expected  that  the  mode  and  means  of 
travelling  would  be  brought  to  the  greatest  possible 
perfection.  Accordingly  the  late  Mr.  Fulton,  by 
his  admirable  genius,  and  still  more  admirable  per- 
severance, after  various  efforts,  succeeded  in  what 
had  baffled  the  ingenuity  of  the  rest  of  the  world, 
and  thus  became  the  tutelary  genius  of  travellers. 
I am  not  ignorant  that  since  he  made  this  discovery, 
it  has  been  found  out  by  the  investigations  of  vari- 
ous disinterested  persons,  that  it  was  no  discovery 
at  all ; and  that  there  is  now  hardly  a nation  of  the 
least  pretensions  in  Europe  that  did  not  invent 
steamboats,  each  before  the  other,  and  every  one 
previous  to  Mr.  Fulton,  That  great  and  worthy 
person,  indeed,  seems  likely  to  exhibit  another  ex- 
ample of  the  injustice  of  mankind.  In  Europe 
they  are  labouring  to  steal  away  his  reputation ; 
and  in  the  very  state  where  he  perfected  his  dis- 
covery, there  are  those  who  would  deprive  his 
children  of  the  profits  of  a life  of  labour  consum- 
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mated  by  one  of  the  greatest  triumphs  of  human 
ingenuity.  i 

Be  this  as  it  may,  the  steamboats  are  certainly 
most  admirably  adapted  to  the  rambling  disposition 
of  the  people  of  this  country,  and  in  all  probability 
have  increased  the  force  of  the  habit,  by  affording 
such  easy  means  of  gratification.  Accordingly, 
at  certain  seasons  of  the  year,  and  particularly 
when  our  commercial  cities  become  irksome,  by 
their  heat  and  noise,  and  offensive  smells,  it  would 
seem  that,  like  the  Chinese,  one  half  of  our  people 
live  upon  the  water.  The  city  buck  packs  up  his 
multifarious  wardrobe,  and  hies  him  away  to  the 
Springs,  Lake  George,  Niagara,  and  even  some- 
times storms  the  very  walls  of  Quebec  : the  ladies 
from  the  east  and  south  meet  on  the  bloody  fields 
of  Ballston  and  Saratoga,  to  marshal  their  crapes 
and  muslins  in  battle  array,  and  stare  at  each  other 
like  cats  in  a strange  garret : the  spruce  young 
shopkeeper  begs  his  fortnight’s  holyday,  while  his 
weary  master  takes  now  and  then  a trip  to  Long 
Branch  on  a Saturday,  and  returns  on  Monday, 
marvellously  refreshed  by  lying  a-ground  a few 
hours  at  the  mouth  of  Shrewsbury  Inlet.  In  short, 
the  whole  world  may  be  seen  at  this  particular 
season,  passing  and  repassing  in  our  steamboats ; 
and  he  who  would  wish  to  study  human  characters 
and  manners,  in  all  their  endless  diversity,  need  only 
sail  about  in  one  of  these  floating  worlds.  Here, 
seated  at  his  ease  in  a splendid  parlour,  enjoying 
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all  the  accommodations  of  the  most  convenient  inn, 
and  advancing  rapidly  on  his  way,  without  anxiety 
or  exertion,  he  may  study  at  his  ease  the  vast  and 
varied  book  of  life,  and  note  the  infinite  shades 
which  nature  or  accident  impress  upon  the  human 
character. 

When  tired  of  the  sameness  of  the  town,  or  of 
my  own  company,  I frequently  put  myself  and 
my  little  portmanteau  into  one  of  the  steamboats 
for  Brunswick  or  Poughkeepsie,  and  sometimes 
even  as  far  as  Albany.  Here,  at  leisure  and  un- 
known, I can  watch  the  little  worrying  ants  of  our 
mighty  molehill,  as  they  run  about  for  profit  or  for 
pleasure,  and  note  their  varieties  as  they  pass  away, 
never  perhaps  to  return.  I have  just  come  from 
an  excursion  of  this  kind,  and  am  tempted  to  fill 
the  remainder  of  this  paper  with  some  of  the 
sketches  I find  in  my  pocketbook,  accompanied  by 
a few  hasty  reflections,  such  as  occurred  to  me 
occasionally. 

The  first  group  that  attracted  my  attention  was 
gathered,  as  I supposed,  around  a rosy-faced  Ger- 
man, marked  with  the  smallpox,  who  was  exhibit- 
ing a little  musical  box,  which  played  a number 
of  tunes,  He  was  seated  next  a plain,  good-hu- 
moured looking  gentleman,  who,  I shortly  discover- 
ed, was  the  real  object  of  the  popular  attention,  I 
could  hardly  tell  why,  there  being  nothing  particular 
in  his  appearance.  Presently,  however,  I dis- 
covered, from  a whisper  circulating  among  the 
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group,  that  the  person  who  thus  excited  their  curi- 
osity was  an  ex-monarch,  whom  the  tempests 
which  so  long  desolated  Europe  had  cast  upon 
our  shores. 

This  being  the  first  king  I had  ever  seen  off  the 
stage,  I honestly  confess  I felt  some  little  awe, 
and  a great  deal  more  curiosity,  which  I was  re- 
solved to  gratify,  not  only  by  looking  at  him,  but, 
if  possible,  by  conversing  with  his  majesty,  if  I 
could  muster  sufficient  courage.  I was  not  a little 
surprised  to  find,  that,  though  he  looked  very  much 
like  thousands  of  other  people  we  see  every  day, 
still,  the  moment  I found  out  who  he  was,  I actu- 
ally began  to  feel  that  mysterious  awe,  which  it  is 
said  overpowers  even  the  hungry  lion  when  he 
approaches  fallen  majesty.  I fancied  I could  de- 
tect an  indescribable  expression  of  dignified  supe- 
riority in  his  good-humoured  round  face,  and  would 
have  sworn  there  was  something  in  his  manner  of 
taking  snuff  that  distinguished  him  from  ordinary 
mortals.  One  thing  particularly  pleased  me,  and 
this  was  the  amiable  benignity  with  which  he  oc- 
casionally offered  a pinch  to  the  proprietor  of  the 
musical  snuff-box. 

Seeing  him  so  condescending,  I ventured  to 
brush  up  my  rusty  old  French  a little,  and  request 
the  like  favour  of  his  majesty ; who  very  politely 
gratified  me,  at  the  same  time  making  an  observa- 
tion which  led  to  a conversation,  in  which  I dis- 
covered that  the  monarch  was  a person  of  extraor- 
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dinary  talents,  although  I can’t  just  now  recollect 
any  thing  he  said.  All  I remember  is,  that  the 
longer  we  talked,  the  more  easy  I felt  in  his  pres- 
ence ; and  that  at  last  I had  particular  occasion  to 
call  to  mind  the  fable  of  the  fox  and  the  lion. 

Wishing  to  convince  his  majesty  that  I was  not 
entirely  ignorant  of  the  ill-breeding  of  monopoli- 
zing a great  man,  I retired,  under  cover  of  a pro- 
found bow,  and  reverted  again  to  my  old  amuse- 
ment of  studying  the  company,  in  other  parts  of 
the  boat.  The  result  of  my  observations  was  a 
conviction  there  was  no  instinct,  at  least  among  us 
republicans,  that  enables  us  to  detect  a monarch  in 
disguise.  Hence  I was  led  to  conclude,  that  either 
it  was  necessary  to  be  born  under  a king  to  be  able 
to  tell  one  at  first  sight,  or  that  the  outward  state 
and  circumstance  of  royalty  had  a vast  deal  to  do 
with  that  mysterious  influence  said  to  accompany 
it  abroad. 

But  it  seems  some  mischievous,  or  mistaken 
person,  had  pointed  out  a little  squab  Englishman, 
with  a round  face,  red  cheeks,  and  spectacles  over 
a snub  nose,  as  the  ex-king.  I had  my  eye  upon 
this  person  before,  and  set  him  down  as  one  of 
those  worthies  who  come  over  to  this  country  to 
compile  a quarto  of  merchantable  lies  for  the 
London  booksellers.  The  whisper  went  round, 
and  my  worthy  fellow-citizens,  who  don’t  mind 
staring  a little  at  any  thing  odd  or  extraordinary, 
began  to  make  their  approaches  by  degrees,  gradu- 
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ally  gathering  about,  aud  peeping  over  each  other’s 
heads  at  the  little  squab  person  in  spectacles,  who 
seemed  not  a little  elated  with  this  attention,  which, 
without  doubt,  he  ascribed  altogether  to  his  being 
an  Englishman.  Several  persons,  after  taking 
what  is  called  a good  look,  shrugged  up  their 
shoulders  very  significantly,  but  said  nothing,  with 
the  exception  of  an  honest  sailor,  who  swore  very 
emphatically,  that  “ Bob  Stiles,  the  boatswain’s 
mate,  looked  more  like  a king  than  he.” 

This  mistake  with  respect  to  the  real,  genuine, 
legitimate  monarch,  came  nigh  causing  another  war 
of  the  succession,  such  as  often  takes  place  when 
a loyal  people  fall  out  and  cut  each  other’s  throats 
about  choosing  a master.  The  party  gathered 
about  the  Frenchman  maintained,  with  great  obsti- 
nacy, that  he  was  the  true  monarch,  while  the  ad- 
herents of  the  little  Englishman  were  equally 
clamorous  in  support  of  his  right  to  the  vacant 
throne.  In  order  to  allay  the  violence  of  these  two 
parties,  1 was  deputed,  by  some  of  the  most  moder- 
ate, as  having  before  had  the  honour  of  conversing 
with  his  supposed  ex-majesty,  to  ascertain  the 
tmth.  Accordingly  J ventured  to  approach  him, 
followed  by  the  two  contending  powers,  and  to  put 
the  question,  which,  together  with  the  crowd  that 
backed  me,  seemed  to  alarm  him  exceedingly. 
He  doubtless  supposed,  that,  from  our  hatred  to 
kings,  we  intended  to  toss  him  overboard  the  mo- 
ment he  was  convicted  of  royalty,  and  accordingly 
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forthwith  started  up,  pulled  off  his  hat,  placed  his 
hand  on  his  heart,  and  assured  me,  with  a low  bow, 
that  he  was  no  king,  but  a good  republican  French- 
man, who  kept  a confectionary  and  sold  ice-creams 
in  Philadelphia.  This  gross  mistake  overwhelmed 
both  parties  so  completely,  that  by  tacit  agreement 
they  forbore  to  question  his  other  majesty,  with 
the  pug  nose,  who  enjoyed  his  supposed  dignity 
during  the  rest  of  the  voyage. 

Observing  this  mysterious  personage  occasion- 
ally very  busily  occupied  in  making  memorandums, 
I set  him  down  in  my  own  mind  as  a compiler  of 
travels,  or,  in  other  words,  a gentleman  travelling 
for  the  purpose  of  making  up  a book  about  our 
country,  to  suit  the  present  English  market,  as  per 
contract  with  the  London  bookseller.  Every  thing 
he  saw  or  heard  was  forthwith  transferred  to  his 
memorandum-book,  and  destined  for  immortality. 
It  happened  that  a southern  man  and  a native  of 
New-England  were  bantering  each  other,  as  is 
customary  with  people  from  different  parts  of  this 
country  when  they  meet.  The  New-Englander 
brought  out  the  old  stories  of  iron  cages  for  negroes> 
dancing  without  shoes  or  stockings  at  assemblies, 
and  gouging  at  elections ; while  the  other  good-hu- 
mouredly retorted  with  a certain  number  of  old 
stories  concerning  wooden  nutmegs,  wrooden  hams, 
and  bundling.  It  was  highly  amusing  to  see  the 
busy  alacrity  with  which  our  traveller  transferred 
all  these  pleasant  tales  into  his  magazine  of  facts, 
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where  they  will  no  doubt  make  a great  figure,  and 
afford  a new  text  to  the  gentlemen  of  the  Quarterly 
Review.  At  dinner,  I noticed  he  neglected  to  pull 
off  his  hat  until  reminded  of  it  by  the  captain, 
and  used  the  same  knife  and  fork  with  which  he 
was  eating  to  help  his  neighbours.  His  whole  be- 
haviour, in  fact,  was  that  of  an  under-bred  sort  of 
half  cockney,  entirely  unacquainted  with  genteel 
life ; and  yet  I have  no  doubt  he  will  set  us  down 
in  his  book  as  a vulgar  people,  and  talk  of  the 
superior  politeness  of  his  countrymen,  being  him- 
self so  exquisite  a judge  of  goodrbreeding.  Since 
making  the  sketch,  I have  been  informed  that  the 
person  just  described  is  the  identical  writer  of  a 
description  of  New-York,  lately  noticed  in  one  of 
our  public  papers,  and  particularly  distinguished 
for  its  good-humoured  misrepresentations. 

The  next  person  that  happened  to  fall  under  my 
observation,  was  one  of  those  wandering  Polish 
pedlers,  who,  among  the  light  floating  things  wafted 
to  our  shores  by  the  great  tide  of  emigration,  had 
come  to  seek  his  fortune  with  a little  box  of  silver 
watches,  as  they  are  called  by  courtesy.  These  he 
praised  to  the  skies,  at  the  same  time  that  he  found 
fault  with  every  thing  else,  in  a sort  of  half  solilo- 
quy. He  had  been,  he  said,  in  Paris,  London,  and 
in  all  the  famous  cities  of  the  old  world,  where  his 
watches  were  bought  with  the  greatest  avidity,  by 
people  of  the  first  rank,  and  much  genteeler  than 
anybody  he  had  met  with  in  this  country.  He 
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never  saw  such  people,  for  his  part;  not  a soul 
would  buy  his  watches,  though  the  best  in  the 
world,  and  offered  at  half  their  value.  All  this 
time  he  was  surrounded  by  a knot  of  mischievous 
persons,  who  bantered  and  worried  him  until  at  last 
he  shut  up  his  little  box,  and  exclaimed  to  himself 
as  he  turned  away,  with  a look  of  utter  despair — 
“ The  Yankees  are  so  cunning  !” 

Turning  to  another  quarter,  I chanced  to  en- 
counter a little  lad,  who,  asking  me  in  a foreign 
accent  some  questions,  which  indicated  that  he 
was  a stranger  to  the  place  where  he  was  going, 
I was  tempted  to  make  use  of  the  privilege  of  my 
country  by  questioning  him  in  turn.  There  was 
something  peculiar  in  his  manners,  appearance,  and 
history.  The  first  were  strikingly  manly  and  inde- 
pendent ; the  second  consisted  of  a fair  complex- 
ion, light  blue  eyes,  and  flaxen  hair,  curling  about 
his  forehead  ; and  the  last  was  as  follows  : 

Though  not  quite  fifteen  years  old,  and  very 
small  of  his  age,  he  had  left  his  native  country, 
Holland,  more  than  a year  ago,  in  which  time  he 
had  learned  our  language  very  correctly.  It  seems 
that  he  was  now  on  his  way  to  Albany,  with  a 
quantity  of  cheap  articles  of  various  kinds  he  had 
brought  over  with  him  from  Holland.  Was  he 
ever  in  Albany  ? No. — Did  he  know  anybody 
there  ? No. — He  was  going,  it  seems,  by  himself, 
to  seek  his  fortune  in  a strange  land,  among  stran- 
gers, confident  in  his  own  skill,  or,  maybe,  relying 
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on  the  hospitality  of  those  among  whom  he  had 
ventured  his  all.  Struck  as  I was  with  the  fearless 
gallantry  of  this  little  man,  I at  the  same  time  could 
not  help  reflecting  with  honest  pride  on  a country 
which  held  out  such  a smiling  welcome  to  stran- 
gers, that  they  were  tempted,  by  a generous  confi- 
dence, to  sever  the  ties  of  kindred  affection,  to  en- 
dure all  the  privations  of  a long  voyage,  nay,  to 
sell  themselves  to  a temporary  servitude,  in  order 
to  throw  themselves  into  her  sheltering  bosom. 
Not  only  the  aspiring  hopes  of  youth,  but  the 
wary  circumspection  of  age,  yield  to  the  tempta- 
tions held  out  bv  a land  of  freedom,  and  hither  it 
is  that  pilgrims  of  all  ages,  sexes,  and  countries 
flock,  to  rear  their  posterity  in  the  pride  of  inde- 
pendence, and  lay  their  wearied  bones.  The 
glory  of  the  arts,  the  splendours  of  arms,  conquest, 
power,  and  dominion,  fade  into  nothing  compared 
with  this  ; nor  would  I barter  the  triumphant  dis- 
tinction of  being  the  asylum  of  the  world,  for  all 
the  triumphs  of  Grecian  wit,  and  all  the  conquests 
of  Roman  valour. 

The  story  of  the  little  adventurer  soon  circulated 
among  the  passengers,  at  whose  instance  he  opened 
a shop  on  board,  where  he  carried  on  a brisk  trade, 
and  approved  himself  an  adept  in  making  bargains, 
notwithstanding  his  youth.  Finally,  he  left  us  at 
the  end  of  our  voyage,  and  went  on  his  way  re- 
joicing, bearing  with  him  the  warm  wishes  of  us 
all  that  his  hopes  might  be  realized,  so  that  he 
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should  never  repent  his  generous  confidence  in 
following  the  bright  star  of  the  west  as  his 
beacon. 


OUR  CORRESPONDENTS. 

Our  sole  object  in  carrying  on  this  work  being 
the  reformation,  if  possible,  of  some  pestilent 
abuses  that  have  lately  crept  in  among  us,  it  is  with 
infinite  pleasure  we  every  day  hear  of  the  wonder- 
ful changes  produced  by  our  strictures  on  the  little 
eccentricities  of  the  times.  Within  the  last  month 
more  than  forty  letters  have  been  received  from 
different  quarters,  cheering  our  very  hearts  with 
accounts  of  most  extraordinary  reformations,  and 
exhorting  us  to  continue  our  honest  exertions  for 
the  benefit  of  the  present,  as  well  as  future  gener- 
ations. Indeed,  these  letters  are  become  so  numer- 
ous, that  we  have  determined  to  appropriate  a por- 
tion of  our  paper  for  the  purpose  of  noticing  them, 
from  time  to  time,  under  the  head  of  our  corre- 
spondents. The  following  may  afford  samples  of 
what  will  be  the  probable  effect  of  our  work, 
should  it  be  extended  to  twenty  or  thirty  volumes, 
as  we  contemplate,  unless,  as  is  very  probable,  our 
readers  become  so  perfect,  ere  long,  as  to  super- 
sede the  necessity  of  its  continuation. 
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TO  LAUNCELOT  LANGSTAFF,  ESQ. 

“ Sir, 

“ I am,  or  I was,  not  long  since,  the  reigning 
belle  of  our  village,  which  is  a place  of  some  note, 
lying  on  the  great  road  from  Boston  to  the  city  of 
Washington.  This  distinction,  in  the  days  of  my 
vanity,  I concluded  fairly  entitled  me  to  a husband, 
who  could  afford  me  a carriage,  and  a three-story 
house,  with  a brick  front  at  least.  Looking  thus 
forward  to  a match  a little  out  of  the  common  way, 
I refused  several  young  fellows  of  good  credit  and 
reputation,  because  they  would  not  furnish  me 
with  these  essential  conveniences.  Indeed,  as 
none  of  the  native  village  beaux  could  afford  these 
necessary  appendages  to  a modern  matrimonial  es- 
tablishment, I turned  my  attention  to  the  young 
city  bucks  and  gentlemen  travellers,  who  some- 
times rode  over  to  spend  a Sunday,  or  stopped 
occasionally  in  their  journeys  from  one  great  city 
to  another.  These  distinguished  strangers  are  sure 
to  cut  out  our  poor  little  domestic  beaux,  who 
always  fall  into  the  back-ground  on  such  occasions. 

“ The  first  of  these  visiters  that  seemed  worthy 
of  my  particular  attention,  was  a young  fellow 
who  always  came  over  in  a dashing  gig,  with  gilt 
harness,  and  a coat  of  innumerable  capes  hanging 
over  the  back  of  his  vehicle.  I don’t  know  whether 
he  had  ever  fought  a duel  or  not,  but  he  was  cer- 
tainly a youth  of  great  courage,  or  he  never  would 
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have  ventured  his  neck  in  such  a ticklish  machine, 
which  was  at  least  twelve  feet  high. 

“ As  this  stranger  supported  such  a fashionable 
equipage,  and  spent  a deal  of  money  at  the  tavern, 
we  all  set  our  caps  at  him ; and,  as  usual,  I bore 
the  belle,  so  that  in  a little  time  I began  to  look 
forward  to  the  great  object  of  my  wishes,  a car- 
riage and  a three-story  house.  Before  this  happen- 
ed, however,  I went  to  New-York  to  buy  a white 
satin  gown,  which,  between  ourselves,  I intended  for 
my  wedding-dress.  My  very  ink  turns  red  while 
I inform  you,  sir,  that  in  one  of  the  very  first  shops 
I entered,  there  I saw  my  elegant  tandem  beau, 
measuring  out  a yard  of  riband  to  a lady’s  waiting 
maid,  and  bowing  and  smirking  behind  the  counter 
just  like  a monkey.  I left  the  place  as  fast  as  I 
could,  and  instead  of  a satin  gown,  purchased  a 
handsome  Bible  for  my  aunt  Barbara.  I imme- 
diately resigned  all  my  title  to  the  gentleman,  and 
turned  him  over  to  a young  friend,  who,  having  few 
pretensions,  is  quite  happy  to  patronise  my  dis- 
carded beau. 

“ The  next  visiter  that  attracted  my  particular 
notice,  was  a young  fellow  who  made  his  first  ap- 
pearance in  a curricle,  with  a servant  behind  it, 
dressed  in  leather  smallclothes.  He  was  given 
out  as  the  sole  agent  of  a great  riband-weaver  in 
the  city  of  Coventry,  and  nobody  doubted  either 
his  wealth  or  his  consequence ; for  he  not  only 
abused  the  waiters  at  the  tavern,  but  sometimes 
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even  bearded  the  landlord,  who  was  a member  of 
the  assembly. 

“ Here  was  a prize  for  the  belle  of  a village, 
where  men  were  almost  as  scarce  as  among  the 
Amazons,  having  almost  all  of  them  gone  to  seek 
their  fortunes  in  the  backwoods,  which  I wish 
were  burnt  up,  for  my  part.  This  prize  I soon 
thought  myself  sure  of,  when  the  late  war  came 
on,  and  from  that  moment  my  beau  began  to  fade 
like  the  leaves  in  autumn.  His  style  was  first 
claimed  by  the  keeper  of  a livery  stable  in  Maiden- 
lane,  I think  it  was,  and,  in  the  conclusion,  the 
riband-house  failed,  on  which  event  my  admirer 
melted  into  thin  air,  leaving  a large  trunk  filled 
with  bricks  as  security  for  the  payment  of  his 
lodgings.  1 have  since  heard  he  went  to  England, 
and  wrote  a book  of  travels,  in  which,  among  other 
things,  he  affirmed,  that  an  honest  man  could  not 
live  in  this  country.  I wonder  how  he  knew  that, 
as  he  never  tried  the  experiment  ? 

“ After  the  discomfiture  of  the  riband-weaver, 
my  rage  for  foreign  conquests  died  away,  and  I 
was  fain  to  content  myself  with  the  devoirs  of  a 
worthy  young  man,  a native  of  our  village,  who 
had  been  attached  to  me  a long  time,  and  whom  I 
had  tolerated,  rather  than  remain  quite  deserted. 
Still,  I could  not  bring  myself  to  marry  him,  as 
he  could  not  afford  the  carriage  and  three-story 
house. 

“ In  this  situation,  I happened  to  read  some  of 
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your  remarks  on  modern  finery  and  extravagance, 
which  occasioned  me  many  serious  reflections,  and 
almost  made  me  resolve  to  think  on  the  propriety 
of  abating  a little  in  my  pretensions.  To  deal  fairly 
with  you,  however,  I believe  my  reformation,  though 
begun  by  you,  was  completed  by  hearing  a person 
observe,  that  ‘ Miss  Clementina  Yokely  broke 
very  fast.’ 

“I  have  now  been  six  weeks  married  to  my  con- 
stant old  admirer,  and  though  we  keep  no  carriage, 
and  live  in  a two-story  house,  my  husband  is  affec- 
tionate, and  all  about  us  comfortable,  so  that,  though 
I have  tried  hard,  I can’t  find  any  thing  actually 
wanting  to  our  happiness. 

“ I am  induced  to  write  this  letter,  first,  by  a 
desire  to  notify  all  the  young  ladies  of  my  acquaint- 
ance, that  it  is  possible  to  live  in  a two-story  house 
and  walk  on  foot — secondly,  to  express  my  grati- 
tude to  you,  for  paving  the  way  to  a knowledge  of 
such  a valuable  secret. 

“ Your  obliged  and  grateful 

“ Clementina  Welwood. 

“ P.  S. — I must  not  forget  to  tell  you,  that  all  the 
young  ladies  of  our  village  have  lately  come  to  a 
determination  to  marry  as  soon  as  they  get  a good 
offer,  and  that  I intend  to  call  one  of  our  boys 
Launcelot,  C.  W,” 


46 


SALMAGUNDI. 


TO  LAUNCELOT  LANGSTAFF,  ESQ. 

“ Sir, 

“ I am  most  particularly  indebted  to  you  for  the 
spirited  diversion  made  in  your  sixth  number  in 
favour  of  the  people  of  our  village,  who  for  a long 
time  past  had  been  suffering  under  the  inquisition 
of  the  scandalous  dub.  Such  is  the  wonderful 
virtue  of  a little  well-aimed  satire,  that  tea-parties 
are  daily  diminishing  among  us,  and  even  Mrs. 
Sindefy  has  been  convicted  of  three  downright 
good-natured  speeches.  But  to  my  own  particular 
business. 

“ I am — but  as  I am  determined  to  marry  imme- 
diately, I will  not  tell  my  age  till  after  the  wedding 
— I am  a bachelor,  and  so  had  resolved  to  remain, 
until  within  a few  months  past,  when  I observed  a 
very  sensible  alteration  for  the  better  in  several 
young  ladies  of  our  neighbourhood.  This  every- 
body says  is  owing  to  your  paper,  which  is  very 
much  read  among  us,  notwithstanding  many  people 
think  the  style  not  sufficiently  elevated  for  common 
occurrences.  If  you  could  manage  to  get  into  the 
clouds  sometimes,  and  occasionally  write  so  as  not 
to  be  understood  by  your  readers,  I think  it  would 
materially  increase  the  number  of  your  admirers. 

“ Not  to  detain  you,  sir,  and  not  to  lose  time, 
which  I can’t  well  spare  just  now,  I write  this  to 
let  you  know  that  I am  going  to  be  married  forth- 
with, and  beg  you  will  come  to  my  wedding  next 
Saturday  evening,  precisely  at  eight  o’clock.  My 


SALMAGUNDI. 


47 


bride  is  a young  lady  of  good  family  and  fashion, 
who  has  been  so  wrought  upon  by  your  paper  as 
actually  to  attempt  the  manufacture  of  a pudding. 
Although  she  has  not  altogether  succeeded  in  this, 
I assure  you  I have  it  from  the  best  authority,  that 
she  came  off  with  flying  colours  in  a gooseberry 
tart.  “ Yours,  in  haste, 

“ Miles  Sniffen.” 

The  following  is  one  of  six  letters  from  as  many 
different  towns,  addressed  to  Evergreen,  in  conse- 
quence of  his  communication  on  the  subject  of 
scandal  in  a late  number.  Each  of  these  has,  it 
seems,  a knot  of  mischievous  people  similar  to  that 
described  by  Anthony,  and  each  of  course  has  ap- 
propriated the  picture  to  itself,  as  usual.  We  are 
accused  by  two  of  the  writers  of  personal  allusions, 
of  which  we  are  entirely  innocent ; but  even  if  we 
were  not  so,  the  practice  might  be  justified  by  the 
example  of  divers  famous  authors  of  the  town, 
who  meddle  with  every  thing,  giving  a special  pref- 
erence to  those  matters  of  which  they  are  most 
ignorant,  and  have  as  little  respect  for  the  charac- 
ters of  their  fellow-citizens,  as  a highwayman  has 
for  their  property. 

TO  ANTHONY  EVERGREEN,  GENT. 

“ Sir, 

“ I take  the  liberty  of  addressing  you  in  my  own 
behalf,  as  well  as  in  the  name  of  a number  of  other 
persons  nearly  in  the  like  situation,  in  order  to  ex- 


48 


SALMAGUNDI. 


press  our  gratitude  for  the  timely  interference 
which  has  saved  our  characters  from  actual  ruin. 

“ I,  for  my  part,  am  a careless,  good-natured  man, 
who  does  but  little  in  this  world,  and  says  less.  I 
take  small  interest  in  the  affairs  of  other  people, 
and  less  in  my  own,  having  once  lost  a pretty  es- 
tate because  I did  not  choose  to  take  the  trouble 
of  looking  for  the  title  deeds.  So  far  from  inter- 
fering in  the  little  broils  and  heart-burnings  of  the 
village,  I always  make  a point  to  hear  both  sides 
and  say  nothing.  In  short,  Mr.  Evergreen,  if  ever 
a man  deserved  to  be  let  alone,  I think  it  was  my- 
self. But,  from  various  circumstances,  it  has  so 
happened  that  not  a soul  in  our  village  has  suffered 
so  much  from  scandal,  or  provoked  so  many  ene- 
mies, merely,  as  it  would  seem,  by  his  desire  to 
avoid  doing  either. 

“ There  being  two  churches  of  different  denomi- 
nations in  the  place,  it  very  naturally  happens  that 
little  disputes  occur,  and  the  congregations  of 
course  take  sides,  displaying  more  heat  than  is 
altogether  becoming  in  such  near  neighbours.  On 
these  occasions  I have  always  preserved  the  strict- 
est neutrality,  and  the  farthest  I have  ever  ventured 
to  go  towards  giving  an  opinion,  after  hearing  the 
story,  was  an  expression  of  ‘ you  don’t  say  so’ — 
or,  ‘ is  it  possible  !’ 

“ My  never  meddling  in  the  affairs  of  other 
people,  is  construed  into  a total  disregard  of  their 
welfare  ; and  by  listening  quietly  to  the  complaints 
of  two  of  my  neighbours,  who  are  always  at  vari- 
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ance,  and  always  refer  their  grievances  to  my  arbi- 
tration, I have  got  the  reputation  of  a double  dealer, 
as  each  one  interprets  my  silence  in  his  own  fa- 
vour. But,  what  is  still  more  mortifying,  my  strict 
neutrality  with  respect  to  the  church  disputes,  has 
actually  occasioned  me  to  be  branded  with  the  op- 
probrious epithet  of  free-thinker. 

“ Nothing  was  wanting  to  my  complete  destruc- 
tion as  a moral  being,  but  an  offence  which  I com- 
mitted by  speaking  irreverently  of  canting  and 
hypocrisy,  in  the  presence  of  Mrs.  Sindefy,  who 
immediately  took  it  as  a personal  reflection.  I 
. was  hereupon  tided,  convicted,  and  condemned  at 
a special  meeting  of  the  club,  and  in  three  weeks 
after  had  not  a single  virtue  to  cover  my  naked- 
ness, except  a small  modicum  of  good-nature,  so 
mixed  up  with  folly  it  was  not  worth  having. 

“At  this  critical  period  your  paper  dropped 
among  us,  to  the  great  consternation  of  the  club, 
and  the  saving  of  several  remnants  of  reputation 
that  would  probably  not  have  survived  another 
meeting.  It  is  entirely  owing  to  this  timely  check 
that  I have  been  enabled  to  get  off  with  a small 
particle  of  character,  that  in  case  of  accident  may 
possibly  save  me,  some  day  or  other,  from  being 
hanged  on  the  bare  ground  of  suspicion. 

“ Your  everlastingly  grateful 

“ Luke  Eitherside. 

“ P.  S. — The  preacher  of  the  tabernacle  takes  all 
the  credit  of  this  to  himself.” 
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TO  LAUNCELOT  LANGSTAFF,  ESQ. 

“ Sir, 

“ Being  reduced  by  the  pressure  of  the  times  to 
the  necessity  of  going  to  a broker  to  borrow  money 
on  undoubted  security,  to  my  great  astonishment, 
he  only  asked  me  six  per  cent,  a month.  I have 
been  since  assured,  this  singular  moderation  is  en- 
tirely owing  to  the  apprehensions  which  the  frater- 
nity entertain  of  being  soon  particularly  noticed  in 
your  paper.  If  so,  please  to  accept  my  thanks. 

“Yours,  truly, 

“ Adam  Noland.” 

The  following  letter,  as  recording  the  greatest 
triumph  ever  yet  achieved  by  a periodical  work, 
will  conclude  the  present  article. 

TO  LAUNCELOT  LANGSTAFF,  ESQ. 

“ Sir, 

“ If  you  do  not  wish  to  ruin  an  industrious  man, 
with  a large  family,  I entreat  you,  worthy  sir,  to 
say  no  more  about  the  extravagance  of  the  times. 

“ I am  a fashionable  vender  of  those  elegant  and 
profitable  little  knick-knacks  that  sell  for  any  thing 
when  fashionable,  and  nothing  when  out  of  fashion. 
My  shop  is  a sort  of  academy,  in  which  young 
ladies  are  instructed  in  the  worthlessness  of  money  ; 
and  if  you  ever  happen  to  pass  by  it  in  the  dusk 
of  the  evening,  you  will  see  them  receiving  lessons 
by  dozens.  In  the  whole  course  of  my  business, 
I can  safely  say,  I never  knew  a downright  well- 
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bred  lady  guilty  of  the  vulgarism  of  declining  the 
purchase  of  any  fashionable  article  on  account  of 
its  price,  until  the  other  day,  when  the  daughter 
of  one  of  our  richest  brokers  actually  declined  a 
beautiful  cashmere,  because  it  was  too  dear  ! I 
wish  you  had  seen  the  astonishment  of  my  young 
gentlemen  at  this  unaccountable  phenomenon. 

“ Since  this  awful  indication  several  ladies  have 
treated  me  in  the  same  way,  and  one  of  my  young 
gentlemen  actually  heard  the  word  economy  issue 
from  a group  of  young  people  gathered  round  a 
trunk  of  French  shoes,  whereat  he  jumped  over  the 
counter  in  a fit  of  consternation. 

“ I am  credibly  informed  you  are  at  the  bottom 
of  all  this,  and  hereby  give  you  fair  notice,  that  if 
you  continue  thus  to  discourage  that  trade  by  which 
we  are  all  so  much  enriched,  I will  subsidize 
some  of  the  best  critics  about  town  to  run  you 
down  in  the  papers.  I have  already  tried  my  hand 
at  an  article  or  two,  but  they  say  it  did  not  altogether 
answer. 

“ Your  servant,  sir, 

“ Barnaby  Bandbox.” 

We  will  be  obliged  to  Mr.  Bandbox  to  furnish 
us  with  the  name  of  the  heroine  who  so  nobly 
resisted  the  cashmere  shawl,  as  Evergreen  is  so 
smitten  with  her  self-denial,  that  he  talks  seriously 
of  offering  her  his  hand  and  fortune,  provided  she 
is  not  too  old  for  him. 
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No.  IX  — SATURDAY,  JANUARY  15,  1820. 


FROM  MY  ELBOW  CHAIR. 

“ Who  docs  not  love  to  list  the  old  wife's  tale 
Of  former  days,  told  in  her  rambling  way, 
And  full  of  repetitions — yet  most  rare, 

And  worthy  of  the  ear  of  list’ning  youth, 
Gather’d  about  the  rousing  winter’s  fire!” 


I love  to  talk  with  old  people  who  remember 
the  revolutionary  war,  and  hear  them  tell  those  lit- 
tle stories  of  domestic  heroism,  of  solitary  and 
patient  suffering  they  have  treasured  in  their  mem- 
ories, and  which  escape  the  notice  of  the  historian. 
It  is  from  these  rural  chronicles  that  we  often 
gather  little  incidents  that  let  us  into  the  true  char- 
acters of  illustrious  men,  who,  when  in  public,  act 
before  the  great  audience  of  nations,  but  who,  in 
the  solitary  farmhouse,  or  rural  village,  among  peo- 
ple too  lowly  to  be  any  restraint  upon  their  actions 
or  deportment,  appear  in  their  nightgown  and  slip- 
pers. The  little  drama,  thus  simply  exhibited  in 
the  unstudied  narrative  of  talking  age,  to  me  is  far 
more  interesting  than  pompous  details  of  fallen  em- 
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pires  or  dethroned  kings,  whose  weakness  or  am- 
bition, whose  follies  or  crimes,  drew  down  upon 
them  the  ruin  they  deserved. 

Besides  exhibiting  more  of  the  real  picture  of 
human  life  than  a hundred  pompous  biographies 
of  dead  or  living  heroes,  these  traditionary  narra- 
tives combine  the  simplicity  of  truth  with  the  in- 
terest of  romance  and  the  beauty  of  poetry,  which 
are  indebted  to  this  source  for  a great  portion  of  their 
most  charming  incidents.  There  is  also  another 
advantage  in  this  legendary  lore  which  history  sel- 
dom possesses.  The  relaters  tell  what  they  them- 
selves have  seen  or  suffered;  and  all  must  have 
observed  the  interest  excited  by  the  descriptions  or 
narratives  of  an  eyewitness.  History  is  for  the 
most  part  hearsay ; tradition,  like  the  witness  in  a 
court  of  justice,  relates  what  it  has  seen,  and  the 
impressions  communicated  to  the  listener  are  those 
of  the  actor  or  the  spectator  himself. 

In  one  of  the  romantic  and  sequestered  scenes 
that  abound  along  the  banks  of  the  Hudson,  resided, 
a few  years  ago,  an  old  woman,  who,  though  above 
fourscore,  had  retained  all  her  faculties,  and  espe- 
cially the  faculty  of  speech.  The  house  in  which 
she  lived  had  been  the  quarters  of  General  Putnam, 
during  that  gloomy  winter  in  which  our  army  lay 
in  the  highlands,  and  had  often  been  honoured  with 
the  presence  of  Washington.  Having  nothing  re- 
markable in  its  appearance,  it  is  hardly  worth  a 
description  It  was  a large  farmhouse,  that,  hav- 
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ing  never  been  contaminated  with  paint,  retained  a 
truly  Quaker-like  simplicity ; and  was  so  little  an 
object  of  respect  to  the  tenants  of  the  farmyard, 
that  the  chickens  made  no  ceremony  in  coming  fn 
and  picking  up  the  crumbs  that  fell  from  the  good 
man’s  table.  It  was  of  considerable  length,  one 
story  high,  and  its  whole  appearance  accorded  with 
the  homely,  careless  simplicity  which  still  charac- 
terizes the  establishment  of  an  honest  independent 
American  farmer. 

Before  the  door  ran  a mountain-brook,  which,  in 
its  rapid  course  towards  the  river,  had  ploughed  a 
deep  ravine,  whose  sides  were  covered  with  grass, 
and  skirted  by  a row  of  English  cherry-trees  al- 
most a century  old.  Here  hundreds  of  chirping 
birds  came  to  steal  cherries,  and  sing  their  merry 
madrigals  undisturbed ; for  the  old  lady  had  more 
than  she  wanted,  and  so  had  her  neighbours,  so  that 
there  were  enough  for  birds  and  all.  Below  the 
house  the  brook  became  a torrent,  and  forced  its 
ways  among  immense  masses  of  rocks,  shadowed 
with  dark  hemlocks  and  solemn  pines,  with  now 
and  then  a wild  flower  trembling  on  the  brink  of 
the  steep,  and  by  a succession  of  cascades  at  length 
tumbled  into  the  river,  forming  a little  cove  of  al- 
ders, and  all  the  tribes  of  shrubbery  that  love  the 
fresh  water-side. 

The  whole  landscape  was  shut  in  by  lofty  moun- 
tains, woody  and  waving,  like  all  our  mountains, 
at  whose  foot  rolled  the  majestic  stream,  which  was 
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seen  here  and  there  like  a cluster  of  little  lakes,  re- 
posing in  the  cool  shadows  of  the  hills.  Within 
about  a half  mile  of  the  house  was  a singular-look- 
ing church,  which,  though  neither  picturesque,  or 
magnificent,  or  antique,  gave  a cast  of  still  more 
dignity  to  the  scene,  by  connecting  the  glorious 
works  of  the  Creator  with  the  grateful  homage  of 
his  humble  creatures.  I remember  going  there  one 
Sunday  morning,  some  years  ago,  and  being  struck 
with  the  rustic  simplicity  not  only  of  the  church, 
but  also  the  preacher,  the  service,  and  indeed  the 
whole  congregation.  But  what  most  excited  my 
attention  was  the  good  dame  who  is  the  heroine 
of  this  story.  She  sat  in  a pew,  close  by  an  open 
window,  which  looked  into  a corner  of  the  burial- 
ground,  where,  under  more  than  a dozen  grave- 
stones, reposed  the  remains  of  all  that  portion  of 
the  family  which  she  had  survived.  Here  lay  her 
parents,  her  children,  and  grandchildren  ; here  she 
could  receive  a sad  impressive  lesson  of  the  inevit- 
able fate  of  all  that  breathe  ; and  here  she  doubtless 
reconciled  herself  to  her  own,  by  the  cheering  hope 
that  she  was  going  to  meet  more  dear  friends  than 
she  would  leave  behind  her  when  she  died. 

Being  accustomed  to  visit  an  old  and  hospitable 
friend  whose  mansion  is  not  far  from  the  place  I 
have  been  describing,  I formed  an  acquaintance 
with  the  worthy  dame  by  often  stopping  in  my 
rambles  to  rest  myself,  and  listen  to  her  stories  about 
Washington  and  Putnam,  and  other  revolutionary 
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heroes  of  lesser  note.  For  fear  my  frequent  visits 
may  excite  some  little  scandal  among  some  of  my 
gossiping  readers,  I may  as  well  take  this  oppor- 
tunity to  mention,  that  she  had  a husband  at  the 
time  of  which  I am  speaking,  who  was  older  than 
herself.  He  died  a few  years  ago  ; and  all  that  I 
remember  of  him  is,  that  he  was  a little  old  man, 
with  a head  as  white  as  the  winter  snow  on  the 
tops  of  his  native  mountains,,  and  that  at  the  age 
of  eighty  he  used  to  turn  out  of  a frosty  morning 
to  cut  up  a load  of  wood  by  way  of  exercise. 

My  chief  pleasure  in  the  society  of  this  aged 
dame,  consisted  in  hearing  her  talk  of  the  great 
names  that  frequented  her  home  “ in  the  war-time.” 
I would  give  much  if  I carried  in  my  memory 
some,  even  remote,  recollection  of  how  Washing- 
ton walked,  and  looked,  and  smiled,  and  danced, 
for  he  was  accustomed,  during  his  arduous  struggle 
for  the  freedom  of  his  country,  to  relax  from  his 
weight  of  overwhelming  cares  by  often  going 
down  a sprightly  country-dance.  I am  acquainted 
with  a lady  who  was  frequently  his  partner,  and 
whom  I look  upon  with  peculiar  veneration  on  that 
account,  since,  to  have  been  in  habits  of  social  in- 
timacy with  that  man,  is,  in  my  mind,  sufficient  to 
give  dignity  to  his  surviving  contemporaries.  Nay, 
I freely  confess,  I have  sometimes  found  in  my 
heart  to  envy  even  the  worn-out,  ragged,  and  crip- 
pled soldier  of  the  revolution,  on  witnessing  the 
honest  pride  with  which  he  boasted  of  having 
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fought  for  the  liberties  of  his  country  by  the  side 
of  George  Washington.  Having  once  in  my  life 
had  an  opportunity  of  visiting  Mount  Vernon,  since 
the  death  of  him  whose  presence  has  consecrated 
every  spot  around,  and  given  to  the  very  trees  and 
blades  of  grass  a nameless  value,  I paid  particular 
respect  to  the  old  German  gardener,  who  boasted 
of  having  raised  cauliflowers  for  the  general ; and 
got  out  of  the  carriage  at  the  park-gate  on  purpose 
to  shake  hands  with  the  gray -headed  old  negro  who 
opens  it,  because  he  told  me  he  remembered  Master 
George  when  he  was  a little  boy. 

Such  being  the  nature  of  my  feelings  o*n  this 
subject,  I used  to  listen  with  silent  interest  to  the 
rambling  traditions  of  this  sibyl  of'  the  highlands. 
Her  family, '1  ought  to  have  mentioned,  had  been, 
for  more  than  half  a century,  the  tenants  of  a 
gentleman  who  joined  the  royal  standard  at  the 
commencement  of  the  troubles,  and  forfeited  his 
estate  in  consequence.  Though  warmly  attached 
to  the  cause  of  freedom,  it  was  natural  for  the 
good  dame  to  lament,  as  she  often  did,  the  worthy 
landlord,  who  had  always  been  sociable  at  the 
house,  and  treated  her  and  hers  with  those  little 
attentions  which  cost  nothing  to  those  above,  yet 
are  so  gratifying  to  those  beneath.  She  would 
occasionally  sneer  at  the  upstart  pride  of  those 
who  had  succeeded  him,  and  I remember  her  once 
pathetically  alluding  to  the  period  when  the  parson 
never  began  the  service  till  the  lord  of  the  manor 
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made  his  appearance.  In  short,  she  still  cherished 
in  her  heart,  unknown  to  herself,  a latent  spark  of 
toryism ; and  while  she  missed  no  opportunity  of 
telling  a story  to  the  credit  of  Washington,  could 
never  be  brought  to  use  any  other  prayer-book 
than  one  given  her  by  the  old  landlord,  which  con- 
tained all  the  prayers  for  King  George  and  the  royal 
family.  * 

But  for  all  this,  Washington  was  her  hero.  She 
had  a picture  of  him  hung  up  just  below  her  best 
looking-glass,  and  whenever  she  looked  that  way, 
it  reminded  her  of  something  the  general  said  or 
did,  or  some  events  of  those  doleful  times  when 
the  foot  of  an  enemy  passed  almost  every  thresh- 
old in  the  land.  She  would  look  at  the  picture 
with  the  affection  of  a mother,  and  exclaim — “Ah  ! 
he  was  a good  man.  I remember  he  used  to  come 
over  sometimes,  nay,  very  often,  to  talk  over  mat- 
ters with  General  Putnam,  who  had  his  quarters 
here.  If  ever  man  loved  his  country  it  was  Gen- 
eral Washington.  I could  tell,  but  I am  old,  and 
lose  my  memory  every  day — I could  tell  of  his 
perplexities,  his  watchings,  cares,  and  sufferings 
of  mind  and  body,  which  I believe  he  never  let 
any  one  see  but  myself;  and  I shall  never  forget 
his  kindness  when  I lost  my  youngest  son.  My 
boy  was  quite  a hero  among  the  young  men 
of  the  hills,  and  night  after  night  used  to  go  out 
with  parties  of  militia,  beating  up  the  plundering 
Yagers  that  came  from  below,  and  carried  away 
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every  thing  they  could  find,  to  the  ruin  of  many  of 
our  poor  people,  who  stayed  between  the  lines  be- 
cause they  were  old,  and  knew  not  where  else 
to  go. 

“ One  night — it  was  the  twentieth  of  January — 
I can  recollect  that — in  the  dead  of  night,  my  son 
and  his  little  troop  were  surprised  in  turn  by  a 
party  from  below,  while  warming  themselves  in  a 
house,  which  the  enemy  surrounded  in  dead  silence, 
and  then  set  on  fire.  In  attempting  to  escape  they 
were  all  butchered  by  the  Yagers,  who  hacked 
them  down,  though  they  begged  for  quarter.  The 
next  day,  while  I was  out  at  a neighbour’s  house, 
my  son’s  body  was  brought  home  by  some  people 
who  knew  him ; and  when  1 returned  there  I saw 
it,  with  the  blood  frozen  in  the  gashes  with  which 
he  was  covered. 

“ I don’t  remember  what  became  of  me  till  I 
found  myself  sitting  in  our  old  arm-chair,  and  the 
general  standing  just  by,  with  his  hat  in  one  hand 
and  the  other  resting  on  the  back  of  the  chair. 
‘ Mother,’  said  he,  when  he  saw  I was  come  to 
myself — ‘ Mother’ — and  the  word  made  me  so 
proud  I almost  forgot  what  had  happened — ‘ Mo- 
ther— you  have  given  a son  to  your  country — a 
brave  man  to  his  God.  Go  now  to  your  room,  I 
will  see  every  thing  done.’  I went,  for  no  one 
could  say  nay  to  him  when  he  soothed  or  com- 
manded, and  they  buried  my  boy  like  a soldier. 
The  troops  fired,  while  the  general  himself  stood 
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over  the  grave,  and  the  pride  of  a mother  almost 
overcame  her  affection.  Time,  hardships,  and 
more  sorrows,  that  succeeded  each  other  for  years 
afterward,  drove  away  the  bitterness  of  this  sad 
accident ; although  when  the  floor  was  washed,  or 
the  sun  shone  bright  upon  it,  we  could  see  the 
stain  of  blood  where  the  body  had  lain.  I can  talk 
of  these  things  now,  for  when  I think  of  the  death 
of  my  son,  I remember  also  that  he  died  in  the 
service  of  his  country,  and  his  country’s  father  fol- 
lowed him  to  his  grave.” 


SIGNS  OF  THE  TIMES. 

It  is  a common  saying  among  the  people  of 
Philadelphia,  who,  by-the-way,  are  rather  jealous  of 
our  city,  that  all  New-York  may  be  seen  in  Broad- 
way. That  splendid  street  is  indeed  a little  world 
of  itself.  It  exhibits  at  one  and  the  same  moment 
the  bustle  of  business,  the  idle  vivacity  of  fashion- 
able crowds,  the  splendour  of  costly  equipages,  the 
dashing  dandy  in  his  lofty  buggie,  and  the  humble 
drayman  in  his  long-tailed  cart.  Here  the  rich 
may  satisfy  all  the  capricious  longings  of  a sated 
appetite,  and  the  poor  regale  themselves  with  ad- 
miring what  they  cannot  buy.  On  every  side  the 
jutting  windows  display  their  costly  temptations, 


SALMAGUNDI. 


61 


in  the  shape  of  all  that  can  win  the  wishes  of  the 
gay  and  the  fair,  offered  to  their  acceptance  with 
all  the  seductive  suavity  of  high-bred  haberdashers, 
whose  splendid  stores  I look  upon  as  firstrate  acad- 
emies for  young  ladies  to  perfect  themselves  in 
the  fashionable  art  of  spending  money.  In  short, 
this  noble  street  of  our  beautiful  city,  in  addition 
to  its  other  attractions,  is  gemmed  on  either  side 
by  beautiful  maidens,  tripping  up  and  down  like 
rosy  goddesses,  and  committing  innumerable  mur- 
ders with  their  killing  eyes. 

But  what  most  excites  the  wonder  of  strangers, 
acquainted  with  the  severity  of  our  laws  against 
gaming,  are  the  splendid  paintings  which  decorate 
those  shrines  where  the  goddess  Fortune  showers 
her  golden  favours,  and  folly  and  ignorance  pay 
their  quota  for  the  special  benefit  of  medicine  and 
morality.  In  one  place  may  be  seen  the  goddess 
of  the  wheel  without  a bandage  to  her  eyes,  to  in- 
sinuate that  here  at  least  she  does  not  blindly  dis- 
tribute her  favours,  surrounded  by  votaries  of  dif- 
ferent sexes  and  ages,  all  watching  with  intense 
delight  each  revolution  of  the  circle,  which  spat- 
ters wealth  in  all  directions.  In  another  place,  a 
beautiful  woman,  not  quite  half  naked,  is  dancing 
in  the  air,  and  flinging  her  golden  tokens  about,  as 
if  to  insult  my  worthy  fellow-citizens  by  displaying 
the  shadow  of  a substance  that  has  long  passed 
away.  But  what  I most  particularly  take  excep- 
tion to  in  this  latter  picture,  is  the  figure  of  a young 
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lady  kneeling  down  like  another  Danae,  to  catch 
the  golden  shower  in  her  lap.  This  I look  upon 
as  tantamount  to  an  insinuation  that  our  young 
ladies  actually  worship  gold,  instead  of  paying 
their  devotions,  as  we  know  they  do,  to  the  una- 
dorned and  simple  shrines  of  love  and  duty.  At 
each  of  these  places  poor  ignorance  is  enticed  by 
a display  of  all  the  great  prizes  in  all  the  great 
lotteries,  past,  present,  and  future,  in  enormous 
figures,  that  almost  cover  the  whole  front  of  the 
house.  Indeed,  there  seems  hardly  any  limits  to 
the  various  seductions  of  these  arch  tempters,  who 
thus  lure  the  unwary  to  stake  their  last  shilling  on 
a desperate  chance,  and  trust  to  charity  afterward 
for  a bowl  of  soup  or  a load  of  wood.  It  may  in 
truth  be  affirmed,  that  Fortune  actually  stares  us 
in  the  face  at  every  turn  ; such  is  the  wonderful 
rapidity  witli  which  every  thing  arrives  at  maturity 
in  this  thrifty  soil,  where  weeds  and  flowers  alike 
acquire  a premature  strength  and  size.  Abuses 
and  evils,  that  required  whole  centuries  to  grow 
up  in  the  steril  regions  of  the  old,  have  of  late 
come  to  full  perfection  in  a few  years  in  this  new 
world. 

The  first,  lottery  recorded  in  the  history  of  our 
country  was  among  the  early  colonists  of  Virginia, 
in  the  year  1614.  The  scheme  was  simple,  like 
the  times,  and  the  highest  prize  four  thousand  five 
hundred  crowns.  This  lottery,  unlike  those  of  the 
present  day,  left  no  posterity  ; and  lotteries,  if  they 
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occurred  at  all,  were  exceedingly  rare  until  the  es- 
tablishment of  the  national  independence.  The 
states  then  becoming  in  a great  measure  their  own 
masters,  seem  hardly  to  have  known  what  to 
do  with  this  newly-acquired  liberty.  Like  little 
schoolboys  on  holydays,  they  frisked  about  from 
one  amusement  to  another,  and  at  last,  for  want  of 
something  else  to  do,  they  fell  into  mischievous 
practices,  and  took  to  making  paper  money  and 
drawing  lotteries.  Young  communities  resemble 
young  heirs  just  come  to  their  estates,  and  are  very 
apt  to  run  into  excesses.  So  it  happened  with  the 
states  ; and,  in  a very  few  years,  from  a progress  at 
first  gradual  and  insidious,  but  advancing  with  an 
accelerated  motion,  lotteries  have  become  a com- 
mon means  of  raising  money,  and  the  whole  com- 
munity is  more  or  less  infected  with  a spirit  of 
gambling,  the  more  pernicious  for  being  sanctioned 
by  the  laws. 

The  state  legislatures,  in  various  parts  of  the 
Union,  it  would  seem,  with  a view  of  securing  to 
themselves  a monopoly  of  the  profits  of  gambling, 
have,  with  admirable  inconsistency,  at  one  and  the 
same  time,  passed  laws  against  private  gambling- 
houses,  and  licensed  a succession  of  lotteries,  cal- 
culated to  foster  a spirit  of  gambling  in  the  whole 
community.  As  the  temptation  of  twenty  thou- 
sand dollars  became  too  weak  to  excite  the  baffled 
hopes  of  the  adventurers  again  to  throw  away  the 
earnings  of  their  industry  on  a desperate  stake, 
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cupidity  has  been  coaxed  by  still  higher  prizes,  and 
folly  tempted  by  chances  apparently  more  favoura- 
ble to  stake  its  all,  and  be  again  disappointed. 

In  many  parts  of  the  Union,  and  especially  in 
the  states  of  New-York,  Pennsylvania,  and  Mary- 
land, of  late  years  a perpetual  round  of  lotteries, 
one  more  enticing  than  the  other,  has  operated,  not 
only  as  a temptation  to  the  poor  to  risk  their  hard 
earnings  where  the  chances  are  always  against 
them,  while  all-fours,  tossing  up  coppers,  and  other 
honest  games,  where  the  chances  are  at  least  equal, 
are  denounced  as  unlawful  and  dangerous  to  the 
public  morals.  In  short,  while  horse-racing,  bill- 
iards, and  E.  O.  tables  are  banished  from  the  light 
of  day,  lotteries  are  sanctioned  by  the  very  same 
authorities,  and  the  enlightened  legislative  Solons 
have  displayed  their  capacity  for  nice  distinctions 
in  the  good  old  way,  by  winking  at  the  great  fishes, 
and  denouncing  the  lesser  fry  without  mercy. 

The  usual  mode  of  making  a bad  measure  pal- 
atable to  a virtuous  and  well-disposed  community, 
is  that  of  holding  it  up  as  conducive  to  some  salu- 
tary end,  by  which  the  whole  people  are  eventually 
to  be  greatly  benefited.  It  is  thus  that  every  mis- 
chievous public  measure  is  sheltered  behind  some 
pretext  of  public  good.  Accordingly,  lottery  pills 
have  been  uniformly  gilded  in  this  manner,  and  the 
well-founded  objections  of  the  moralist  are  silenced 
by  the  hopeful  prospect  of  eventual  good,  arising 
from  actual  evil.  At  one  time,  the  profits  of  this 
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great  system  of  gambling  are  to  be  employed  in 
making  a turnpike  road,  or  a bridge  ; at  another  to 
disseminate  the  blessings  of  learning,  thus  enlight- 
ening posterity  at  the  expense  of  the  morals  of  the 
present  generation.  Or  they  are  to  be  applied  to 
the  support  of  some  sickly  medical  institution  ; and 
from  the  number  of  lotteries  exclusively  devoted 
to  this  last  object,  one  would  be  inclined  to  suspect 
either  that  the  science  of  medicine  was  in  a lan- 
guishing state,  or  that  it  is  peculiarly  entitled  to  all 
the  patronage  of  Dame  Chance,  from  partaking  so 
much  of  the  nature  of  lotteries,  and  presenting 
about  the  same  prospect  of  benefit  to  the  adven- 
turer. 

Without  meaning  to  underrate  the  salutary  in- 
fluence of  a system  of  education  widely  diffused, 
the  usefulness  of  good  roads  and  bridges,  or  the 
benefit  to  be  derived  from  well-endowed  medical 
colleges,  still  I must  be  permitted  to  doubt  whether 
a partial  benefit  is  equivalent  to  a universal  evil. 
The  lottery  system  is  in  direct  contradiction  to  the 
inflexible  precept,  never  to  do  wrong  that  good  'may 
come  of  it.  The  evil  is  certain,  the  good  may 
never  come.  For  my  part,  I cannot  be  brought  to 
think  that  even  such  learned  physicians  and  prom- 
ising medical  students  as  they  have  at  New- York, 
Philadelphia,  and  Baltimore,  can  justify  a depar- 
ture from  this  admirable  rule,  so  necessary  to  finite 
beings ; and  I have  little  pleasure  in  seeing  the 
moral  constitution  of  society  undermined,  even  for 
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the  special  object  of  improving  our  health.  In 
short,  I am  fully  satisfied  that  whatever  operates 
to  destroy  the  wholesome  dependance  of  mankind 
on  their  own  labour  and  economy,  strikes  at  the 
root  of  their  morals  and  happiness ; and  therefore 
ought  never,  under  any  pretence,  to  receive  the 
sanction  of  a wise  and  virtuous  legislator. 

The  truth  is,  such  means  of  raising  money  for 
salutary  purposes  are  not  necessary  in  our  country. 
The  people  of  the  United  States  are  sufficiently 
awake  to  perceive  when  they  are  taxed  for  a useful 
object,  and  sufficiently  liberal  to  pay  for  any  public 
benefit  in  an  open,  direct,  and  manly  manner,  with- 
out resorting  to  this  insidious  way  of  picking  their 
pockets  and  undermining  their  morals.  All  indirect 
ways  of  raising  money  are  little  less  than  political 
swindling  ; but  this  by  lotteries  is  the  worst  of  all, 
since  the  best  that  can  be  said  of  it  is,  that  it  is  a 
paltry  invention  to  preserve  the  popularity  of  legis- 
latures, at  the  expense  of  the  morality  of  their 
constituents. 

Such  is  the  rapid  view  presented  to  a reflecting 
mind  in  contemplating  lotteries,  even  when  unac- 
companied by  any  evil  consequences,  other  than 
such  as  inevitably  result  from  an  extensive  scheme 
of  authorized  gambling.  But  when,  in  addition,  it 
is  found  that  practices  of  the  most  unjustifiable 
nature,  and  frauds  of  the  most  complicated  kind, 
are  often  connected  with  these — that  it  is  in  the 
power  of  a combination  of  rogues  to  make  such  a 
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disposition  of  the  prizes  as  deprives  the  adventurer 
even  of  his  solitary  chance  of  success — it  then 
becomes  obviously  the  duty  of  every  honest  man 
to  raise  his  hand  against  a system  intrinsically  bad, 
and  subject  to  such  flagrant  abuses.  These  specu- 
lations bring  to  my  mind  a little  adventure  con- 
nected with  this  subject  which  befell  me  something 
more  than  a twelvemonth  ago,  with  which  I will 
conclude  this  paper. 

A friend  in  the  country  having  sent  me  the  num- 
ber of  a ticket  to  be  examined,  I visited  the  den  of 
a lottery-office  keeper  for  that  purpose.  Formerly, 
vermin  of  this  cast  were  only  to  be  found  in  the 
regions  of  comparative  darkness,  where  roguery 
prospers  unobserved  and  undetected.  In  some 
lone  alley  or  obscure  street,  where  the  sun  never 
shone,  amid  rats,  spiders,  and  cobwebs,  they  plied 
their  unholy  trade,  and  were  happy  to  escape  the 
contempt'  of  mankind  by  passing  without  observa- 
tion. But  the  millennium  is  coming,  prejudices 
are  daily  passing  away,  and  any  business  by  which 
money  can  be  made  is  now  considered  reputable. 
The  consequence  is,  that  these  mischievous  and 
dangerous  tempters  actually  take  possession  of  the 
most  conspicuous  places  in  town,  and  have  the  un- 
paralleled impudence  to  invade  even  the  precincts 
of  Broadway. 

The  being  whose  shop  I visited  was,  in  addition 
to  his  trade  of  lottery-office  keeper,  a money- 
changer ; and  it  was  truly  astonishing  to  see  the  ease 
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with  which  he  passed  from  one  to  the  other, 
answering  fifty  questions  in  a minute.  He  was  a 
brisk,  middle-sized  man,  with  little,  round,  cunning 
eyes,  and  his  whole  appearance  denoted  a prosper- 
ous rogue.  His  business  seemed  exceedingly  com- 
plicated, and  he  possessed  the  enviable  faculty,  not 
only  of  talking  to  two  people  at  once,  but  of  cheat- 
ing them  at  the  same  time.  At  one  moment  he 
was  ensuring  a ticket,  the  next  exchanging  one 
bank  note  for  another,  and,  what  was  especially 
worthy  of  notice,  he  always  received  a premium, 
without  ever  paying  any.  From  these  poor  crea- 
tures he  suddenly  whisked  round  to  me,  to  inquire 
“ what  d’ye  please  to  have,  sir,” — rubbing  his  hands, 
probably  in  the  anticipation  of  another  dupe. 

My  business  was  soon  despatched.  The  ticket 
of  my  friend  was,  as  usual,  a blank  ; and  though 
this  has  invariably  been  the  case  for  the  last  twelve 
or  fifteen  years,  he  has  no  doubt  of  drawing  a great 
prize  one  of  these  days,  and  regularly  continues  to 
buy  a ticket  in  every  lottery.  While  lingering  in 
the  shop  for  the  purpose  of  observing  how  things 
went  on  in  this  world,  my  attention  was  caught  by 
a poor  woman,  who  came  in  and  stood  by  the 
counter,  with  an  air  so  anxious,  a countenance  so 
mixed  up  with  hope  and  fear,  that  I could  not  help 
feeling  interested  in  her  errand.  She  wore  a dress 
whose  clumsy  and  cumbrous  appearance  convinced 
me  she  was  not  of  our  country,  and  her  first  word 
betrayed  the  land  of  her  birth.  There  was  some- 
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thing  about  her  which,  without  being  interesting, 
was  calculated  to  make  a favourable  impression,  for 
her  air  was  not  vulgar,  and  her  countenance  be- 
spoke feeling. 

After  fumbling  for  some  time  in  an  old  pocket- 
book,  with  a trembling  hand  she  delivered  to  the 
man  of  the  shop  a lottery-ticket,  and  asked  to  know 
its  fate.  I shall  never  forget  her  countenance 
while  he  was  looking  for  the  number.  Such  deadly 
fixed  anxiety  I never  saw — it  was  too  intense  for 
the  alternations  of  hope  and  fear.  When  the  shop- 
man pronounced  it  a blank,  she  held  with  a sort 
of  convulsive  energy  by  the  edge  of  the  counter 
for  a few  moments,  and  then  went  out  without 
uttering  a single  syllable,  leaving  the  ticket  in  the 
hands  of  the  shopman. 

There  was  something  in  all  this  that  roused  my 
curiosity,  and  perhaps  a better  feeling.  I followed 
her  till  she  reached  a mean-looking  house  in  one 
of  the  back  streets,  where  poverty,  misery,  and 
vice  herd  together  to  prey  upon  society  or  to  perish ; 
and  waited  opposite,  balancing  with  myself  whether 
I should  go  in.  My  intention  is  good,  thought  I, 
and  I will  enter — my  errand  is  one  of  benevolence, 
and  charity  ought  never  to  be  called  an  intruder. 
Accordingly  I knocked  at  the  door,  which  was 
opened  by  a little,  dirty,  half-clothed  urchin,  who 
looked  as  frightened  as  if  he  thought  me  one  of 
those  unwelcome  visiters  that  so  often  beset  the 
dwelling  of  want.  The  door  opened  directly  into 
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the  only  room  on  the  lower  floor,  and  disclosed  a 
sight  calculated  rather  to  excite  disgust  than  sym- 
pathy. The  spectacle  of  mingled  sickness  and 
poverty  is  not  calculated  for  those  whose  feelings 
have  been  tuned  only  by  the  skilful  hand  of  the 
novel-writer.  There  is  too  much  of  rags  and  dirt 
— too  much  of  every  thing  at- which  the  mind  re- 
volts, to  create  any  other  feeling  but  a sort  of  in- 
dignant sympathy,  mingled  with  disgust,  at  the  deg- 
radation of  that  nature  of  which  we  are  almost 
ashamed  to  partake.  Sentimentalists  in  theory 
may  talk  of  that  unfeeling  apathy  so  remarkable  in 
those  who  are  accustomed  to  the  sad  spectacle  of 
human  suffering  in  poor-houses  and  hospitals  ; but 
the  fact  is,  that  there  is  something  so  intimate  in 
the  connexion  of  misery  and  vice,  that  it  is  much 
more  difficult  than  people  imagine  to  resist  the 
cold-hearted  and  contemptuous  indifference  which 
the  habitual  contemplation  of  the  former  is  calcula- 
ted to  inspire. 

I will  therefore  refrain  from  sketching  the  group 
before  me ; because,  if  I did  it  from  the  life,  it 
would  possess  nothing  of  the  interest  of  a senti- 
mental scene,  and  I am  not  writing  a novel,  record- 
ing imaginary  woes.  There  was  nothing  but  rags, 
dirt,  and  misery.  Want  is  always  garrulous,  and 
I very  soon  got  at  the  bottom  of  their  story.  It 
was  a common  one  enough,  but  it  conveyed  a 
moral,  and  my  readers  shall  have  the  benefit  of  it, 
if  they  please. 
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The  husband  of  the  poor  woman,  and  the  father 
of  seven  little  bundles  of  rags,  that  stared  at  me 
as  if  I were  a constable,  was  lying  on  the  bed,  evi- 
dently in  the  latter  stage  of  a rapid  decay.  He 
was  a native  of  the  county  of  Wicklow,  in  Ireland, 
whom  the  swTeet  and  comforting  report  of  the  land 
of  liberty  in  the  west  had  brought  hither,  where 
he  realized  his  hopes,  and  was  gradually  laying  up 
a little  independence.  But  the  devil  tempted  him 
in  a dream  to  buy  a lottery-ticket,  and,  what  was 
worse,  it  came  out  a prize  of  a thousand  dollars. 
This  put  the  whole  neighbourhood  in  an  uproar, 
and  set  every  soul  that  could  scrape  together  a 
few  shillings,  to  adventuring  in  the  lottery.  The 
poor  Irishman,  to  whom  a thousand  dollars  was  as 
the  riches  of  King  Solomon,  began  to  spend  money 
like  dirt,  and  drink  like  a fish. 

He  moreover  dreamed  continually  of  certain 
numbers  coming  up  prizes,  for  his  imagination  now 
teemed  with  nothing  else  ; and  on  one  occasion  his 
faith  was  almost  equal  to  that  of  a certain  lottery- 
office  keeper,  for  he  gave  fifty  dollars  for  a ticket  on 
the  strength  of  a dream.  But,  unluckily,  his 
dreams  never  came  true  afterward.  In  the  mean- 
time his  money  was  wasted  in  lotteries,  his  time  in 
idleness,  and  his  health  in  debauchery.  “ The 
end  of  all  these  things  is  death” — his  money  and 
health  failed  about  tlffi  same  time,  and  he  was  now 
on  the  miserable  bed  of  sickness  and  remorse, 
from  whence  he  never  afterward  rose.  He  died  in 
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less  than  a month  after  I first  saw  him,  bearing  in 
his  conscience  the  sting  of  folly  and  guilt,  and  car- 
rying to  his  grave  the  remorseful  conviction,  that 
his  own  imprudence  had  blasted  the  paradise  which 
a merciful  Providence  has  opened  to  the  poor  and 
oppressed  of  the  earth,  in  this  land  of  virtuous 
liberty. 

I told  this  story  to  old  cousin  Christopher,  whose 
heart  is  as  large  as  this  whole  world.  The  little 
Paddies  are  now  in  a way  of  doing  well  when  they 
grow  up,  if  they  only  keep  clear  of  lottery-offices 
and  dreams ; and  the  little  Shelahs  are  learning  to 
milk  cows  at  Cockloft  Hall.  They  are  a freckled 
set  of  toads,  with  light  blue  eyes  and  bandy  legs, 
and  the  youngest,  a huge  devourer  of  potatoes.  As 
to  the  mother,  she  is  now  a sort  of  assistant-house- 
keeper at  the  Hall,  and  would  be  the  happiest  wo- 
man in  the  world,  did  not  Jeremy  Cockloft  some- 
times play  tricks  upon  her  with  an  electrical  ma- 
chine, which  she  verily  believes  is  one  of  the 
latest  inventions  of  Beelzebub  himself. 
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TOWN  AND  COUNTRY. 

TO  LAUNCELOT  LANGSTAFF,  ESQ. 

“ Mr.  Langstaff, 

“ I suppose  you  think  I don’t  know  who  you 
mean  by  the  young  lady  whose  dress  cost  upwards 
of  I don’t  care  how  many  dollars,  and  who  is  to  be  an 
old  maid  by  your  account.  When  I saw  you  at 
Sophy  Sparkle’s  the  other  day,  I could  not  help 
wondering  where  she  got  acquainted  with  such  a 
cross-looking,  queer,  out-of-the-way  dressed  body, 
and  actually  took  you  for  one  of  those  prim  gen- 
tlemen who  go  about  soliciting  charitable  subscrip- 
tions for  all  sorts  of  things.  I little  thought  you 
were  the  cross  old  bachelor  that  takes  upon  him- 
self to  be  wiser  and  better  than  other  people,  and 
to  rail  at  the  extravagance  of  the  age. 

“ As  to  my  dress,  Mr.  Langstaff,  its  nobody’s 
business.  Thank  fortune,  my  papa  owns  a whole 
bank,  and  can  afford  to  eat  money  if  he  pleases. 
He  allows  me  to  buy  just  what  I like,  and  I rec- 
ollect laughed  ready  to  kill  himself  when  an  old 
lady  of  one  of  the  oldfashioned  families  threw  up 
her  eyes  the  other  day  at  our  house,  on  learning  1 
had  given  sixty  dollars  for  a Leghorn  hat.  He 
says  he  can  make  ten  times  that  sum  every  day 
(except  Sunday,  when  he  goes  to  church  regularly 
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three  times)  only  by  taking  advantage  of  a poor 
man’s  misfortunes.  You,  who  affect  to  have  but  a 
poor  opinion  of  such  people  as  my  papa,  will,  I 
dare  say,  write  another  piece  about  these  matters. 
But  1 don’t  care  a fig  about  it,  not  I, — and  intend 
to  dress  finer  than  ever  I did  before,  just  to  spite 
you.  The  next  time  I meet  you  at  Sophy  Sparkle’s, 
or  anywhere  else,  I mean  to  laugh  right  in  your 
face,  you  old  Put. 

“ I should  like  to  know  what  kind  of  houses 
they  are  in  the  new  countries,  that  cost  only  twenty 
or  thirty  dollars.  I dare  say  they  are  not  half  as 
good  as  our  pig-sty  in  the  country,  where  we  have 
a chapeau,*  built  after  the  model  of  a French  no- 
bleman’s in  the  Island  of  France,  with  turrets  and 
balconies.  Pray,  Mr.  Langstaff,  do  the  people  who 
build  these  grand  thirty-dollar  palaces  walk  on  all- 
fours  like  bears,  and  wear  clothes,  and  wash  their 
hands  and  faces  of  a morning  ? Above  all,  do  they 
talk,  and  act,  and  marry  like  other  people  ; or  do 
they  neigh  like  horses,  devour  raw  meat,  and  take 
wives  by  the  year,  like  the  birds  on  Valentine’s 
day  ? I should  like  to  see  one  of  these  superb  es- 
tablishments, for  I dare  say  it  would  tempt  me  to 
marry  the  owner,  were  it  only  to  enjoy  the  luxury 
of  such  a lodging,  and  disappoint  your  prophecy 
about  my  being  an  old  maid. 

“ As  to  my  being  an  old  maid,  that  is  just  as  it 
suits  me,  I thank  you,  sir ; for  I have  at  present 
* I suppose  the  young  lady  means  ch&lcau. 
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thirty-six  beaux  and  a half  on  my  list ; either  of 
whom  I can  marry,  if  I will,  so  long  as  my  papa 
is  so  rich.  Each  of  my  thirty-six  whole  beaux  is 
well-dressed  and  well-shaped  too,  ever  since  the 
invention  of  corsets  and  stuffings ; and  the  half 
one  is  an  imported  dandy.  So  I don’t  think  I shall 
die  an  old  maid  after  all ; for  if  the  worst  comes 
to  the  worst,  I will  set  my  cap  at  you  ; and  I never 
yet  knew  an  old  bachelor  whose  vanity  could  not 
be  tickled  into  any  thing  by  the  attentions  of  youth 
and  beauty.  To  tell  you  a secret — though  you  are 
such  a babbler,  and  put  every  thing  you  know  into 
print — I am  already  solemnly  engaged  to  three  of 
my  beaux,  and  expect  a declaration  every  hour 
from  a fourth,  whom  I mean  also  to  accept.  Which 
of  these  I shall  marry  I can’t  tell  yet,  until  my 
papa  has  found  out  who  is  worth  the  most  money. 
One  of  them  I like  well  enough,  but  my  papa  has 
a great  dislike  to  him,  because  he  is  fond  of  read- 
ing, and  rather  a sort  of  critic.  My  papa  says  he 
will  never  be  good  for  any  thing,  because,  though 
his  father  left  him  as  much  money  as  he  wanted, 
he  has  never  turned  a penny,  or  made  a keen  bar- 
gain, in  all  his  life. 

“ If  I see  any  more  of  your  prating  about  ex- 
travagance and  such  nonsense,  you  shall  hear 
from  me  again. — Till  then,  adieu,  you  illnatured 
toad. 

“ Adiante. 

“ P.  S. — I won’t  trust  you  with  my  real  name.” 
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It  is  always  a subject  of  serious  regret  with  me, 
whenever  I fall  under  the  displeasure  of  that  sex, 
which,  after  all,  furnishes  our  only  true  friends — 
without  whose  vivacity  society  would  be  destitute 
of  a charm,  and  the  absence  of  whose  tenderness 
would  make  a desert  of  this  world.  Nothing  but 
my  anxiety  to  persuade  them  to  act  up  to  the  high 
destiny  which  Providence  assigned  to  them  in  the 
scale  of  the  universe,  could  possibly  induce  me  to 
hold  up  their  foibles  or  extravagance  to  the  ridicule 
of  the  town.  If  it  will  in  any  way  mitigate  the 
tremendous  wrath  of  my  pretty  correspondent,  I 
can  assure  my  readers  that  she  looked  charming  in 
her  extravagant  dress,  and  that  her  Leghorn  bonnet 
was  peculiarly  becoming.  Nothing,  indeed,  was 
wanting  to  make  her  appear  beautiful,  but  a little  of 
that  plainness  and  simplicity  of  attire  which  gives 
the  finish  to  loveliness,  and  communicates  to  it  a 
charm,  which,  like  that  of  nature,  addresses  itself 
to  the  purest  feelings,  and  conquers  hearts  all  over 
the  world. 

Since  the  receipt  of  Adiante’s  letter,  in  rumma- 
ging over  some  papers,  I happened  to  light  upon 
one  from  my  young  friend  and  correspondent  the 
Virginian.  It  was  written  at  the  little  village  of 
Maysvillc,  on  the  banks  of  the  Ohio,  while  on  a 
tour  through  the  western  stales,  during  the  last 
summer.  Making  some  little  allowance  for  the  en- 
thusiasm which  I have  before  premised  forms  a 
considerable  ingredient  in  my  friend’s  character,  it 
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probably  exhibits  a pretty  fair  view  of  one  of  those 
thirty-dollar  houses,  and  some  of  the  people  who 
inhabit  them.  As  such,  it  may  serve  as  an  answer 
to  some  of  the  saucy  questions  of  my  fair  corre- 
spondent. I have  lived  long  enough  in  this  world 
to  know  that  it  is  one  of  the  grave  follies  of  those 
who  think  themselves  wise,  to  hold  up  people  in 
situations  so  entirely  dissimilar,  as  to  admit  of  no 
points  of  comparison  as  examples  to  each  other. 
The  economy  and  labours  of  a settler  in  the  west- 
ern country  would  as  ill  suit  the  fashionable  people 
of  this  spendthrift  town,  as  the  extravagance  of  the 
fashionable  people  would  the  first  settler.  Still, 
even  in  the  extremes  of  life,  there  are  analogies ; 
and  people  equally  well  educated  will  exhibit  points 
of  resemblance  in  situations  the  most  opposite. 
Though  the  one  may  not  be  held  up  as  an  example 
to  the  other,  there  are  some  things  which  they 
might  borrow  with  mutual  advantage.  The  fol- 
lowing is  the  letter  which  gave  rise  to  these  re- 
marks. 

TO  LAUNCELOT  LANGSTAFF,  ESQ. 

“ Maysville,  June  20th,  1818. 

“My  Dear  Friend, 

“ Since  I wrote  you  last  I have  crossed  the  Al- 
leghanies  and  descended  into  the  great  valley  of  the 
Mississippi,  the  centre  of  a thousand  rivers,  and 
the  future  residence  of  millions  of  happy  human 
beings,  as  I do  firmly  trust.  Every  thing  here  ex- 
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hibits  a contrast  to  those  scenes  in  your  city  which 
I quitted  a few  months  ago.  The  aspect  of  nature 
is  different — the  objects  I see,  the  sounds  I hear, 
are  new ; and  even  the  race  of  man  seems  to  have 
assumed  a different  character,  in  adapting  itself  to 
new  scenes  and  new  modes  of  life.  They  do 
things  here  in  common,  that  would  sound  like  ro- 
mance in  the  details  of  every-day  life  ; and  encoun- 
ter fatigues  and  privations  of  body,  which  only  the 
most  active  mind  in  the  most  healthy  frame  could 
endure.  Their  modes  of  life,  and  the  remuteness 
of  their  residence,  in  many  instances  twenty  or 
thirty  miles  distant  from  each  other,  are  calculated 
to  give  a stamp  of  individuality,  which,  in  the  close 
collisions  of  social  intercourse,  wears  away  and 
disappears  in  a little  while.  Being  allowed,  as  it 
were,  perfect  elbow-room,  it  naturally  happens  that 
the  mind  takes  a direction  according  to  temper  and 
circumstances,  and  not  meeting  with  those  checks 
which  circumscribe  it  on  every  side  in  crowded 
cities,  acquires  a character  of  independence,  dis- 
figured in  some  little  degree  by  a species  of  rough, 
self-supported  consciousness,  as  well  as  a want  of 
that  refined  deference  for  the  opinions  of  others 
which  constitutes  the  great  charm  of  a society, 
where  there  is  less  of  individual  character  and 
mental  independence.  Manly,  sagacious,  brave, 
and  quick  in  perception  as  action,  they  exhibit  a 
singular  variety  of  the  human  species,  possessing 
the  substance  of  kindness,  liberality,  and  friend- 
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ship,  without  any  of  those  outward  indications  by 
which  they  are  generally  accompanied  in  our  cities. 
These,  indeed,  are  so  often  used  to  disguise  the 
want  of  those  noble  qualifications,  that  perhaps 
this  is  one  reason  why  our  people  of  the  west  de- 
spise them.  I will  endeavour  to  give  an  idea  of 
what  I mean,  by  a little  anecdote  told  me  by  an  en- 
lightened and  philosophical  old  gentleman,  whose 
observations,  the  fruit  of  great  experience  and  sa- 
gacity, I delight  to  remember. 

“ He  was  walking  on  a narrow  causeway  which 
led  from  one  of  the  little  western  towns,  after  a 
heavy  rain,  that  had  caused  both  sides  of  the 
path  to  be  very  wet  and  muddy.  Hearing  some- 
body just  behind  him,  he  turned  round  and  saw  a 
man  six  feet  high  approaching  in  haste.  Just  as 
he  came  up,  my  old  friend  prudently  stepped  from 
the  causeway  into  the  mud,  as  it  was  too  narrow 
to  admit  of  their  passing,  and  he  did  not  think  it 
prudent  to  contest  the  way  with  the  giant.  The 
moment  he  did  this,  the  tall  fellow  indignantly  and 
roughly  called  out — ‘ Old  man,  what  did  you  turn 
out  for  ? — come  back — I can  walk  in  the  mud  as 
well  as  you.’  My  friend  stepped  back  again,  and 
the  tall  man  strode  past  up  to  the  ankles  in  mud, 
without  taking  any  further  notice  of  him. 

“ It  is  very  clear  to  my  mind  that  these  people 
will  give  a character  of  originality  to  our  country. 
In  fact,  they  have  already  done  so  in  some  degree. 
Their  imagery,  their  comparisons,  their  cant  words, 
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are  all  peculiar  to  themselves,  and  their  opinions 
on  various  subjects,  considered  among  people  of 
regular  tact  as  settled  beyond  the  reach  of  further 
controversy,  are  just  as  various  as  they  are  upon 
the  most  speculative  points  of  philosophy.  In 
opinion  they  bend  to  no  authority  whatever,  and 
setting  aside  their  submission  to  the  laws,  they 
will  suffer  themselves  to  be  led  by  nothing  which 
their  own  reason  does  not  sanction.  This  inde- 
pendence of  mind,  while  it  produces  occasionally 
a departure  from  common  and  salutary  usages,  is, 
on  the  whole,  I am  inclined  to  believe,  peculiarly 
favourable  to  the  play  and  exercise  of  the  hu- 
man faculties,  because  it  admits  of  the  discussion 
of  subjects  which  in  other  places  are  considered 
beyond  question.  Hence  arises  a sort  of  con- 
tempt for  old  habits  and  opinions  that  do  not  bear 
the  test  of  reason,  and  thus  a way  is  opened  not 
only  to  the  dismissal  of  old  errors,  but  for  the  ad- 
mission of  new  modes  and  opinions  better  adapted 
to  situation  and  circumstances.  Most  of  the  im- 
provements of  this  world  are  perhaps  the  offspring 
of  this  habit  of  independent  reasoning  in  a few 
solitary  individuals,  and  consequently  it  would 
seem,  that  a whole  people  given  to  this  habit  must 
possess  a capacity  for  the  most  rapid  advance  in 
every  thing.  But  as  example  is  better  than  vague 
talking,  I will  tax  your  patience,  if  you  have  any, 
with  the  relation  of  an  adventure  that  befell  me  a 
few  days  ago. 
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“ I had  travelled  fifteen  or  sixteen  miles  over  a 
road  where  there  was  not  a single  fresh  track  but 
my  own,  and  without  meeting  any  thing  alive  but 
a deer,  and  a few  woodpeckers.  Neither  the 
voice  of  man  or  beast  had  met  my  ear  all  that 
time,  except  the  occasional  neighing  of  my  horse, 
who  seemed  extremely  desirous,  like  myself,  of 
meeting  a fellow-creature.  I was  startled  almost 
out  of  the  saddle  by  his  first  essay,  which,  breaking 
as  it  did  upon  a silence  so  profound,  was  quite 
alarming.  As  the  evening  was  coming  on  apace, 
I began  to  be  a little  solicitous  about  my  lodgings, 
not  having  become  reconciled  to  the  fashion  of  the 
western  travellers  of  lying  in  the  wild  woods,  with 
the  leaves  for  a bed  and  the  skies  for  clean  sheets. 

“ This  being  the  case,  I was  cheered  to  the  very 
heart  by  the  sound  of  an  axe,  and  the  occasional 
yelping  of  hounds  at  a considerable  distance.  I 
spurred  on  gayly,  and  my  horse  became  as  it  were 
inspired  with  this  music  ; for  being  a native  of  the 
woods,  he  knew  by  experience  that  a house  was 
not  far  off.  In  a little  time  we  came  to  where  an 
elderly  man  and  two  stout  young  fellows  were 
girdling  a grove  of  trees,  almost  reaching  the 
clouds,  and  so  immensely  thick  as  to  bid  defiance 
even  to  the  axe  of  a New-Englandman.  Our 
meeting  was  as  little  ceremonious  as  any  thing  of 
the  kind  you  can  conceive.  There  was  no  bowing 
or  touching  of  hats.  I asked  him  if  he  could 
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house  me  for  the  night,  and  he  said  yes — there 
was  nothing  like  compliment,  I assure  you. 

“ I went  home  with  the  elder,  who  seemed  about 
forty,  leaving  the  two  lads  to  finish  their  day’s  work. 
It  was  a log  cabin  of  the  better  sort,  with  two 
rooms  and  a garret,  located,  as  they  say,  just  on  the 
bank  of  the  Ohio.  There  was  a stable  and  a pig- 
sty in  the  rear,  together  with  a hovel,  all  built  of 
logs.  A famous  fireplace,  without  any  jambs,  took 
up  the  whole  end  of  one  of  the  rooms,  and  in  the 
corner  at  the  other  end  stood  a bed,  with  a notable 
coverlet,  edged  with  clean  cotton  netting  instead 
of  lace.  There  was  a pine  table,  an  oaken  bureau, 
a New  Testament,  and  an  Almanac,  which  last 
was  one  of  your  deceased  old  friend,  the  veritable 
Hugh  Gaine,  of  New-York.  Of  course  it  had 
been  long  out  of  date,  but  the  good  man  assured 
me  that  it  predicted  the  weather  just  as  well  as  if 
it  had  been  made  for  the  present  year. 

“ Mine  host  had  a wife  worth  having,  as  you 
shall  hear  anon.  She  attacked  the  bacon  forthwith, 
that  not  being  as  yet  extinct  like  the  roast-beef  of 
old  England,  and  in  a few  minutes  a most  anima- 
ting and  savoury  smell  did  incontinently  issue  from 
the  fireplace,  more  delectable  than  all  the  spicy 
gales  of  Araby  the  bless’d.  Then  came  in  the 
young  fellows  from  their  work — then  was  drawn 
forth  the  pine  table,  white  as  snow — then  the  hoe 
cakes  and  fried  bacon  smoked  on  the  board,  and 
then  we  fell  to  and  made  them  vanish  as  if  they 
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were  but  smoke.  Whatever  philosophers  may- 
say,  rely  upon  it,  my  dear  friend,  there  is  nothing 
like  eating  and  drinking  together  to  make  people 
acquainted.  It  is  an  exceeding  sociable  custom, 
and  lies  at  the  root  of  the  social  compact. 

“ After  some  jokes,  at  which  we  all  laughed,  but 
which  I will  not  trouble  you  with — ‘ Pray,’  said  I, 
* may  I ask  how  you  came  here,  and  where  you 
came  from  ?’  The  good  man  laughed  again — 
‘ These  are  questions  that  smack  so  much  of  my 
dear  old  Connecticut,  that  though,  as  you  affirm,  a 
Virginian,  I cannot  help  hailing  you  as  a brother, 
and  opening  my  whole  heart  to  you.  You  shall 
hear  my  history,  for  it  is  too  early  to  go  to  bed  yet. 

“ ‘ I was  born  and  brought  up  in  Connecticut,  and 
my  native  place  was  Old  Hadley,  once  so  famous 
for  its  pow-wowings,  as  they  were  called  in  those 
days.  My  father  and  mother  were  good  citizens 
for  an  unsettled  country,  but  not  quite  the  thing  for 
old  Connecticut,  where  the  people  were  thick 
enough  before  I was  born.  They  had  thirteen 
children,  one  for  every  state,  and  as  I was  intended 
to  be  the  last,  they  called  me  Joseph.  In  Connec- 
ticut everybody  learns  to  read,  write,  cipher,  and 
make  bargains.  I was  still  better  off,  for  I learned 
a little  Latin,  which  has  been  of  infinite  service  by 
giving  me  great  consequence  here  among  the 
wolves  and  bears.  It  has  another  special  advan- 
tage— it  makes  me  appear  wiser  than  my  wife, 
which  is  a great  matter. 
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“ ‘ When  I was  eighteen  I fell  in  love  with  my 
present  wife,  who  was  a Weathersfield  heiress. 
She  was  weeding  onions  in  a field,  near  the  road- 
side, and  struck  my  fancy  so  completely  as  I rode 
past  one  day,  that  I went  to  see  her  every  Saturday 
night,  and  returned  at  break  of  morning,  that  being 
the  custom  of  the  times.  Whether  it  was  love  or 
onions  I can’t  say,  but  I never  looked  at  her  on 
these  occasions  without  the  tears  coming  into  my 
eyes.  She  could  not  resist  it,  and  so  we  married. 

“ ‘ After  this  we  began  to  think  of  what  we  should 
do  with  ourselves.  My  father  had  sixty-three 
acres,  together  with  a houseful  of  children — and 
my  wife’s  parents  were  possessed  of  some  patches 
of  onions.  There  was  no  harbour  for  us  here,  and 
so  I undertook  to  keep  school.  By  this  means  I 
gained  enough  to  buy  a cart,  which  I freighted  with 
tin,  and  made  a trading  voyage  by  land,  as  far  as 
North  Carolina.  Here  I made  myself  so  unpopu- 
lar by  some  excellent  bargains,  that  I did  not  like 
to  venture  there  again.  I was  now  out  of  business, 
when  we  heard  of  some  of  our  people  having  gone 
to  Ohio,  and  become  very  comfortable  in  a little 
time.  I proposed  the  thing  to  my  wife,  who,  after 
a little  hesitation,  consented.  It  is  not  worth  while 
telling  you  how  we  got  here,  but  here  we  arrived 
in  safety,  with  our  axes  and  our  two  boys,  the 
oldest  nine  years  old.  With  the  assistance  of 
some  neighbours  who  live  about  twenty  miles  off 
I built  this  cabin,  which  cost  me  exactly  twenty 
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dollars.  I fell  to  girdling  trees,  and  raising  every- 
thing I could  lay  my  hands  upon,  which  I sold  to 
the  boatmen  passing  up  and  down  the  river,  or 
sent  to  market  by  them.  Thus  I got  money  grad- 
ually, so  that  I was  able  to  purchase  six  hundred 
and  forty  acres  of  land  along  the  river,  and  stock 
it  with  every  thing  necessary  to  carry  on  the  farm- 
ing business.  Next  year  I intend  to  “ throw  off  the 
moccasins,”  build  a new  frame  house,  and  my  wife 
and  myself  mean  to  turn  genteel,  eschew  hard 
work,  and  be  as  idle  as  we  please.  My  good 
woman  has  been  trying  to  persuade  me  to  this  for 
some  time  ; but  I am  a philosopher,  and  know  very 
well  that  the  best  way  for  us  all  is  to  put  off  doing 
nothing  as  long  as  possible.  I forgot  to  tell  you 
that  I have  two  daughters  married  and  settled  in 
the  neighbourhood,  about  ninety  miles  off,  and  that 
my  wife  and  I ride  over  there  on  horseback  to  eat 
bacon  with  them  two  or  three  times  a year.  My 
wife  makes  the  journey  in  a day  and  a half,  though 
she  is  forty-eight  years  old,  and  the  mother  of  ten 
children.’ 

“ After  this  story  we  all  went  to  bed,  and  I was 
complimented  with  the  smart  coverlet  with  net- 
lace.  My  day’s  ride  had  given  me  a reasonable 
aptitude  for  sleeping,  and  I believe  I should  have 
made  but  one  nap  of  it,  had  not  a bear  swam  over 
the  river  about  midnight,  and  made  an  irruption 
into  the  pig-sty.  The  pigs  made  a wonderful 
uproar,  and  roused  every  soul  of  us.  For  my  part, 
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I thought  it  nothing  less  than  a party  of  Indians 
come  to  murder  us  all,  until  the  old  man  came  in 
and  stopped  my  preparations  for  defence,  by  telling 
me  the  cause  of  the  uproar.  In  conclusion,  Sir 
Bruin  was  defeated  and  slain,  without  the  loss  of 
a single  pig. 

“ Should  I encounter  any  thing  worth  troubling 
you  with  a letter  about,  you  shall  hear  from  me 
again  before  long. 

“ Yours,  always, 

“ Raleigh  Crashaw.” 


We  are  not,  we  trust,  among  those  peevish, 
querulous  spirits,  who  seem  to  think  that  persons 
in  authority  are  created  for  no  other  purpose  than 
to  be  set  up  like  geese  and  turkeys  at  holydays,  to 
be  shot  at  by  bumpkins  at  sixpence  a head.  On 
the  contrary,  we  consider  all  magistrates  chosen  by 
the  people  as  under  their  special  protection,  and 
that  it  is  their  duty  to  discountenance  every  out- 
rage on  their  persons  or  characters.  The  power 
of  the  magistrate  is,  it  is  true,  founded  on  the  laws. 
But  his  authority  depends  on  the  public  opinion  ; 
and  the  people,  in  according  their  respect  to  his  per- 
sonal character,  clothe  him  with  that  authority, 
without  which  his  power  confers  neither  honour  on 
himself  nor  benefit  on  others. 

Such  being  in  our  eyes  the  distinction  between 
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the  exercise  of  legal  power  and  what  may  be 
termed  the  personal  authority  of  the  magistrate, 
we  are  of  opinion  that  the  acts  of  our  city  corpo- 
ration should  not  be  lightly  called  in  question,  nor 
the  motives  of  its  members  stigmatized  without 
strong  and  undeniable  reasons.  We  have,  it  is 
true,  heard  a vast  many  complaints  of  the  frequent 
inroads  lately  made  upon  private  property,  for  the 
purpose  of  laying  out  streets,  and  beautifying  the 
city,  to  the  great  inconvenience  of  some,  and  the 
utter  ruin  of  others.  These  acts,  it  is  presumed, 
are  sanctioned  by  the  powers  delegated  by  the 
charter,  and  if  so,  the  question  very  naturally  oc- 
curs, whether  such  a power  is  either  safe  or  salu- 
tary. The  rights  of  person  and  property  are  es- 
sential to  a good  government,  nor  can  the  mere 
name  of  freedom  gloss  over  any  infringement  of 
either.  We  have  heard  of  late  many  complaints 
on  the  subject  of  those  frequent  exactions  upon  our 
citizens  for  alterations,  many  of  which,  it  is  con- 
tended, are  not  improvements,  and  for  improve- 
ments, many  of  which  are  of  no  possible  advan- 
tage to  a majority  of  those  who  are  called  upon  to 
bear  a proportion  of  the  expense.  We  have  heard 
it  openly  asserted,  that  many  of  these  undertakings 
are  for  the  sole  purpose  of  increasing  the  value  of 
the  property  of  some  rich  or  speculative  indi- 
vidual, who,  under  pretence  of  public  benefit,  de- 
ceives the  corporation  into  acts  that  lead  to  expen- 
ditures of  money,  a considerable  portion  of  which 
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falls  upon  the  class  of  labouring  freeholders  who 
dwell  in  the  neighbourhood,  and  having  little  to 
spare  from  their  necessary  occasions,  are  often 
compelled  to  resort  to  means  of  raising  the  money 
which  eventually  lead  to  their  ruin.  Others  again, 
it  is  affirmed,  have  their  property  actually  taken 
out  of  their  hands,  and  cut  and  carved  at  the  pleas- 
ure of  certain  commissioners,  in  whose  appoint- 
ment they  have  no  agency  ; and  who  are  pleased 
to  take  upon  themselves  the  trouble  of  deciding  for 
them,  whether  they  are  to  pay  or  receive  a com- 
pensation for  the  liberty  thus  taken  with  their  in- 
heritance. In  some  cases  it  is  stated  that  the  ex- 
penses of  opening,  paving,  regulating  a street  here, 
making  another  straight  there,  and  widening  a third 
yonder — together  with  the  minor  matters  connected 
with  city  improvements,  taken  all  together,  amount, 
in  many  places,  to  a tax  greater  than  that  paid  on 
houses  in  London,  and  so  heavy  in  many  instances 
as  to  force  people  to  abandon  their  property  to  the 
mercy  of  the  public  authorities.  We  see  every 
day,  indeed,  houses  and  lots  advertised  for  sale  to 
pay  these  exactions  ; and  it  appears  from  hence  that 
the  practice  lately  pursued  operates  as  a very  great 
hardship  upon  the  most  valuable  class  of  our  fel- 
low-citizens. Whether  these  evils  are  counter- 
balanced by  any  real  substantial  public  benefit  — 
whether  the  difference  between  a crooked  and  a 
straight  street  is  equivalent  to  the  hardships  just 
detailed — and  whether  the  ruining  of  people  for 
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the  purpose  of  opening  a street  to  enhance  the 
value  of  other  men’s  property  is  a proof  of  legis- 
lative wisdom  or  humanity,  are  questions  probably 
worth  discussing,  although  at  this  moment  we  shall 
wave  their  discussion.  For  the  present  we  shall 
content  ourselves  with  recommending  the  inquiry  to 
others  ; and  conclude  this  little  article  with  the  fol- 
lowing letter,  which,  to  say  the  truth,  suggested 
the  preceding  observations. 

It  seems  to  be  written  in  a tone  of  feeling  ap- 
parently arising  from  actual  suffering,  and  details 
facts,  some  of  which  we  know  to  be  true.  We 
therefore  give  it  to  our  readers  with  a full  convic- 
tion that,  whether  the  writer  be  a real  or  fictitious 
person,  she  has  neither  mis-stated  nor  exaggerated 
materially. 

TO  LAUJfCELOT  LANGSTAFF,  ESQ. 

“ I hope  you  will  pardon  me  for  troubling  you 
with  a letter  from  one  so  insignificant  as  myself.  I 
belong  to  a class  of  people  whose  daily  occupa- 
tions leave  them  little  leisure  for  complaint,  and 
who  seldom  complain  to  others  when  they  can 
right  themselves.  But  my  parents  and  my  hus- 
band have  tried  every  other  means  of  making  our 
complaints  heard  in  vain,  and  it  is  now  rather 
with  a hope  of  being  commiserated  than  relieved, 
that  I venture  to  address  you  with  the  story  of  our 
wrongs. 

“Ido  notmean  to  say  we  have  suffered  any  hard- 
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ships  but  what  might  lawfully  be  inflicted ; but 
when  people  are  ruined  by  acts  of  powrer,  it  is 
of  little  consequence  or  comfort  to  know  that  noth- 
ing has  been  done  to  them  but  what  may  be 
done  to  others  in  the  same  situation.  While  I 
complain  of  our  sufferings  I blame  not  the  cause, 
although  I cannot  help  sometimes  thinking  it  a 
little  hard  that  we  homely  people  should  be  taxed 
to  make  our  houses  valuable,  and  then  be  obli- 
ged to  sell  them  for  less  than  they  were  worth  be- 
fore. But  our  little  story  will  best  exemplify  my 
meaning. 

“ I am  the  daughter  of  an  aged  couple  of  this 
city,  who  have  lived  a life  of  sober  prosperity  for 
seventy  years,  until  within  a little  while.  They 
subsisted  on  the  rents  of  three  or  four  snug  two- 
story  houses  in  the  suburbs,  and  brought  up  three 
daughters,  of  whom  I am  the  youngest.  About 
ten  years  ago  I married  a young  tradesman,  of 
good  character,  skilful,  sober,  and  industrious,  who 
thought  me  a great  fortune,  because  my  kind  pa- 
rents gave  me  one  of  their  houses  as  a marriage 
portion. 

“ But  alas  ! sir,  this  house  has  been  the  ruin  of 
us  all.  We  lived  in  it  comfortably  for  awhile, 
until  some  enemy  of  the  industrious  poor  put  it 
into  the  heads  of  the  corporation  to  set  about  im- 
proving the  city.  The  worse  for  us  and  for  our 
little  ones,  of  whom  we  soon  had  the  poor  man’s 
portion.  Unfortunately,  we  resided  in  a part  of 
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the  town  that  was  capable  of  great  improvement ; 
and  as  there  were  few  people  living  in  the  neigh- 
bourhood, they  of  course  had  to  pay  proportionably. 

“ My  husband,  by  industry  and  economy,  had 
saved  a few  hundred  dollars  for  rainy  days  ; but  my 
aged  parents  were  too  good  to  their  children  to  lay 
up  any  thing.  Our  money  soon  all  went,  and  they 
were  obliged  to  mortgage  their  little  property  to 
increase  its  value.  The  digging  down  of  Bunker’s 
Hill  made  a mighty  hole  in  our  ready  money,  and 
the  Collect  swallowed  up  the  rest,  together  with  a 
little  sum  we  had  set  apart  for  the  children’s 
schooling.  It  is  true,  the  city  was  improved,  and 
the  people  who  owned  the  vacant  lots  became  rich ; 
but  as  we  had  little  leisure  to  admire  the  beauties 
of  the  town,  and  no  lots  to  dispose  of,  we  have 
never  been  able  to  tell,  to  this  day,  why  we  were 
made  to  pay  for  either.  We  talked  among  our- 
selves, that  those  who  received  the  benefit  of 
these  improvements  ought  to  have  borne  the  ex- 
pense. 

“ My  husband  was  cast  down  by  thus  losing  his 
hard  earnings,  as  it  were  for  nothing ; and  when 
not  long  afterward  the  assessment  for  Canal-street 
came  out,  he  ventured  to  complain  to  the  alderman 
of  our  ward,  who  insisted  upon  it  that  our  house, 
which  was  hardly  half  a mile  off,  would  be  worth 
twice  as  much  as  before,  whenever  the  canal  was 
finished.  My  husband,  who  did  not  know  where 
to  get  the  money  to  pay  this  new  demand  for  im- 
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proving  his  properly,  offered  to  sell  the  alderman 
our  house  for  a price  he  had  refused  the  year 
before  ; but  somehow  or  other  he  did  not  seem  to 
relish  the  proposal,  and  went  away  rather  abruptly, 
I thought. 

“ Soon  afterward  we  were  forced  to  sell  the 
house  for  what  we  could  get,  as  did  my  poor  old 
father  his,  for  he  had  been  beggared  by  these  im- 
provements. In  order  to  get  as  much  out  of  the  way 
of  the  corporation  as  possible,  we  bought  a couple 
of  two-story  houses  near  Corlaer’s  Hook,  and  had 
some  hope  of  spending  the  rest  of  our  days  in  peace, 
as  there  was  no  Bunker’s  Hill  to  be  dug  down  or 
Collect  to  be  filled  up  in  that  quarter.  But  alas  ! 
sir,  our  evil  genius  still  pursued  us.  We  had 
hardly  got  settled  when  we  were  assessed  for  a 
pump.  It  was  more  than  a quarter  of  a mile  off, 
to  be  sure,  but  then  as  we  were  the  nearest  neigh- 
bours to  it,  it  was  but  reasonable,  they  said,  that  we 
should  pay  for  the  improvement.  By-and-by  we 
were  called  upon  for  our  quota  to  fill  up  a puddle, 
and  erect  a cistern  somewhere  or  other ; and  a little 
while  after  for  the  curb-stones,  if  I mistake  not,  of 
Hudson-square. 

“ In  short,  sir,  I fear  you  will  tire  of  hearing  our 
complaints.  We  are  now  looking  every  day  to  be 
assessed  for  the  paving  of  some  great  street  which 
is  not  yet  inhabited,  and  which  of  course  we  must 
pay  for,  as  there  is  nobody  else  in  the  neighbour- 
hood. When  this  takes  place,  as  it  is  quite  impossi- 
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ble  in  these  hard  times  to  meet  this  new  exaction, 
we  intend  to  abandon  our  houses  to  the  corporation, 
that  they  may  apply  the  rents  themselves  until  the 
money  is  paid.  For  ourselves  and  little  family  we 
care  not  so  much  ; but  it  seems  hard  that  our  pa- 
rents, who  are  just  sinking  into  the  grave,  should  be 
thus  a second  time  forced  to  quit  their  home.  It 
seems  like  going  into  exile  when  it  is  too  late  to 
form  new  attachments  ; and  I have  somewhere 
read,  that  the  tree  which  is  transplanted  too  late 
never  takes  root  again. 

“ Again,  sir,  I ask  your  pardon  for  troubling  you 
with  this  dull  story  of  domestic  inconveniences. 
It  is,  I know,  but  the  every-day  sorrows  of  every- 
day people  that  I lay  before  you.  But  you,  I trust, 
have  seen  enough  of  human  life  to  know  that  great 
misfortunes  come  but  seldom,  and  occur  but  to  a 
few ; and  that  the  mass  of  miseries  is,  after  all, 
made  up  of  the  every-day  sufferings  of  common 
people.  Perhaps,  sir,  if  any  member  of  the  cor- 
poration should  condescend  to  read  this  humble 
detail,  it  might  occur  to  him  that  the  lowly  occu- 
pants of  a homely  two-story  house,  who  are  neither 
ambitious  of  improving  their  property  nor  have 
money  to  pay  for  it,  ought  not  to  be  thus  forced  to 
incur  expenses  beyond  their  means,  because  a 
speculating  citizen  finds  it  for  his  interest.  It 
might  be  possible  also,  I should  think,  for  him  to 
conceive,  that  what  might  be  very  advantageous  to 
such  as  could  spare  the  money  for  these  improve- 
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ments,  might  be  ruinous  to  those  who  could  not. 
It  is  of  little  advantage  to  us,  that  at  some  future 
period,  the  improvements  for  which  we  have  paid 
so  dear  will  enhance  the  value  of  the  property 
we  are  even  now  obliged  to  sell  at  less  than  we 
gave. 

“ Our  case  is  by  no  means  a solitary  one.  A 
neighbour  of  ours,  we  heard  the  other  day,  had  his 
house  pulled  down  to  make  way  for  a new  street. 
It  is  true,  he  was  paid  for  his  house,  but  then  the 
account  was  balanced  by  assessing  the  poor  man 
just  the  sum  for  the  increased  value  of  his  lot,  so 
that  he  lost  his  house  entirely. 

“ For  my  part,  sir,  I think  I may  lay  my  hand 
on  my  heart  and  safely  say,  that  if  these  improve- 
ments were  essential  to  the  comfort  or  accommo- 
dation of  the  citizens — if  the  money  we  are  con- 
tinually called  on  to  pay  were  expended  in  such 
works  as  the  Battery,  where  the  poor  as  well  as 
the  rich  enjoy  the  pure  air  of  a Sunday  evening — 
or  in  filling  up  the  slips,  where  they  breathe  of 
pestilence  and  death,  we  would  work  our  fingers 
to  the  bone  to  pay  our  portion.  But  this  is  not  the 
case.  Long  before  one  street  is  one  twentieth  part 
of  it  inhabited,  we  are  called  upon  for  our  portion 
of  the  expense  of  another,  which  would  seem  to 
be  opened  for  no  other  reason  than  because  some 
worthy  persons  want  to  increase  the  value  of  their 
property.  Indeed  and  indeed,  sir,  I do  think,  that 
the  hard-working  tradesman  ought  not  to  be  turned 
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out  of  house  and  home  to  pay  for  a pump  out  of 
which  he  never  drinks — or  to  make  a street  straight 
through  which  he  never  walks — or  even  to  enrich 
a speculator  though  he  happens  to  be  an  alderman. 

“Your  sorrowful  reader, 

“ Pamela  Thrift.” 
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No.  X.— SATURDAY,  FEBRUARY  19,  1820. 


FROM  MY  ELBOW  CHAIR. 

When  a man  has  outlived  the  period  of  youth, 
in  which  the  mind,  as  it  were,  just  waking  from  the 
sleep  of  infancy  and  inexperience,  hopes,  it  knows 
not  what,  and  anticipates  a thousand  delights  that 
mock  the  chase  of  our  whole  lives — when  too  he 
has  passed  the  middle  age,  and  fruition  or  disap- 
pointment has  cooled  the  ardour  of  his  worldly 
pursuits — when  such  a period  arrives,  wo  to  him 
if  he  has  not  preserved,  in  some  secret  recess  of 
his  heart,  a little  comer  sacred  to  the  pure  feelings 
of  nature.  To  me  he  has  become  an  object  of 
pity,  if  he  cannot  go  to  the  fountain  of  sensibility, 
and  take  a sip  with  a relish  though  not  as  keen,  at 
least  as  pure,  as  when  he  wept  for  nothing,  and 
laughed  he  knew  not  why.  Above  all,  he  is  doubly 
to  be  pitied,  if  he  cannot,  while  abstracting  himself 
from  the  torturing  business  of  the  world,  still  take 
an  interest  in  the  concerns  of  his  fellow-beings, 
and  meet  the  smiles  of  nature  in  the  fields,  with  a 
complacency  as  kind  as  the  breath  of  a bright 
spring  morning  fanning  his  withered  cheeks. 

Old  people  will  seldom  be  found  talking  much, 
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without  carrying  the  subject  at  last  home  to  them- 
selves ; and  I confess  the  preceding  observations 
were  made  entirely  with  a view  of  bringing  myself 
and  some  of  my  recreations  before  my  readers. 
Among  these  I cannot  help  ranking  a quiet  ramble 
alone  in  the  country,  in  the  pleasant  month  of  June, 
as  foremost  in  the  list.  It  is  then  the  season  when 
all  is  blooming  life  in  the  groves  and  the  meadows ; 
when  the  one  is  all  music,  the  other  all  fragrance  ; 
and  when  the  dews  of  the  evening  fall  healthfully 
and  fruitfully  upon  man  and  his  mother  earth. 
We  can  loiter  at  such  a season  far  into  the  balmy 
evening,  and  watch  the  parting  day  as  it  lingers 
through  the  long  twilight,  and  fades  from  red  to 
gray,  without  any  apprehension  that  our  old  crazy 
bones  will  pay  the  price  of  the  dearbought  luxury. 
Upon  such  occasions  I have  often  seen  such  beau- 
tiful teints  embellishing  the  face  of  all  nature,  such 
glories  in  the  western  skies — have  felt  such  balmy 
airs  playing  among  my  gray  hairs,  and  heard  such 
concerts  from  the  tree-tops,  as  might  not  be  ex- 
changed without  loss,  for  all  the  triumphs  of  music, 
painting,  and  poetry.  I have  seen,  in  the  bosom 
of  a transparent  lake,  a world  more  beautiful  than 
ever  fancy  feigned  when  she  inspired  her  most 
favoured  children,  and  whose  teints  no  pencil  could 
ever  imitate  ; and  I have  often  heard  the  thrush  or 
the  mockbird,  from  the  tiptop  of  some  lonely  and 
majestic  tree,  that  towered  above  the  rest,  salute 
the  mellow  twilight  with  a strain  so  artless,  sweet, 
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and  varied,  as  might  have  made  the  most  conceited 
musician  break  his  flute  or  hautboy,  and  listen  in 
silence. 

Next  to  these  lonely  enjoyments,  which  are  mat- 
ters altogether  between  nature  and  myself,  one  of 
my  most  agreeable  recreations  is  to  ramble  about 
this  charming  city,  noting  the  various  and  rapid 
changes  every  day  produces,  and  comparing  the 
present  with  my  recollections  of  the  past.  In  no 
other  country  have  there  occurred  such  swift  muta- 
tions, nor  anywhere  else  has  the  life  of  man  pro- 
duced so  many  wonders  in  his  progress.  Even  I 
have  lived  to  see  the  wilderness  blossom  like  the 
rose — the  haunts  of  the  wild  beast  and  the  wild  man 
covered  with  herds,  flocks,  and  civilized  beings  ; 
and  beheld  an  empire  peacefully  emerge  from  the 
depths  of  interm inabje  forests,  equal  in  extent  to 
the  greatest  of  the  world.  I have  beheld  towns 
that  were  not  to  be  found  in  the  maps  twenty  years 
ago,  become  the  capitals  of  great  states  that  were 
not  then  in  being;  and  cities. that  could  scarcely 
claim  the  rank  of  villages,  take  precedence  of  some 
of  the  most  renowned  marts  of  the  world.  In  a 
word,  in  no  age  or  nation  has  the  same  practical 
experience  of  the  progress  of  man  been  crowded 
into  so  short  a space  ; nor  is  there  to  be  found  in 
the  history  of  the  human  race  an  example  of  a 
growth  so  rapid,  a nation  so  prosperous  in  the  past, 
or  to  which  the  future  presents  so  many  auspicious 
auguries. 
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I contemplate  all  this  with  the  feelings  of  an  old 
man  towards  a dear  and  solitary  offspring,  the  full 
maturity  of  whose  vigour  he  cannot  live  to  see. 
While  anticipating  its  coming  greatness — its  ap- 
proaching splendours  in  arts,  science,  and  literature, 
and  all  the  peaceful  triumphs  of  the  human  mind, 
it  is  often  a subject  of  serious  regret,  that  I shall  be 
dead  and  forgotten  long  before  this  beautiful  con- 
summation arrives.  I am  old,  and  a bachelor,  and 
being  denied  those  objects  of  endearment  that 
monopolize  the  hearts  of  other  men,  my  affections 
turn  with  concentrated  force  to  the  bosom  of  this 
happy  country,  where  my  fathers,  for  five  genera- 
tions, drew  their  first  and  last  breath.  One  must 
have  something  to  love,  and  such  is  the  absolute 
necessity  of  possessing  some  point  of  affection, 
that  people  often  fall  violently  in  love  with  them- 
selves, merely,  I suppose,  in  consequence  of  the 
absence  of  a more  deserving  object.  But,  for  my 
part,  I make  myself  all  the  amends  in  my  power 
for  the  want  of  nearer  ties,  by  dwelling  on  the 
present  happiness  of  our  country,  and  cherishing 
the  rational  anticipation  of  its  future  blameless  and 
bloodless  triumphs.  I follow,  till  I am  almost 
wearied,  the  rapid  course  of  time,  and  see  our 
people  carrying  the  arts  of  civil,  the  comforts  of 
social  life,  and  the  sober  principles,  as  well  as 
habits  of  freedom,  to  the  regions  where  the  sun 
goes  down  ; increasing,  as  they  spread,  the  sphere 
of  human  knowledge,  and  widening  the  circum- 
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ference  of  human  happiness — creating,  inspiring, 
and  supporting  a race  of  countless  millions,  bles- 
sing and  blessed  by  all. 

But  as  the  mind  cannot  support  a long-continued 
impression  of  this  enthusiastic  character,  I gen- 
erally, in  the  course  of  my  city  rambles,  gradu- 
ally relax  into  a train  of  reflections  and  recollec- 
tions of  a more  every-day,  domestic  kind.  From 
the  minuteness  of  the  various  traditions  handed 
down  in  our  family,  which,  being  rather  on  the 
decline,  cherishes  the  past,  as  connected  with  its 
better  days,  I am  possessed  of  various  particulars 
that  have  escaped  the  notice  of  historians,  whose 
works,  like  sieves,  retain  only  matters  of  a certain 
magnitude.  In  addition  to  this,  I can  even  yet, 
amid  all  the  changes  brought  about  by  time  and 
human  enterprise  combined,  point  to  the  identi- 
cal spots  where  many  of  those  interesting,  though 
now  forgotten  events,  occurred.  “ Here,” — I ex- 
claim like  Volney  among  the  ruins  of  ancient  Egypt, 
“ here  where  the  prosperous  minions  of  commerce 
have  reared  their  splendid  habitations,  once  stood 
the  renowned  Fort  George,  where  erewhile  his 
majesty’s  puissant  governor  held  his  state,  and  the 
beauteous  grandmothers  of  our  present  race  of 
economical  belles  set  the  fashion  of  admiring  a 
red  coat,  which  still  subsists  in  all  its  vigour,  to 
the  utter  mortification  of  our  young  and  aspiring 
brevet  colonels,  whose  long  red  feathers  breathe 
defiance  from  afar.  Here,  in  ancient  times,  on 
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the  eighteenth  day  of  March,  one  thousand  seven 
hundred  and  forty-one,  occurred  that  famous  fire 
which  reduced  this  notable  pile  to  ashes,  and  event- 
ually cost  many  a poor  negro  his  life  at  the  stake.” 
Proceeding  omvards  I pause  on  the  very  spot 
where  stood  Mr.  Murray's  haystack,  the  burning 
of  which  was  another  of  the  circumstances  leading 
to  the  discovery  of  the  great  negro  plot,  so  fatal  to 
Cuffee  Philipse,  Caesar  Varick,  Prince  Aubineau, 
Will,  alias  Ticklepitcher,  and  poor  Ury,  the  Cath- 
olic priest.  A little  westward  of  this,  and  just 
on  the  North  river  side,  once  stood  a small  wooden 
building,  surrounded  by  a paled  fence,  and  looking 
towards  the  pleasant  Jersey  shore.  Here,  in  obliv- 
ion, once  lived  John  Hughson,  and  in  oblivion  might 
he  have  died,  but  that  his  evil  genius  prompted  him 
to  the  commission  of  offences,  the  punishment  of 
which  he  escaped,  but  which  drew  down  on  his 
head  the  consequences  of  still  greater  crimes,  of 
which  he  may  possibly  have  been  innocent.  It 
was  at  this  house,  not  a vestige  of  which,  or  the 
spot  where  it  stood,  now  remains,  that  the  coloured 
dandies  of  those  times  met  on  holydays  and  Sun- 
day afternoons,  to  show  their  fine  clothes  and  white 
teeth  ; and  it  was  here  they  held  the  infamous 
Geneva  Club,  all  the  members  of  which  were  sworn, 
as  it  was  said,  to  set  fire  to  the  city  and  massacre 
the  white  people.  For  these  imputed  intentions 
perished,  besides  those  I have  already  named, 
Curacoa  Dick,  a famous  fiddler,  the  very  Orpheus 
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of  his  time,  together  with  the  ill-fated  John  Corry, 
the  first  dancing-master  recorded  in  the  annals  of 
New-York.  In  the  obscurity  and  prejudice  of  the 
times,  it  is  now  quite  impossible  to  decide  whether 
in  reality  this  plot  ever  existed,  or  whether  it  was  not 
the  offspring  of  one  of  those  cruel  panics  with  which 
history  abounds,  and  the  remembrance  of  which 
should  be  buried  in  eternal  oblivion,  were  it  not 
salutary  to  preserve  it  as  an  example  and  a warning. 

Of  the  negroes  who  were  executed  for  participa- 
ting in  this  plot,  whether  real  or  imaginary,  nothing 
is  known  ; their  lives  passed  away  in  slavish  ob- 
scurity, and  their  fates  excited  no  sympathy.  Cuf- 
fee,  the  servant  of  old  Col.  Philipse,  and  the  Cat- 
iline of  this  conspiracy,  is  recorded,  however,  as  a 
person  of  great  distinction  among  the  frequenters 
of  Hughson’s  house — president  of  the  horrible 
Geneva  Club,  and  a great  cock-fighter.  Belong- 
ing, as  he  did,  to  a family  of  the  first  distinction 
in  the  province,  he  of  course  took  rank  over  the 
slaves  of  more  vulgar  citizens,  and,  as  appeared  in 
evidence  at  his  trial,  he  was  to  have  been  king 
when  the  white  people  were  put  down.  I remem- 
ber somewhere  to  have  read,  or  perhaps  heard,  an 
account  of  Cuffee’s  execution,  when  1 was  quite  a 
youth,  that  made  a lasting  impression  on  my  mem- 
ory. It  was  said,  that  when  the  pile  which  was 
to  consume  him  was  lighted  up,  he  placed  his 
elbows  firmly  upon  it — rested  his  chin  on  the  palms 
of  his  two  hands — and  without  changing  a muscle, 
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looked  the  spectators  sternly  in  the  face,  as  long 
as  he  could  be  distinguished.  Of  the  rest  of  the 
victims,  not  one,  it  is  said,  displayed  the  least  in- 
dications of  fear ; for  it  would  seem  that  the  pros- 
pect of  death  had  stupified  their  faculties — or  that 
the  passion  of  fear  partook  in  their  minds  of  the  in- 
distinctness of  the  rest  of  their  mental  perceptions 
— or,  it  may  be,  that  the  long  habit  of  endurance, 
common  to  this  unfortunate  race,  had  prepared 
them  imperceptibly  for  this  terrible  consummation. 
However  this  may  be,  they  wanted  only  to  be 
Romans,  and  to  die  in  a good  cause,  to  be  worthy 
of  a Roman  fame. 

But  of  all  that  perished  on  this  occasion,  whether 
guilty  or  not  guilty,  can  now  never  be  known — 
there  was  none  whose  lot,  to  my  mind,  was  more 
pitiable  than  that  of  poor  John  Ury,  the  Catholic 
priest.  The  history  of  this  unfortunate  being  is  a 
practical  illustration  of  the  spirit  of  the  times,  and 
furnishes  one  more  melancholy  proof,  that  even 
among  the  persecuted,  who  passed  over  into  the 
wide  wilderness  of  the  west  to  enjoy  liberty  of 
conscience,  the  spirit  of  persecution  sometimes 
ascended  even  to  the  sacred  seat  of  justice  and 
polluted  its  decisions. 

The  father  of  Ury  was  secretary  to  the  South 
Sea  Company,  but,  according  to  the  account  given, 
died  when  his  son  was  quite  a child,  leaving  him 
to  the  care  of  a gentleman  who  passed  for  a non- 
juror, but  was  afterward  suspected  of  being  a 
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Jesuit.  He  received  his  education  at  two  different 
universities,  and  taking  orders,  built  a chapel,  which 
brought  him  in  fifty  pounds  a year ; but  was  after- 
ward seized  by  the  British  government,  under 
pretence  of  a libel.  Ury  escaped  with  his  ears, 
only  through  the  interest  of  his  friends.  Being 
thus  reduced  to  poverty,  and  an  object  of  obloquy 
and  suspicion,  he  could  not  bear,  he  said,  to  stay 
in  a place  where  he  had  once  lived  in  honour  and 
credit,  and  accordingly  came  to  America,  where, 
he  believed,  his  religion  would  not  expose  him  to 
persecution. 

This  was  Ury’s  history  of  himself.  A gentle- 
man, however,  who  was  written  to  in  London  on 
this  subject,  gave  a different  account ; agreeing  as 
to  the  parentage  of  Ury,  but  denying  his  having 
been  punished  for  writing  against  the  government. 
He  officiated,  according  to  this  account,  as  a shop 
and  errand-boy ; and  his  greatest  ambition  was  to 
be  a common  servant  in  a family,  his  education 
having  rendered  him  unfit  for  a higher  station. 
The  statement  concludes  with  setting  forth,  that 
the  poor  fellow,  being  disappointed  in  all  his  hopes, 
at  length  fell  into  distraction,  and  his  biographer 
heard  no  more  of  him  until  he  received  the  news 
of  his  melancholy  fate  from  America. 

Whether  this  last  account  be  true  or  false  cannot 
now  be  ascertained.  I confess  myself,  however, 
inclined  to  believe  the  statement  of  Ury  himself. 
The  opinions  ascribed  to  him  as  highly  criminal  at 


SALMAGUNDI. 


105 


the  trial ; the  defence  he  made  on  that  occasion ; 
and,  above  all,  his  dying  declaration,  are  so  at  war 
with  the  supposition  of  his  having  been  a vulgar 
and  ignorant  man,  that  I cannot  yield  my  mind  to 
the  belief.  He  was  arraigned  on  the  charge  of  ad- 
ministering the  sacrament  according  to  the  rites  of 
the  papal  church — of  swearing  the  conspirators 
with  a cross  in  his  hand,  and  giving  them  absolu- 
tion for  all  the  sins  they  should  commit  “ about  the 
■ plot .”  There  were  incidental  charges,  such  as  his 
being  an  emissary  of  Spain,  to  burn  all  the  towns 
in  the  British  American  Colonies,  and  holding 
“ dangerous  and  wicked  doctrines  on  the  subject 
of  religion.”  A certain  carpenter  and  house-joiner 
swore  that  Ury  sometimes  expressed  himself  on 
religious  topics  “in  such  a dark,  obscure,  and 
mysterious  way,  that  the  deponent  could  not  un- 
derstand him.”  The  same  man  also  deposed,  that 
at  three  different  times  Ury  read  prayers  in  his 
presence,  he  only  mentioned  “ our  sovereign  lord 
the  king,  and  not  King  George .”  The  carpenter 
also  heard  him  preach,  and  “ the  drift  of  his  ser- 
. mon  was  against  drunkenness,  and  debauchery  of 
life,  and  against  deists.”  Finally,  the  carpenter  de- 
posed, that  “ he  had  blamed  two  preachers  of  the 
city  for  their  preaching  up  that  faith,  without 
works,  was  sufficient  for  salvation.  He  said  this 
was  destroying  two  grand  attributes  of  God  Al- 
mighty, justice  and  mercy,  and  that  there  must  be 
good  works.” 
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These  crying  offences  against  the  fashionable? 
orthodox  Calvinism  of  the  honest  Dutch  jury,  threw 
a shade  over  the  merits  of  poor  John  Ury,  and  dis- 
posed his  judges  the  more  easily  to  credit  the  im- 
probable and  vague  tales  of  his-  connexion  with 
the  plot.  He  was  condemned  to  be  hanged  and 
executed  on  the  29th  of  August,  seventeen  hundred 
and  forty-one.  His  behaviour  while  on  the  trial, 
in  prison,  and  at  the  place  of  execution,  was  admi- 
rable ; and  his  dying  declaration  appears  to  me  to 
be  one  of  the  most  noble,  affecting,  and  solemn  on 
record.  I shall  transcribe  the  whole  of  it  from  a 
very  rare  work  in  the  .Cockloft  library,  compiled 
by  the  gentleman  Avho  held  the  office  of  recorder 
of  the  city  at  that  time,  and  was  a firm  believer  in 
the  guilt  of  Ury.  A copy  of  this  declaration  was 
made  in  the  jail,  from  one  in  the  handwriting  of 
Ury,  from  which  the  recorder’s  copy  was  afterward 
taken.  It  seems  to  afford  sufficient  evidence  that 
the  writer  could  not  be  the  vulgar,  uneducated  be- 
ing he  was  represented. 

The  last  Speech  of  John  Ury. 

“ Fellow-Ciiristians, 

“ I am  now  going  to  suffer  a death  attended  with 
ignominy  and  pain.  But  it  is  the  eup  that  my 
heavenly  Father  has  placed  in  my  hands,  and  I 
drink  it  with  pleasure.  It  is  the  cross  of  my  Re- 
deemer ; I bear  it  with  alacrity,  knowing  that  all 
that  live  in  Jesus  Christ  must  suffer  persecution. 
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We  must  be  made,  in  some  degree  partakers  of  hi-s 
sufferings,  before  we  can  share  in  the  glories  of 
his  resurrection.  For  he  went  not  up  to  Heaven 
before  he  ascended  Mount  Calvary  ; nor  did  he 
wear  the  crown  of  glory  before  he  wore  the  crown 
of  thorns.  And  I am  to  appear  before  an  awful 
and  tremendous  God — a being  of  infinite  purity 
and  unerring  justice,  too  wise  to  be  deceived — too 
just  not  to  punish  the  attempt.  Now  this  is  the 
being  at  whose  bar  I am  to  stand.  In  the  presence 
of  this  God,  the  possessor  of  heaven  and  earth — 
the  avenger  of  falsehood, — I lift  up  my  hands  and 
solemnly  protest,  I am  innocent  of  what  is  laid  to 
my  charge.  I appeal  to  this  great  being  for  my 
entire  ignorance  of  Hughs  on,  his  wife,  or  the 
wretched  creature  that  was  hanged  with  them  ; I 
never  saw  them,  living,  dying,  or  dead ; nor  ever 
had  I any  knowledge  or  confederacy  with  black 
or  white,  in  any  plot.  Upon  the  memorials  of  the 
body  and  blood  of  my  dearest  Lord,  in  the  crea- 
tures of  bread  and  wine,  in  which  I have  com- 
memorated the  love  of  my  dying  Saviour,  I pro- 
test that  the  witnesses  are  false  ones — I never 
knew  these  perjured  witnesses  but  at  my  trial. 
But  for  the  removal  of  all  scruples  with  regard 
to  my  belief,  and  the  truth  of  this  my  testimony, 
after  my  death,  I shall  give  my  thoughts  on  some 
points. 

“ First — I firmly  believe  and  attest,  that  it  is  not 
in  the  power  of  man  to  forgive  sin  ; that  it  is  the 
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prerogative  only  of  the  great  God  to  dispense  par- 
don for  sin  ; and  that  those  who  dare  pretend  to 
such  a power,  do,  in  some  degree,  commit  that  great 
and  unpardonable  offence — the  sin  against  the  Holy 
Spirit,  because  they  pretend  to  that  power  which 
their  own  conscience  disclaims. 

“ Again — I solemnly  attest  and  believe,  that  a 
person  having  committed  or  imagined  crimes  that 
might  have  proved  hurtful  or  destructive  to  society, 
and  who  does  not  discover  the  whole  scheme,  and 
all  the  persons  concerned  with  him,  cannot  obtain 
pardon  from  God ; for  it  is  not  the  taking  of  oaths 
that  ought  to  deter  him  from  confessing  his  guilt 
and  that  of  others,  such  obligations  being  not  only 
sinful,  but  unpardonable,  if  not  broken.  A person 
firmly  believing  this — standing,  like  me,  on  the 
brink  of  an  eternal  life  of  suffering,  if  he  shall  lie 
with  his  last  breath  ; and  knowing  that  his  future 
state  must  depend  upon  the  performance  or  neg- 
lect of  these  duties,  cannot,  dare  not  trifle  or  pre- 
varicate. 

“ I have  no  more  to  say  by  way  of  clearing  my  in- 
nocency,  knowing  that  to  a true,  unprejudiced  Chris- 
tian mind,  I must  appear  guiltless.  But,  however, 
I am  not  very  solicitous  about  it.  I rejoice,  and  it 
is  now  my  comfort,  in  this  last  hour  of  mortal  life, 
that  my  conscience  speaks  peace  to  me,  now  that  I 
am  going  from  a world  of  sorrow  to  a region  of 
bliss,  where  there  are  no  plots  and  no  perjured  wit- 
nesses 'thirsting  for  innocent  blood  ; and  where, 
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blessed  be  God,  the  wicked  cease  from  troubling^ 
and  the  weary  are  at  rest ! 

“But,  lest  any  serious  Christian  should  arraign 
the  providence  of  God,  in  thus  suffering  the  inno- 
cent to  be  slain  like  helpless  lambs  at  the  slaughter- 
house of  the  butcher, — even  I will  bear  this  testi- 
mony, that  these  are  the  dark  dispensations  of  a 
Being  who  is  all-wise  and  cannot  be  wrong — who 
is  all-merciful  and  cannot  suffer  the  guiltless  to 
perish  in  vain. 

“ And.  now  I depart  this  waste  and  howling  wil- 
derness with  a mind  serene  and  free  from  all 
malice,  hoping  forgiveness,  and  praying  that  Jesus,' 
who  alone  is  the  giver  of  repentance,  will  convince, - 
conquer,  and  enlighten  the  souls  of  the  murderers 
who  have  borne  false  witness  against  me,  that  they 
may  publicly  confess  their  wickedness,  and,  evert 
though  late,  do  justice  to  my  injured  memory  when 
I am  dead.” 


From  our  new-england  correspondent. 

It  has  often  occurred  to  me  that  religion  is,  in 
a mere  social  point  of  view,  of  much  more  conse- 
quence to  the  ignorant  than  the  enlightened  portion 
of  mankind.  A virtuous  and  refined  education, - 
combined  with  the  example  of  parents  possessing 
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themselves  the  same  advantages,  naturally  instils 
into  the  minds  of  youth  those  principles  of  virtue, 
as  well  as  that  regard  to  decorum,  which  act  as 
effectual  restraints  to  vicious  habits  and  indulgen- 
ces. The  ignorant  and  uneducated  being,  on  the 
other  hand,  in  a great  measure  destitute  of  these 
moral  restraints,  have  only  the  precepts  of  religion, 
the  fear  of  temporal  and  eternal  punishments,  to 
deter  them  from  the  commission  of  crimes,  from 
which  they  are  not  restrained  by  the  force  of  any 
other  motives,  arising  out  of  education  and  ex- 
ample. 

Hence  it  appears  evident  that  it  is  not  only  im- 
portant that  religion  should  be  preached  among  the 
very  lowest  classes  of  society,  but  that  it  should 
be  a plain,  practical,  moral  religion,  inculcating  not 
only  the  necessity  of  faith,  but  of  good  works  ; and 
enforcing  as  well  the  benefits  of  a useful  worldly 
life,  as  the  abstract  beauties  of  that  spiritual  holi- 
ness, which  seems  equally  elevated  above  the  ne- 
cessity of  active  exertion  or  present  usefulness — 
which  scorns  to  display  itself  by  any  overt  act  of 
goodness,  and  equally  soars  above  our  standard  of 
intellect  and  purity. 

Without  meaning  to  enter  upon  any  of  the 
metaphysical  subtleties  of  religion,  I must  be  per- 
mitted to  observe  that  the  Christian  code,  as  rec- 
ommended and  enforced  by  the  precepts  and  ex- 
ample of  the  Saviour,  is  in  a great  degree  a moral 
code,  the  most  perfect,  pure,  and  elevated  of  any 
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ever  yet  propounded  to  the  human  race.  It  dis- 
plays, with  admirable  clearness,  the  relative  duties 
of  man  to  man,  and  recommends  with  a divine  elo- 
quence and  fervour  their  performance  among  all 
those  who  looked  up  to  him  as  the  fountain  of  their 
faith.  This  leading  motive  seems  never  to  be  lost 
sight  of ; and  while  the  necessity  of  faith  is  still  in- 
sisted on,  the  actions  of  men,  as  well  as  their  mo- 
tives, are  distinctly  pointed  out,  as  essential  ingre- 
dients in  the  sublime  character  of  a true  believer. 
From  this  it  would  seem  that  the  morals  of  the 
Christian  religion  are  quite  as  important  as  its  met- 
aphysics, especially  among  that  class  of  human 
beings  on  whom  their  influence  is  most  essential 
to  the  wellbeing  of  themselves  and  to  the  peace  of 
society. 

Unfortunately,  however,  it  would  seem  the  most 
prevailing  belief,  and  that  most  industriously  dis- 
seminated among  the  ignorant,  is  one  which  appears 
quite  elevated  above  a regard  to  moral  habits,  the 
absence  of  which  is  to  be  supplied  by  a sort  of 
mystical  evangelical  purity,  of  so  abstract  and  ethe- 
real a nature  as  to  baffle  all  analysis,  and  elude 
every  attempt  of  the  most  able  expositor,  to  bring 
it  down  to  the  level  of  an  ordinary  understanding. 
Hence,  we  too  often  find  this  strange  devotion 
mingling  with  a total  disregard  of  every  social 
duty,  and  associating  itself  with  the  commission 
of  crimes  of  the  deepest  die. 

I have  been  led  into  these  reflections  by  having, 
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in  the  course  of  the  last  summer,  perused  several 
of  the  confessions  of  criminals  convicted  and  exe? 
cuted  for  murder  in  various  parts  of  this  country. 
Those  who  ascribe  to  books  a weight  proportioned 
to  their  size  and  erudition,  have  little  practical 
experience  of  the  influence  of  literature.  A dying 
speech,  published  in  a sixpenny  pamphlet,  will  be 
read  by  more  persons,  and  have  a greater  influence 
on  their  minds,  than  the  most  elegant  and  elaborate 
tome  of  six  inches  in  thickness,  even  though  printed 
on  hot-pressed  paper,  and  sanctioned  by  a firstrate 
review.  The  former,  in  truth,  furnishes  the  lit? 
erary  appetite  of  the  poor  with  its  choicest  food  5 
jt  is  read  extensively,  and  combining,  as  it  does, 
the  force  of  terror  with  the  charm  of  adventure, 
makes  a deep  as  well  as  a lasting  impression. 
The  effect  of  all  this  operates  much  more  injuri? 
ously,  as  these  confessions  are  now  generally  turned, 
than  all  the  acute  heterodoxy  of  Hume,  or  even  the 
ponderous  orthodoxy  of  his  opponents.  The  his? 
fory  of  two  or  three  of  these  confessions  will,  how- 
ever, better  illustrate  my  meaning,  than  any  thing 
I can  say  on  the  subject, 

The  first  example  is  that  of  a man  of  the  name 
of  Munks.  This  miserable  being,  agreeably  to  his 
account  of  the  murder  for  which  he  suffered,  ap? 
pears  to  have  been,  to  the  last  degree,  ignorant  as 
tvell  as  brutal.  Returning  home  one  evening,  he 
intoxicated  himself  by  the  way,  and  meeting  a 
person  on  horseback,  in  a solitary  wood  through 
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which  the  road  passed,  “ the  thought  came  into  his 
head  that  he  would  shoot  him,”  to  use  his  own  ex- 
pression. Accordingly  he  did  shoot,  and  afterward 
rob  this  poor  stranger,  who  was  unfortunate  enough 
to  fall  in  with  this  despiser  of  good  works.  After 
this,  it  appears,  he  went  about  Ins  business  as  usual, 
and  was  occasionally  visited  by  fears  of  discovery, 
which,  as  usual,  he  mistook  for  compunctions  of 
conscience  for  the  crime  he  had  committed.  Thus 
he  went  on  a while ; for,  in  the  thinly-peopled  region 
where  he  lived,  it  was  some  time  before  it  was  dis- 
covered and  whispered  about  that  an  unknown 
traveller  had  been  murdered,  and  his  body  hid  in 
a wood  near  the  road-side. 

An  inquiry  was,  however,  shortly  afterward  in- 
stituted, and  as  the  whole  train  of  circumstances 
inevitably  fixing  the  guilt  on  Munks,  he  was  tried, 
convicted,  and  sentenced  to  death.  During  his 
imprisonment  he  was  visited  by  one  or  more  of 
the  professors  of  that  religion  which  I have  taken 
the  liberty  to  condemn,  as  the  encourager,  if  not 
the  parent  of  crime.  No  doubt  these  men  are  as 
pious  and  well-meaning  as  the  teachers  of  many 
other  sects  ; but  I may  be  permitted  to  regret,  with- 
out being  charged  with  motives  I do  not  feel,  that 
the  wnetched  beings  who  thus  pay  the  just  forfeit 
of  their  crimes,  are  not  oftener  attended  by  those 
who  would  waken  in  their  hearts  a better  and  more 
rational  repentance.  The  criminal,  who,  at  the 

moment  of  being  launched  into  eternity,  is  taught 
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to  exult  in  his  crime  as  the  immediate  means  of 
his  salvation,  defeats  the  very  intention  of  the  laws, 
and  is  more  apt  to  exhibit  an  object  to  encourage, 
than  deter  from  wickedness.  The  murderer  was 
executed,  and  in  his  confession,  drawn  up,  if  not  by 
his  ghostly  advisers,  at  least  under  their  immediate 
inspection,  thanked  his  God  most  devoutly,  that 
instead  of  living  to  an  old  age,  dying  in  his  bed, 
and  going  to  eternal  punishment,  it  had  pleased 
Providence  thus  to  convert  the  blood  of  a fellow- 
creature  into  a means  of  saving  his  soul,  and  clean- 
sing him  from  all  transgression. 

The  next  in  this  catalogue  of  sanctified  mur- 
derers is  a bloody  parricide,  whose  name  shall 
never  be  preserved  from  oblivion  through  any 
agency  of  mine,  He  shot  his  own  father  in  cold 
blood,  and  perished,  abhorred  by  every  human 
being,  as  a wretch  who  had  disgraced  his  nature 
by  a crime  so  black,  that  the  ancients  could  not 
believe  the  gods  would  permit  any  one  to  commit 
it ; and  therefore  laid  it  down  as  a principle,  that 
the  mother  of  a reputed  parricide  was  always  an 
adulteress.  Thus  clothed,  however,  as  he  wras, 
with  every  attribute  of  guilt  and  infamy,  he,  too, 
sent  forth  his  dying  declaration,  in  which  he,  in 
like  manner,  boasted  of  his  regeneration,  not  by 
the  blood  of  the  Lamb,  but  of  his  own  father,  and 
devoutly  thanked  God  that  he  likewise  had  found 
a short  road  to  eternal  salvation.  I have  been  in- 
duced to  these  horrible  details  with  a view  of  set- 
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ting  them  out  in  their  naked  deformity,  divested 
of  the  mischievous  cant  which  veils,  with  the  holy 
mantle  of  religion,  the  bloody  and  remorseless 
murderer,  and  shields  him  from  the  detestation  of 
his  fellow-creatures. 

But  perhaps  the  most  striking  and  lamentable 
instance  of  the  fatal  effects  of  this  mischievous 
doctrine  of  salvation  through  the  gallows,  is  that 
of  the  late  amiable  and  lamented  Doctor  Berkeley, 
of  Virginia.  He  is  represented  as  one  of  the  most 
humane  and  indulgent  of  masters,  and  he  was 
murdered  by  his  own  slaves,  who  had  deliberately 
laid  a plan  to  take  his  life.  The  principal  in  the 
plot  was  an  old  black  woman,  a devotee  in  the 
new  anti-moral  system ; and  I was  told,  on  good 
authority,  assumed  at  her  execution  the  honours  of 
martyrdom,  because  the  doctor,  though  a kind 
master,  was  construed  to  be  a persecutor  of  her 
church,  on  account  of  his  sometimes  refusing  the 
slaves  permission  to  attend  distant  meetings. 

I could  enumerate  many  more  instances  of  the 
prevalence  of  this  worst  species  of  fanaticism,  the 
illegitimate  progeny  of  a divorce  of  religion  and 
morality.  But  it  is  believed  enough  has  been  said 
to  exhibit  the  danger  and  deformity  of  a system 
which  operates  as  a practical  encouragement  to 
vice,  by  holding  out  murder  and  parricide  as  means 
of  salvation,  sprinkling  the  holy  path  of  religion 
with  the  blood  of  human  victims,  and  making  the 
greatest  of  crimes  the  purchase  of  the  most  in- 
estimable rewards. 
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THE  LEGEND  OF  ADAM  ENGLEBRIGHT. 

Some  five-and-twenty  years  ago  I had  a sort  of 
outdoor  acquaintance  with  an  honest  man,  who 
wore  a little  oldfashioned  cocked  hat,  and  having 
realized  about  fifteen  hundred  dollars  a year,  clear 
of  the  world,  retired,  as  he  supposed,  to  the  enjoy- 
ment of  a comfortable  independence.  At  that  time, 
I remember,  I used  to  look  upon  him  as  one  of  the 
happiest  fellows  in  the  circle  of  my  observation. 
He  had  enough  for  his  own  enjoyments,  a little 
for  the  necessities  of  others  ; and  though  without 
any  particular  business  of  his  own,  had  quite  suf- 
ficient employment  to  keep  him  out  of  idleness. 
He  followed  a regular  routine  for  every  day  in  the 
week  except  Sunday,  when  he  attended  punctually 
to  hear  a Dutch  sermon  at  the  church  in  Garden- 
street,  where  he  carried  about  one  of  the  little 
black  bags,  which  he  generally  held  out  with  great 
pertinacity  till  something  was  put  into  it,  as  he 
considered  a bow  of  very  little  advantage  to  those 
who  were  to  benefit  by  the  collection. 

In  the  morning  he  went  regularly  to  the  Fly- 
market,  a practice  which  he  kept  up  until  the 
breaking  out  of  the  last  war,  when  the  sudden  rise 
of  every  article  of  food  gave  him  such  a disgust 
to  the  place,  that  he  never  went  there  afterward. 
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When  breakfast  was  done  he  sallied  out  to  super- 
intend the  affairs  of  the  city,  which  he  had  volum- 
tardy  taken  under  his  immediate  protection.  Such 
was  the  zeal  with  which  he  attended  to  the  duties 
of  his  situation,  that  he  could  tell  you  of  every 
new  house  building  in  the  city ; and  no  ship  entered 
the  port  that  he  did  not  know  whence  she  came, 
to  whom  she  belonged,  and  the  nature  of  her  cargo : 
above  all,  however,  he  valued  himself  upon  the 
intimate  knowledge  he  possessed  of  other  people’s 
affairs,  and  the  singular  accuracy  with  which  he 
could  tell  how  much  a man  was  worth,  as  well  as 
the  nature  of  his  property.  I am  assured  that  he 
estimated  the  possessions  of  the  late  Tom  Gardner, 
to  within  a few  hundred  dollars  of  their  actual 
yalue. 

I ought  to  mention,  in  justice  to  this  worthy 
citizen,  that  he  turned  this  busy,  prying  disposi- 
tion to  the  public  good.  He  never  saw  any  thing 
unseemly  in  the  streets,  or  detected  any  violation 
of  the  laws  for  preserving  order  and  cleanliness  in 
the  city,  without  forthwith  denouncing  it  to  the 
corporation,  which  he  very  justly  considered  had 
enough  to  do  to  make  laws,  without  taking  the 
trouble  to  see  them  put  in  execution.  Being  well 
known  and  respected  by  several  worthy  members 
of  the  common  council,  he  was  also  in  the  habit 
of  occasionally  suggesting  various  improvements 
in  the  city.  I once  heard  him  affirm  he  was  the 
first  that  advised  the  filling  up  of  the  Collect,  an4 
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am  told,  he  was  lately  heard  to  hint,  in  rather  a 
mysterious  way,  that  the  citizens  little  suspected 
to  whom  they  were  indebted  for  the  first  hint  of 
those  beautiful  avenues  that  point  in  every  direc- 
tion, and  produce  such  a vast  number  of  three- 
square  lots,  which  add  so  much  to  the  picturesque 
aspect  of  the  island. 

Such  were  his  morning  occupations.  After  din- 
ner, which  was  always  served  at  one  o’clock,  he 
smoked  a couple  of  pipes  of  Blaze  Moore,  and  if 
it  was  pleasant,  strolled  out  to  Cannon’s,  at  Cor- 
laer’s  Hook,  or  crossed  over  to  Hoboken.  At  one 
or  other  of  these  places,  he  was  regularly  seen 
seated  in  the  shade  of  the  trees,  watching  the 
youngsters  playing  at  nine-pins,  with  an  air  of 
happy  interest,  and  telling  everybody  that  would 
listen  to  him  the  story  of  his  once  winning  a 
gallon  of  milk-punch  of  old  Alderman  Van  Zandt, 
by  knocking  down  all  the  pins  at  one  single  bowl. 
He  returned  regularly  at  sunset,  and  after  tea,  pro- 
ceeded at  eight  o’clock  in  summer,  and  seven  in 
winter,  to  Big  Simmons',  where  he  spent  the  even- 
ing, hearing  excellent  stories  from  Joe  Miller,  or 
listening  to  the  renowned  Joe  Appleby,  whose 
singing,  together  with  the  good  ale  he  was  ac- 
customed to  drink,  was  supposed  to  have  contribu-/ 
ted  much  towards  the  vast  size  of  that  noted  pub- 
lican. Precisely  at  nine,  he  knocked  the  ashes  out 
of  his  pipe,  paid  his  shilling,  cracked  his  old  joke 
,o.n  the  landlord’s  Periphery,  and  went  home, 
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In  this  manner,  soberly  enjoying  the  fruits  of  his 
early  industry,  eschewing  evil,  doing  good  when  it 
came  in  his  way,  harming  no'  earthly  creature,  and 
living  in  peace  with  all  mankind,  he  was  quietly 
jogging  along  towards  his  journey’s  end,  when  the 
progress  of  improvement  and  refinement,  as  it  is 
called  in  our  city,  gradually  undermined  the 
homely  superstructure  of  his  happiness.  First, 
his  honorary  office  of  superintendent  of  the  city 
was  intruded  upon  by  certain  meddlesome  persons, 
who  were  always  taking  the  lead  of  him  in  denoun- 
cing nuisances,  suggesting  improvements,  and  point- 
ing out  violations  of  the  laws.  Not  long  after  he 
was  entirely  superseded  by  the  corporation,  which, 
stealing  the  hint  from  my  old  acquaintance,  estab- 
lished a regular  officer,  to  the  great  detriment  of 
the  city,  which  has  never  since  been  half  as  well 
taken  care  of. 

Just  about  this  time,  too,  the  newspapers  assu- 
med one  of  his  favourite  employments,  and  bv  dint 
of  sending  boats  to  prowl  about  the  Quarantine 
and  Narrows,  where  they  boarded  every  vessel  that 
arrived,  took,  as  it  were,  the  bread  out  of  his  mouth, 
and  gradually  anticipated  him  in  telling  the  news, 
and  being  the  first  to  announce  the  arrival  of  ves- 
sels. I recollect  being  present  at  the  old  Coffee- 
House  one  day,  when  he  came  in  great  haste  to 
announce  the  taking  of  Seringapatam,  and  even  at 
this  distant  period  of  time,  can  see  the  mortifica- 
tion of  the  worthy  little  man  at  seeing  it  already 
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entered  on  the  books.  Thus  was  he  gradually  di- 
vested of  all  the  importance  arising  from  being  the 
first  to  tell  the  news.  He  was  now  left  without 
resources  for  the  morning,  having  also  lately  been 
anticipated  by  the  brokers  and  bank  directors,  in 
the  business  of  prying  into  the  affairs  of  other 
people.  These  useful  persons  had  already  began 
to  organize  that  regular  system  of  espionage,  by 
means  of  which  they  can  at  any  time  ascertain  the 
amount  of  a man’s  wealth,  the  pressure  of  his 
wants,  and  the  advantage  to  be  derived  from  them. 

Thus  cut  off  from  his  morning  amusements  and 
occupations,  he  clung  the  more  closely  to  his  after- 
noon recreations  and  his  evening  club.  But  here 
too  the  progress  of  improvement  brought  about 
changes  that  destroyed  his  pleasures,  and  left  in 
their  room  the  most  melancholy  recollections.  The 
noble  linden-trees,  that  waved  their  green  tops 
among  the  clouds,  and  shaded  the  hallowed  walks 
of  Cannon’s  gardens,  were  cut  down,  and  streets 
of  brick  houses  took  place  of  that  rural  retreat.- 
Big  Simmons,  the  greatest  man  of  his  day,  died 
at  last,  full  of  years  and  fat ; the  house  was  pulled 
down,  and  was  succeeded  by  a new  one,  present- 
ing new  chimney  corners,  with  new  faces  in  them. 
H is  old  cronies,  who  relished  his  jokes,  and  whose 
jokes  he  relished  for  old  acquaintance’  sake,  were 
gradually  swept  away  by  death,  or  kept  at  home 
by  their  infirmities.  To  these  succeeded  a race  of 
sophisticated  people,  who  looked  grave  at  his  stories, 
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laughed  at  him  instead  of  at  his  jests,  and  in  the 
room  of  a plain  pipe  and  pint  of  porter,  drank 
Burgundy  or  champaign,  and  smoked  Spanish 
cigars,  which  he  particularly  abhorred,  because 
one  of  the  Spanish  negroes  engaged  in  the  famous 
negro-plot  belonged  to  his  father.  Among  these 
intruders  were  some  of  the  newly-imported  per- 
formers, whose  humour  he  thought  execrable, 
whose  wit,  he  maintained,  consisted  in  cant  phrases 
and  grimaces,  and  whose  forward  impertinence 
tvas  in  his  opinion  beyond  bearing.  He  already 
began  to  meditate  a retreat  from  these  pestilent 
novelties,  when  one  night  having  tried  his  best  joke, 
which  he  had  told  for  almost  half  a century,  and 
considered  as  much  his  own  as  the  house,  which, 
together  with  the  jest,  he  had  inherited  from  his 
father,  one  of  these  interlopers  had  the  impudence 
to  tell  him  it  was  taken  from  a certain  page  of  Joe 
Miller,  and  that  they  never  laughed  at  second-hand 
jokes.  Hereupon  he  knocked  the  ashes  out  of  a 
newly-lighted  pipe  and  indignantly  retired,  with  a 
firm  resolution,  which  he  kept  like  an  honest  Dutch- 
man, never  to  return  again.  Some  of  his  surviving 
companions  used  to  tell  a story,  that  on  his  way 
home  he  encountered  a post,  which  he  belaboured 
soundly,  mistaking  it  for  some  one  that  had  run 
against  him ; but  this  I look  upon  as  apocryphal, 
or,  to  tell  the  truth,  downright  invention. 

Fate  seemed  determined  to  convince  my  old 
friend,  that  neither  prudence,  economy,  or  discre- 
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tion  can  prevent  the  inevitable  operation  of  those 
changes,  which  time  and  the  progress  or  deteriorar- 
tion  of  man  bring  about  in  this  world.  The  very 
day  after  this  discomfiture  at  the  club,  he  learned 
that  the  vestry  of  the  church  in  Garden-street  had 
come  to  a resolution  to  abolish  Dutch  preaching 
henceforward  in  that  last  remaining  refuge  of  the 
language  of  St.  Nicholas  in  our  city.  From  that 
moment  he  abandoned  the  world  in  a great  measure, 
and  took  to  smoking  his  solitary  pipe  at  home, 
where  he  railed  at  the  astonishing  degeneracy  of 
his  fellow-creatures.  For  several  years  I neither 
saw  or  heard  any  thing  of  him,  and  concluded  he 
had  died  quietly  by  his  fireside,  till  some  time 
ago  I detected  my  old  acquaintance  in  the  news- 
papers, under  the  disguise  of  the  “ Last  of  the 
Cocked  Hats?' 

It  gave  me  not  a little  pleasure  to  find  that  one 
of  the  last  remnants  of  the  oldfashioned  world 
was  yet  alive,  and  it  is  with  increased  satisfaction 
I now  inform  my  readers,  that  chance  gave  us  a 
meeting  the  other  day.  In  turning  the  corner  of 
Broadway  and  Fulton-street,  I brushed  against  a 
little,  rusty,  weather-beaten  figure,  I thought  I re- 
membered to  have  seen  somewhere  before.  Curi- 
osity caused  me  to  turn  about,  when  I found  the 
little  rusty  man  had  done  the  same.  We  may 
mistake  the  air  and  figure  of  people  we  have  once 
known ; but  the  intelligence  of  looks  never  de- 
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ceives.  The  moment  our  eyes  met  we  knew  each 
other. 

“Well,  old  Adam  Englebright,”  exclaimed  I, 
after  the  first  greetings — “ how  has  time  gone  with 
you  for  the  last  hundred  years — I suppose  the 
world,  as  usual,  is  growing  worse  and  worse  every 
day  ?”  The  moment  he  gave  a certain  shake  of 
the  head,  which  is  infallible,  and  took  a long  pinch 
of  Lorillard,  I knew  what  was  coming.  He  gave 
me  the  detail  I have  just  laid  before  my  readers, 
and  concluded  his  history  with  vehemently  denoun- 
cing banks  and  paper  money.  “ You  may  chance 
to  remember,”  said  he,  “ that  some  five-and-twenty 
years  and  more  I left  off  business,  with  what  was 
considered  at  that  time  a snug  independence, 
enough  to  satisfy  the  wishes  of  one  brought  up  in 
the  simple  habits  of  the  last  age. 

“ I purchased  half  a dozen  little  respectable- 
looking Dutch  houses  in  Broad-street  and  the 
neighbourhood,  I believe  for  the  reason  that  they 
have  sharp  roofs  something  like  my  cocked  hat. 
Few  of  them  are  left,  and  these  are  frowned  into 
utter  insignificance  by  upstart  palaces,  with  green 
doors,  shining  brass  knockers,  and  basement  stories, 
built  on  paper  money.  The  rents  of  these  houses 
supplied  me  with  all  I wished,  and  for  many  years 
I lived  without  knowing  what  it  was  to  want 
money.  My  two  daughters,  who  I believe  you 
never  saw,  were  always  well  dressed,  and  partook 
liberally  in  the  amusements  common  to  their  sex, 
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age,  and  situation  in  life.  In  short,  sir,  I believe 
few  people  lived  more  happily  and  respectably 
than  ourselves,  until  it  became  the  fashion  for 
bankrupts  to  become  bankers,  and  honest  independ- 
ence was  swept  away  by  oceans  of  paper  money, 
which  swallowed  up  the  reality,  and  left  the  shadow 
of  wealth  behind.  This  second  deluge  came  near 
reducing  me  to  actual  want,  by  raising  the  price 
of  every  thing,  while  my  means  remained  nearly 
the  same.  ’Tis  true,  I was  assured  my  property 
had  doubled,  nay,  trebled  in  value  within  a few 
years  ; but  as  mv  houses  were  oldfashioned,  small, 
and  situated  out  of  the  way  of  business,  the  rents 
were  very  little  enhanced  in  proportion  to  other 
things.  I was  also  out  of  business,  and  conse- 
quently the  facility  of  borrowing  money,  with 
which  to  trade  and  speculate,  was  no  advantage  to 
me,  nor  in  fact  to  anybody  else,  as  the  matter  is 
likely  to  turn  out. 

“ You  know  very  well,  sir,  how  difficult  it  is  to 
resign  the  little  homely  luxuries  and  enjoyments 
which  long  habit  has  endeared,  and  which,  before 
the  paper  flood,  were  within  the  reach  of  my  in- 
come. It  is  very,  very  hard — at  least  I found  it 
so,  and  so  did  my  daughters.  Before  this  blessed 
scheme  to  beggar  honest  independence,  young 
women  in  the  situation  of  my  girls  could  dress  as 
became  persons  of  respectability,  for  a sum  of 
money  that  will  not  now  suffice  to  purchase  a bon- 
net. They  could  also  decline  wearing  any  expen- 
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sive  ornament  unbecoming  their  station  and  fortune, 
without  the  fear  of  being  ridiculed  or  despised  by 
their  friends  for  their  oldfashioned  notions. 

“ But  you  I suppose  have  lived  in  the  world,  and 
it  is  quite  unnecessary  for  me  to  refer  particularly  to 
the  fatal  extravagance  which  has  been  fed  and 
pampered  by  paper  money,  and  is  now  about  to 
starve  on  the  same  food.  The  short  and  the  long 
of  the  matter  is,  I was  unwilling  to  resign  my  little 
enjoyments,  and  my  daughters  could  not  bear  to  be 
left  behind  in  the  race  of  folly  by  their  neighbours 
and  rivals,  whose  fathers  had  sprung  up  to  be  bank 
directors.  The  consequence  was,  and  I am  asha- 
med to  own  it,  for  I ought  to  have  known  better — I 
anticipated  my  income,  and  mortgaged  my  houses 
to  make  up  the  difference.  Still  everybody  assu- 
red me  I was  growing  rich  by  the  rise  of  my  prop- 
erty, and  I forced  myself  to  believe  it,  to  escape 
the  sting  of  anticipated  poverty.  Nay,  sir — I went 
a step  beyond  this  in  the  mire  of  folly.  A neigh- 
bour of  mine,  who  was  a bank  director,  offered  me 
his  services  to  procure  a discount,  assuring  me  at 
the  same  time  that  I might  renew  it  as  long  as  I 
pleased.  This  was  too  great  a temptation  for  a 
genuine  son  of  Adam.  I yielded  to  it,  and  soon 
consumed  the  rents  of  my  houses  in  paying  inter- 
est, instead  of  in  going  to  market. 

“ Such  is  my  present  situation.  Money  grows 
scarcer  and  scarcer  every  day — my  friend,  the  bank 
director,  tells  me  I must  pay  my  note  soon,  and  I 
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can’t  sell  my  houses  for  what  they  would  have 
brought  me  ten  years  ago.  Ruin  stares  me  full  in 
the  face,  and  it  is  almost  certain  that  the  inheritance 
of  my  fathers,  together  with  the  fruits  of  my  early 
industry,  will  in  a little  while  go  to  fatten  the  kites 
and  crows  of  the  paper  system.  Pity  me,  my  old 
friend” — said  he,  as  he  shook  me  by  the  hand  at 
parting — “ pity  an  old  man,  who  has  been  ruined  by 
the  great  plenty  of  money,  and  the  enormous  rise 
of  his  property.” 
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No.  XI.— SATURDAY,  JULY,  25th,  1820. 


CORNELIUS  TAYKAONTA, 

KING  OP  THE  ONEIDAS. 

Most  of  our  readers  will  probably  recollect  the 
accounts  published  in  some  papers  of  the  last  year, 
of  the  magnificent  reception  given  to  this  illustri- 
ous prince  in  various  foreign  countries,  particularly 
England  and  France.  The  court  and  the  people,  it 
is  said,  vied  with  each  other  in  their  attentions  to 
himself  and  suite  ; by  the  former  he  was  received 
as  a legitimate  brother ; by  the  latter  he  was  fol- 
lowed, whenever  he  appeared  in  public,  with  every 
demonstration  of  respect, — such  as  throwing  up 
of  hats,  huzzaing,  and  crying  “ long  live  his 
majesty.” 

King  Cornelius,  as  I am  credibly  informed,  re- 
ceived all  these  attentions  with  infinite  gravity  of 
countenance,  and  conducted  himself  with  singular 
discretion,  with  the  exception  of  one  occasion  at 
Paris,  when  he  got  tipsy  with  champaign,  which 
he  mistook  for  crabapple  cider.  Though  most 
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particularly  noticed  by  the  ladies,  they  could  make 
nothing  of  him  in  the  way  of  gallantry.  In  Eng- 
land he  found  fault  with  their  style  of  face-painting, 
which  he  maintained  was  a bad  imitation  of  the 
Indians  ; and  in  France  he  denounced  them  for 
not  wearing  moccasins.  He  presented  a royal 
dutchess  with  a pair,  and  was  so  affronted  at  her 
not  wearing  them  at  court  that  he  threatened  to 
declare  war  against  France,  but  was  pacified  with 
a long  letter  from  the  French  secretary  of  state, 
containing,  as  usual,  nothing  at  all  to  the  purpose. 
It  appears  he  has  written  several  letters  in  the 
Oneida  tongue  to  his  particular  friend  Red  Jacket. 
and  one  or  two  to  his  royal  spouse,  giving  an  ac- 
count of  various  particulars  of  his  journey,  and 
containing  his  views  and  opinions  on  various  sub- 
jects. Some  of  these  having  been  sent  to  a learned 
person  of  this  city,  as  curiosities  in  literature,  and 
permission  having  been  obtained  for  that  purpose, 
I shall  present  the  reader  occasionally  with  one. 
The  translation  of  the  following  is,  I believe,  faith- 
ful ; but  I fear  the  peculiar  simplicity  of  the 
original  has  not  been  preserved.  It  was  done  by 
a famous  writer  of  this  country,  who  always  seems 
to  be  flourishing  a peacock’s  feather  instead  of  a 
sober  gray  goose-quill,  his  style  is  so  conceited 
and  gaudy.  We  have  tried  to  bring  it  down  a 
little,  but  after  all  have  succeeded  but  indifferently. 
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From  his  sacred  majesty  Cornelius  Taykaonta, 
King  of  the  Oneidas,  Tuskaroras,  Winneba- 
goes,  Chickasaws,  Cherokees,  and,  Michilimac- 
kinas,  <f-c.  who  can  do  no  wrong,  to  Red 
Jacket. 

“ Cousin, — I am  in  the  great  city  of  which  we 
have  heard  so  much  from  the  English  who  come 
out  of  Canada.  Since  I came  here  I have  had 
my  pocket  picked  twice,  and  seen  the  king,  my 
brother,  who  looks  as  if  he  lived  well.  No  won- 
der, for  they  say  he  spends  almost  as  much  as  all 
the  rest  of  the  nation  earns.  I was  very  sick  on 
board  the  ship,  and  could  eat  nothing  but  ginger- 
bread. They  held  a piece  of  raw  pork  up  before 
me  to  tempt  me  to  eat,  but  it  only  made  matters 
worse.  I lay  in  the  cabin  all  the  time  of  sailing, 
which  was  three  weeks.  I don’t  like  going  to  sea 
much,  it  is  not  good  for  a king. 

“ When  we  came  here,  I soon  found  out  the  dif- 
ference between  a king  in  America  and  a king  in 
this  country.  You  remember  the  landlord  at  Utica 
would  never  trust  me  for  a glass  of  whiskey ; and 
once  insolently  thrust  me  out  of  doors  because  I 

* I believe  King  Cornelius  has  here  claimed  dominion  over 
several  nations  that  never  acknowledged  his  authority  ; a whim, 
I suppose,  suggested  by  the  example  of  his  brother  monarchs  of 
the  Old  World. 
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called  for  liquor  without  any  money  to  pay  for  it. 
But  here  it  is  quite  a different  affair.  My  brother, 
the  king  of  this  country,  can  run  in  debt  as  much 
as  he  likes,  and  it  is  high  treason  for  any  one  to 
refuse  trusting  him.  He  can  go  into  any  tavern, 
and  call  for  what  he  wants  without  paying  for 
it ; neither  landlords  nor  constables  dare  touch  him. 

“ As  for  me,  the  moment  these  loyal  people 
heard  I was  a king,  they  gathered  round  the  coach 
into  which  we  had  just  got,  took  off  the  horses,  and 
dragged  us  to  our  hotel,  shouting  all  the  way 
* long  live  the  king.’  When  we  arrived  at  the  ho- 
tel I gave  them  the  usual  fare,  as  I thought  it  but 
just  they  should  get  as  much  as  the  horses.  But 
the  driver  insisted  on  being  paid  too, — so  I got 
nothing  but  honour  by  the  bargain.  Upon  my  giv- 
ing the  people  that  dragged  me  their  fare,  they 
raised  a great  shout,  and  threw  some  brickbats. 
This  caused  me  to  retire  from  further  public  hon- 
ours, for  I did  not  know  but  the  next  thing  might 
be  a pistol  fired  at  me,  which  is  the  usual  demon- 
stration of  loyalty  whenever  their  own  king  ap- 
pears in  public. 

“ A great  many  people  of  consequence,  and  among 
the  rest  several  beautiful  women,  came  to  see  me  ; 
and  whenever  I smoked  my  pipe  at  the  window,  a 
great  crowd  always  came  about.  Such  is  the  re- 
spect of  this  people  for  a king.  After  being  in 
town  about  a week,  I was  told  I must  go  to  court 
and  wait  on  my  brother  the  king,  which  I thought 
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rather  odd,  for  it  seemed  to  me  he  ought  to  have 
paid  the  first  visit.  When  I came  to  the  court,  the 
person  who  was  to  present  me  to  my  brother  king 
told  me  so  many  things  about  how  I was  to  behave 
myself,  that  I forgot  every  word.  When  I came 
up  the  king  gave  me  his  hand,  which  I shook 
very  heartily,  to  show  I was  his  good  friend  and 
brother.  Upon  this  there  was  a great  consterna- 
tion among  the  bystanders,  and  I afterward  found 
I should  have  kissed  it.  A foolish  ceremony,  as  I 
thought. 

“ Thinking  it  ill  manners  to  stand  still  and  say 
nothing,  I thought  to  make  myself  acceptable  by 
asking  my  brother  the  reason  why  all  his  women 
appeared  so  large  about  the  waists,  and  had  their 
petticoats  puffed  out  as  if  the  wind  was  blowing 
under  them.  He  made  me  no  reply,  which  induced 
me  to  think  him  a stupid  sort  of  a king.  Some  of 
these  women  were  not  bad  looking  ; but  instead 
of  painting  one  side  of  their  faces  with  lampblack, 
and  the  other  with  brickdust,  they  mix  white  and 
red  together  in  the  most  frightful  way.  This  dif- 
ference is  quite  unaccountable,  as  they  undoubtedly 
borrowed  the  custom  from  us.  But  badly  as  they 
painted  themselves,  I considered  it  a proof  of  their 
progress  in  refinement,  although  the  attempt  was 
rather  rude.  They  have  borrowed  another  of  our 
customs,  I find, — that  of  wearing  rings  and  jewels. 
But  what  is  in  the  highest  degree  preposterous,  they 
hang  them  in  their  ears  instead  of  their  noses.  The 
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only  exception  to  this  custom  was  a portly  man, 
who  I understood  was  a bishop.  He  had  several 
reddish  purple  jewels  stuck  about  his  nose,  which 
they  called  carbuncles. 

“ Presently  they  stood  up  to  dance  ; but  the  wo- 
men had  a great  deal  of  trouble  to  manage  their 
great  petticoats  ; and  as  for  the  men,  old  Mianto- 
nimo,  who  is  crippled  with  rheumatism,  shows  more 
activity  when  inspired  by  a glass  of  whiskey.  My 
brother  the  king  did  not  dance,  which  induced  me 
to  suppose  he  did  not  know  how,  owing  to  some 
neglect  in  bringing  up.  When  they  had  finished 
I commanded  my  suite  to  begin  a war-dance,  which 
caused  some  ladies  to  faint,  and  several  of  the 
courtiers  to  run  out  of  the  room.  The  people  here, 
1 find,  have  very  little  taste  ; but  in  France,  where 
they  are  great  judges,  I think  we  shall  be  very 
much  admired.  Finding  the  court  rather  dull,  I 
took  out  my  pipe,  and  was  going  to  light  it  at  one 
of  the  lamps,  when  the  man  who  presented  me  to 
my  brother  king  took  me  by  the  arm,  and  rather 
unceremoniously,  as  I thought,  attended  me  to  the 
outer  door  of  the  wigwam,  which  is  called  the  royal 
palace.  I conclude  I gave  some  offence  by  at- 
tempting to  smoke,  though  as  1 saw  my  brother 
take  snuff,  I thought  I had  as  good  a right  to  light 
my  pipe.  But  I learned  several  things  on  my  visit ; 
and  have  ever  since  obliged  all  my  courtiers  to  kiss 
my  hand  instead  of  shaking  it,  as  they  do  those  of 
the  vulgar  people.  Moreover,  being  lately  assured 
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that  a sovereign  ought  never  to  be  questioned  about 
any  thing,  I mean  from  this  time  to  treat  all  imper- 
tinent inquiries  with  contempt.  I look  upon  this 
as  one  of  the  most  precious  jewels  in  my  diadem, 
as  I heard  my  brother  king  say  once ; it  saves  a 
great  deal  of  trouble,  and  relieves  one  from  ihe  un- 
pleasant necessity  of  saying  something  when  he 
has  nothing  to  say.- 

“ But  the  piece  of  information  I have  gained  here 
which  I look  upon  as  worth  all  the  rest,  is,  that  a 
true  legitimate  monarch  can  do  no  wrong.  I wish 
I had  known  this  before,  as  I lost  the  opportunity 
of  doing  a great  many  things  that  would  have  been 
very  agreeable,  but  which  I let  alone  for  want  of 
knowing  this  invaluable  secret.  When  I return 
to  my  royal  castle  of  Oneida,  I shall  not  fail  to  let 
my  faithful  subjects  see  what  a king  ought  to  be. 
I wish  you  would  let  my  royal  spouse  know  of 
this,  in  order  that  she  may  use  herself  in  time  to 
obey  me  in  all  things,  seeing  it  is  written  in  books 
that  a king  can  do  no  wrong.  Have  a school  set 
up,  and  whip  the  children  soundly  till  they  under- 
stand this  matter. 

“ A day  or  two  after  my  going  to  court  I was 
carried  to  a place  called  the  theatre,  where  I was 
told  I should  see  John  Bull  in  all  his  glory.  From 
this  I concluded  it  was  some  such  cattle-show  as 
the  white  people  have  in  the  neighbourhood  of  our 
royal  residence,  where  they  make  a great  feast, 
drink  toasts,  and  show  off  their  breed  of  bulls  and 
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oxen.  But  I believe  they  only  wanted  to  impOsd 
upon  my  majesty,  for  I saw  nothing  but  men, 
women,  and  horses  prancing  about  in  a great  build- 
ing. The  men  and  women  made  long  talks  out  of 
hand,  and  some  of  these  sung  songs,  particularly 
when  they  were  in  great  distress  about  any  thing. 
The  horses  said  nothing,  but  what  was  rather  odd, 
they  were  more  applauded  than  the  men  arid1 
women.  But  I will  give  you  the  particulars. 

“My  friend  told  me  not  to  be  alarmed  at  any 
thing  I saw,  for  it  was  only  a spectacle,  an  exhibit 
tion  to  imitate  what  happened  sometimes  in'  real 
life,  and  that  if  they  killed  one  another  it  Was  Only 
in  jest.  Soon  after  we  got  into  the  place  there 
was  a great  bustle,  the  music  began  to1  play,  and 
my  brother  the  king  came  in  and  made  his'  bow  all 
round,  without  taking  any  particular  notice  of  me, 
which  I thought  rather  rude.  But  I suppose  he 
was  a little  affronted  with  me  for  attempting  to 
light  my  pipe  in  his  fine  parlour.  Upon  his  com- 
ing in,  the  people  all  rose  up  and  sung  ‘ God  save 
the  king,’  except  myself,  who  thought  this  a part 
of  the  show.  Besides,  if  it  had  not  been,  I was 
determined  tube  even  with  hitn  for  not  making  me 
a bow  when  he  came  in.  Presently  there  was  a 
great  cry  of  ‘ hustle  him’ — and  a fellow  came  and 
ordered  me  to  ‘ get  up  and  sing  God  save  the  king, 

and  be  d d to  me.’  I told  him  I was  a king" 

myself,  and  not  being  able  to  do  any  wrong  if  I 
tried  ever  so  hard,  I did  not  find  that  he  had  any 
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business  to  meddle  with  my  sacred  person.  Where- 
upon, finding  I was  not  to  be  trifled  with,  he  let  me 
alone,  and  the  show  continued. 

“First,  came  another  king,  on  what  was  called 
the  stage — I do  not  mean  a stage-coach — who  w.as 
received  with  shouts  of  applause,  from  which  I in- 
ferred that  he  was  a greater  king  than  my  brother, 
who  I now  began  to  suspect  was  n,ot  altogether  le- 
gitimate.  I must  do  the  stage-king  the  justice  to 
say  that  he  was  much  better  dressed,  much  better 
looking,  and  conducted  himself  much  more  like  a 
gentleman,  than  the  other. 

“ But  the  applauses  bestowed  on  these  two 
kings  wer.e  nothing  to  those  the  horses  received. 
Indeed,  these  people  seem  to  understand  horse.-flesh 
better  than  shows.  There  was  one  horse  that 
never  came  out  without  great  clapping  of  hands, 
and  his  neighing  was  received  with  mighty  encores. 
This  is  a French  vyord,  signifying  ‘ once  more,’ 
from  whence  I concluded  the  English  horses  un- 
derstood French,  and  in  this  respect  were  more 
learned  than  their  riders.  He  seemed  quite  elated 
with  this  notice,  pranced  about  a great  deal,  and  at 
last  reared  up  and  threw  his  rider.  Upon  this  he 
was  applauded  more  than  ever,  while  the  poor  man 
was  cheered  with  the  sympathy  of  the  whole  audi- 
ence, who  groaned  very  much  as  he  limped  off. 
This  people  must  be  very  good-natured. 

“ After  waiting  a long  while  to  see  the  great 
k.east  they  call  John  Bull  come  out,  and  finding 
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myself  growing  rather  sleepy,  I thought  I would 
go  and  pay  my  respects  to  my  brother  king,  though 
he  did  not  deserve  such  a condescension.  So  I 
went  and  knocked  at  the  door  of  the  box  pretty 
loudly,  to  show  it  was  a visiter  of  some  distinction. 
The  man  that  opens  the  door  of  the  boxes  asked 
me  rather  gruffly  what  I wanted.  I told  him  I 
came  to  have  a little  chat  with  my  brother  the 
king.  Upon  this  he  thrust  me  away  rudely,  which 
nettled  me  not  a little,  this  reception  being  so  dif- 
ferent from  what  my  brother  would  have  met  with 
had  he  come  to  see  me  at  my  royal  castle  of  Onei- 
da. I told  him  who  I was,  and  that  it  was  utterly 
impossible  for  me  to  do  wrong,  but  he  was  such  an 
ignorant  man  that  I could  not  persuade  him.  When 
I came  to  reflect  a little  on  this  matter,  it  puzzled 
me  much  to  know  how  these  kings,  who  could 
never  be  wrong,  managed  to  settle  the  affair  when 
they  happened  to  differ  on  any  occasion,  seeing 
they  must  both  be  in  the  right.  On  consulting  a 
learned  person,  he  tells  me  that  the  kings  don’t 
trouble  their  heads  about  it,  but  leave  their  people 
to  find  out  the  truth  by  cutting  each  other’s  throats, 
an  infallible  way  of  settling  the  controversy. 

“ It  being  impossible  for  me  to  sit  still  till  the 
great  show  was  over,  I strolled  about,  and  saw^ 
several  things  that  puzzled  me  a good  deal.  In 
some  of  the  boxes  the  people,  especially  the 
women,  stood  up  with  their  backs  to  the  stage, 
talking  all  the  while  so  loud  that  I could  not  have 
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heard  the  talk  of  the  players,  even  had  I not  been 
deafened  with  the  noise  of  others  calling  out 
silence.  In  the  upper  part  of  the  house  I saw 
men  and  women  behaving  very  indecently,  and 
above  these  were  a parcel  of  roaring  people  called 
the  gods,  who  asserted  their  superiority  by  thrown 
ing  down  nutshells  and  orange-peelings  upon  those 
below.  But  the  oddest  sight  of  all  was  a number 
of  persons  fast  asleep  on  the  front  benches  of  a 
place  called  the  pit,  These  I was  told  were  critics, 
who  came  there  on  purpose  to  judge  of  the  merits 
of  the  piece  and  the  performers. 

“ At  the  end  of  the  first  show,  my  brother  the 
king  went  away.  I don’t  wonder  he  was  tirefi,  for 
the  place  was  duller  than  even  the  court,  and  the 
show  nothing  equal  to  the  puppets  we  saw  at  Utica 
last  year.  I staid  in  hopes  of  seeing  the  great 
bull  called  John  in  all  his  glory,  as  had  been  prom- 
ised me.  After  the  first  show  there  was  another, 
in  which  the  principal  performer  was  a dog,  but 
the  bull  did  not  make  his  appearance.  When  this 
was  done  there  was  a great  hissing  and  clapping  of 
hands,  ranting,  and  roaring,  for  some  time,  This 
was  succeeded  by  a sham-battle,  as  I thought,  till  I 
saw  several  persons  with  their  heads  really  broke. 
I found  they  were  fighting  in  earnest,  for  one  came 
up  to  me  with  a stick,  and  demanded  whether  I was 
an  O.  P.  or  not.  I told  him  I could  not  tell,  but  I 
was  a king,  and  could  not  be  on  the  wrong  side. 
In  the  meantime  a fellow  picked  my  pocket  of  a 
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silver  watch  I had  of  a pedler  for  half  a guinea. 
So  I came  home  without  my  watch,  and,  after  all, 
missed  seeing  the  great  beast  John  Bull  in  all  his 
glory,  as  I fully  expected. 

“ Among  the  other  sights  they  earned  me  to  see 
was  a place  called  St.  Stephen’s  chapel,  where  I 
saw  another  show  rather  duller  than  the  others. 
I inquired  who  this  St.  Stephen  was,  when  a man 
told  me  he  was  a great  proprietor  of  Rotten  Bor- 
oughs, which  I did  not  understand,  not  I.  There 
was  a good  number  of  persons  got  together,  as  I 
supposed,  to  act  some  play,  the  nature  of  which  I 
could  not  make  out  until  the  same  person  told  me 
the  people  came  there  to  be  bought  and  sold,  so  I 
suppose  it  was  some  kind  of  a slave-market.  But 
I don’t  know  how  they  managed  the  business,  for 
I saw  no  money  paid.  The  same  man  told  me 
that  was  all  done  behind  the  curtain.  Several  of 
these  people  talked  a great  deal,  and  I often  heard 
the  word  liberty,  from  which  I concluded  they 
were  trying  to  persuade  their  masters  not  to  sell 
them.  But  the  man  who  had  been  good  enough 
to  explain  the  other  matters  assured  me  that  they 
sold  themselves  voluntarily  and  their  masters  also. 

“ This  place,  like  the  playhouse,  was  very  noisy. 
The  people  who  came  there  to  sell  themselves 
seemed  quite  at  their  ease,  sometimes  lounging 
about  without  appearing  to  take  notice  of  any 
thing,  and  at  others  scraping  and  grinding  the 
sand  on  the  floor  with  their  feet,  or  crying  ‘ Hear  ! 
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hear !’  whenever  they  seemed  pleased  with  what 
was  said.  There  was  one  man  who  spoke  with 
great  fury,  and  used  a deal  of  foul  language,  which 
a person  next  me  observed  was  very  natural,  as  he 
came  from  a Rotten  Borough.  Finding  myself 
growing  rather  tired  and  drowsy,  I tried  to  keep 
myself  awake,  as  I saw  some  of  them  do,  by 
crying  ‘ Hear,  hear !’  as  loud  as  I could  bawl. 
Whereupon  a man  with  a black  rod  came  and 
thrust  me  out  of  doors,  though  I gave  him  my 
honour  I was  a king,  and  could  do  no  wrong. 

“Having  remained  here  until  I had  seen  every 
thing,  and  everybody  had  seen  me,  I concluded  an 
alliance  offensive  and  defensive  with  my  brother 
the  king,  in  which  he  promised  to  pay  me  a guinea 
for  every  scalp,  I now  resolved  to  go  over  to  the 
great  kingdom  of  France,  though  I did  not  much 
like  it,  having  been  assured  very  solemnly  by 
people  here,  that  they  eat  nothing  but  frogs  in  that 
country.  ' When  I was  about  taking  my  departure, 
several  persons,  male  and  female,  whom  I had 
never  seen  before,  came  and  begged  I would  please 
to  remember  them.  This  was  explained  to  me  by 
their  being  servants  at  the  hotel,  and  that  I must 
give  them  something.  One  begged  me  to  remem- 
ber the  boot-cleaner — though  I wear  nothing  but 
moccasins  ; another  the  bed- maker,  though  I never 
slept  in  a bed  in  my  life  ; while  the  barber  insisted 
upon  having  shaved  me  a hundred  times,  although 
my  beard  was  plucked  up  by  the  roots  while  a boy. 
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But  for  all  this  I gave  each  of  them  something, 
being  told  it  was  a very  excellent  custom  to  pay 
both  landlord  and  servants. 

Before  I conclude  I will  give  you  some  of  my 
ideas  respecting  this  country,  about  which  we  have 
heard  so  much.  They  assured  me,  when  I first 
came  here,  that  the  people  were  the  most  free  and 
happy,  and  the  government  the  best  in  the  world. 
I confess  I like  the  notion  that  the  king  can  do  no 
wrong,  and  think  it  a clear  proof  of  the  freedom 
of  the  people.  The  king  has  a vast  deal  of  money 
given  him  every  year,  enough  to  supply  all  my 
faithful  subjects  with  guns,  powder,  shot,  blankets, 
and  brandy,  for  twenty  years.  As  he  can’t  do  any 
wrong,  it  is  no  matter  how  he  spends  it.  The 
people  pay  this  money  voluntarily,  because  they 
can’t  help  it.  This  I find  is  the  great  source  of 
their  happiness.  I shall  not  fail,  on  my  return  to 
my  royal  residence  at  Oneida,  to  let  my  faithful 
subjects  into  this  secret  of  being  happy,  and  intend 
to  make  myself  master  of  the  whole  system  of 
taxation  for  their  benefit. 

“ They  told  me  the  king  was  the  fountain  of  all 
honour,  which  I did  not  at  first  quite  comprehend. 
But  seeing  afterward  that  nobody  was  allowed  to 
wear  a hat  in  his  presence  but  himself,  I concluded 
that  honour  consisted  altogether  in  wearing  a hat. 
Another  thing  I like  much  is,  that  nobody  is  per? 
mitted  to  speak  to  the  king  till  he  is  first  spoken 
to.  The  reason  of  this  is,  that  his  majesty  might 
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otherwise  be  puzzled  by  questions  he  could  not 
answer,  especially  if  he  should  be  rather  dull,  as 
may  sometimes  possibly  happen.  Should  I ever 
return,  I am  determined  to  commit  for  high  trea- 
son any  one  of  my  faithful  subjects  that  asks  me  a 
single  question.  But,  to  tell  you  the  truth,  I find 
the  trade  of  a king  so  much  better  here  than  at 
home,  that  I have  some  thoughts  of  applying  to 
the  next  royal  congress  for  a small  kingdom  out 
of  the  countries  laid  waste  in  the  late  wars.  I can 
send  over  for  my  own  faithful  subjects  to  people 
it ; and  as  I shall  find  no  difficulty  in  proving  my 
legitimacy,  I don’t  see  how  they  can  help  admit- 
ting me  a member  of  the  holy  alliance. 

“ But  to  return.  The  people  here  are  certainly, 
according  to  my  ideas,  the  happiest  I have  ever 
seen,  with  the  exception  of  my  loyal  and  beggarly 
subjects,  to  whose  present  modes  of  life  a vast 
many  people  of  this  country  have  lately  conformed. 
These  pass  their  time  in  perfect  idleness,  and,  like 
kings,  who  live  by  begging  of  their  subjects,  they 
accost  every  one  they  meet,  fear  no  rebuff,  and 
persevere  until  they  get  something.  They  go 
where  they  will  about  town,  carouse  it  and  get 
tipsy  one  day,  starve  the  next,  sleep  in  the  sun  or 
where  they  like,  and  enjoy  all  the  delights  of  idle- 
ness and  liberty.  They  are  not  encumbered  with 
horses,  nor  lands,  nor  money,  nor  cares  ; nor  do 
they  lead  a miserable  life  of  drudgery  to  heap  up 
wealth.  They  may  talk  of  republics,  where  no- 
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body  can  live  without  labqur ; but,  for  my  part,  I 
ponsider  idleness  and  begging  as  perfect  freedom, 
and  that  the  country  which  has  the  greatest  npmr 
ber  of  paupers  is  that  where  the  people  are  most 
bappy. 

“ This,  therefore,  is  the  country  for  kings  that 
can  do  no  wrong,  and  people  who  will  not  work. 
(Should  I fail  in  my  application  tp  the  congress  of 
sovereigns,  I shall  send,  I believe,  for  my  faithful 
subjects  to  come  over  here,  and,  like  my  brother, 
the  King  of  England,  reign  over  millions  of  jolly 
beggars. 

“ I,  the  king 

“ Cornelius.” 


A VISIT  TO  THE  HALL  IN  NOVEMBER. 

The  other  day,  the  desire  which  occasionally 
springs  up  in  the  heart  to  see  an  old  friend  after  a 
long  absence,  prompted  me  to  pay  a visit  to  the 
Hall,  where  I had  not  been  for  some  time.  On  my 
arrival,  I found  all  the  family  in  low  spirits.  The 
squire  sat  ip  his  old  chair,  with  his  legs  crossed, 
qpd  shaking  his  foot  vyith  a peculiar  air  of  impa- 
tieqee  ; the  good  lady  stood  at  his  back,  wishing  to 
pffer  consolation,  but  seeming  at  a loss  how  to  go 
about  it ; and  the  young  ladies  lingered  at  separate 
windows,  contemplating  the  cold  and  gloomy  aspect 
pf  a November  sky.  Even  the  old  cat,  whiph  thp 
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squire  has  whimsically  called  after  a certain  re- 
nowned editor  of  our  city,'  because  he  spits  at 
everybody  that  comes  near  him,  forgot  his  usual 
habit  of  offensive  warfare,  and  sat  in  the  chimney 
corner  as  dull  as  his  worthy  namesake. 

On  inquiry,  I found  this  absence  of  the  honest 
homely  hilarity  which  usually  characterizes  my 
cousin’s  fireside,  w-as  owing  to  an  accumulation  of 
various  little  crosses,  which,  among  those  unlucky 
people  who  have  nothing  particular  to  make  them' 
unhappjr,  answer  the  purpose  of  more  substantial 
afflictions. 

First  of  all,  Mrs.  Cockloft  was  exceedingly  out 
of  humour  with  a couple  of  fashionable  young 
ladies,  who  had  come  out  that  morning,  put  her 
and  her  daughters  to  the  trouble  of  dressing  to 
receive  them,  staid  five  minutes,  and,  to  cap  the 
climax,  departed  with  one  of  those  mutilated  cour- 
tesies which  the  good  lady  holds  in  utter  abomina- 
tion, reprobating  them  under  the  opprobrious  epithet 
of  “ bobbing.”  Not  being  particularly  versed  in 
the  modern  method  of  constructing  a fine  figure,' 
she  did  not  take  into  consideration  the  impossibility 
of  her  making  one  of  those  inclinations  of  the  body,- 
so  prized  in  her  youthful  days  ; nor  did  it  probably 
occur  to  her,  that  if  a young  lady  were  to  sink  so 
low  now,  she  would  most  likely  never  rise  again.- 
This  grievance  was  in  itself  quite  sufficient  to 
infect  with  gloom  a whole  family,  whose  sympa- 
thies, like  those  of  my  cousins,  are  all  connected 
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by  one  electric  wire.  But,  in  addition  to  this,  there 
was,  as  I soon  discovered,  at  this  very  moment,  a 
most  serious  misfortune  hovering  over  the  house 
of  Cockloft.  This  was  the  impending  departure 
of  the  squire’s  favourite  servant,  who  had  lived  with 
him  ever  since  the  death  of  old  Caesar,  and  acquired 
almost  unlimited  sway  over  his  master,  who  actu- 
ally fancied  he  could  not  exist  without  him.  Kind- 
ness and  indulgence  had,  as  usual,  almost  com- 
pletely spoiled  him  ; and  having  been  lately  very 
much  admired  on  account  of  an  oration  he  delivered 
at  the  anniversary  of  the  Wilberforce  Society,  he 
aspired  to  the  honours  of  office,  being  put  in  re- 
quisition by  the  Abolition  Society  for  a principal 
post. 

The  immediate  cause,  however,  of  his  giving 
warning  now,  originated  in  an  old  custom  of  the 
squire,  who  never  fails,  before  dressing  himself  of 
a morning,  to  inquire  particularly  which  way  the 
wind  blows,  that  he  may  equip  himself  accordingly, 
having  a pair  of  breeches  for  every  point  of  the 
compass.  The  morning  of  my  visit  turned  out  to 
be  cold,  raw,  and  comfortless,  threatening  a north- 
east storm,  which  is  particularly  abhorred  by  the 
wrhole  house  of  Cockloft ; and,  as  I have  known  it 
frequently  happen  to  people  who  want  a little  trouble 
to  excite  their  spirits,  the  whole  family  became 
particularly  solicitous  about  the  clearing  up  of  the 
weather.  Not  that  I mean  to  insinuate  that  one 
of  them  had  the  least  intention  of  going  out ; but 
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toy  readers  must  be  little  acquainted  with  the  coun- 
try gentry,  if  they  have  not  often  seen  a whole 
family  invited  to  go  abroad  by  the  mere  circum- 
stance of  a bad  day. 

Be  this  as  it  may,  it  happened  unluckily  that 
Pompey  had  been  early  in  the  morning  despatched 
to  consult  the  fish  which  performs  the  functions 
of  a weathercock  at  the  top  of  the  stables.  He 
brought  word  that  the  wind  was  at  the  northwest, 
and  thereupon  the  squire  rose  with  great  alacrity, 
equipping  himself  in  strict  conformity  with  this 
information.  He  was  eating  his  breakfast  in  high 
spirits,  and  with  an  excellent  appetite,  when,  hap- 
pening to  cast  his  eyes  towards  the  stables,  he  dis- 
covered, to  his  utter  dismay,  that  the  wind  was  as 
due  northeast  as  it  could  blow.  Upon  this,  his 
appetite  and  spirits  suddenly  failed  him.  He  was 
visited  by  several  indescribable  pains,  caught  a 
great  cold,  and  fairly  insulted  Pompey  by  exclaim- 
ing, “ confound  the  blockhead,  I could  never  teach 
him  the  points  of  the  compass.”  The  orator  of 
the  Wilberforce  Society  took  this  exceeding  ill, 
and  thereupon  signified  his  intention  of  spending 
the  remainder  of  his  days  in  civilizing  his  African 
brethren  abroad.  The  squire  would  have  cut  off 
his  thumb  rather  than  make  a single  overture  to 
his  offended  menial ; but  he  stumped  about  the 
house  with  evident  perturbation,  stopping  every 
now  and  then,  and  exclaiming  to  himself,  “ con- 
found the  blockhead,” — “the  fellow  don’t  know 
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when  he  is  well  off,”  and,  “ what  will  become  of 
the  poor  fool  when  he  grows  old  !” 

This  was  destined  to  be  one  of  the  unlucky  days 
to  my  friend  and  cousin.  Shortly  after  my  arrival, 
he  received  three  letters  from  three  distant  rela- 
tions, begging,  as  usual,  that  he  would  do  some- 
thing for  themselves  or  their  hopeful  offspring.  It 
has  been  before  observed,  that,  as  the  head  of  the 
family,  and  the  richest  of  the  name,  the  squire  is 
looked  up  to  by  every  soul  that  can  trace  the  least 
affinity,  all  of  whom  confer  on  him  the  honourable 
distinction  of  remedying  their  misfortunes,  and  pro- 
viding for  their  promising  sons,  who  have  too  much 
spirit  to  learn  a trade.  No  old  family  can  boast  a 
greater  number  of  cadets  than  that  of  the  Cocklofts. 
Belonging,  as  they  do,  to  so  respectable  a stock,  it 
would  be  disgracing  the  blood  to  be  any  thing  but 
gentlemen ; and  the  consequence  is,  that  they  very 
naturally,  in  the  end,  become  dependant  on  some- 
body or  other. 

My  kinsman,  to  do  him  justice,  has  done  a great 
deal  for  this  class  of  relatives,  who,  lured  by  the 
light  of  his  benevolence,  come  flitting  from  far  and 
near,  like  moth  to  the  summer  candle  in  the  open 
window.  Indeed,  I cannot  here  resist  bearing 
testimony,  for  the  hundredth  time,  to  the  kindness 
of  his  disposition.  His  nature  seems  all  one  un- 
pretending goodness.  His  benefactions  are  given 
without  effort,  and  such  is  the  daily  round  of  his 
benevolence,  that  I verily  believe  he  will  lose  half 
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the  reward  of  his  goodness,  by  never  feeling  the 
value  of  the  sacrifices  he  makes  to  the  happiness 
of  others.  All  his  dependants  approach  him  with 
the  confidence  and  frankness  of  affection.  The  in- 
truding neighbour’s  dog  never  sneaks  away  when 
he  walks  forth  into  his  fields ; and  even  the  cats, 
those  heartless  intruders  into  our  society,  never 
quit  the  fireside  when  he  approaches,  but  purr,  and 
rub  their  brindled  backs  against  him,  without  ap- 
prehension. 

He  has,  in  pursuance  of  this  generous  disposi- 
tion, fitted  out  whole  colonies  of  Cocklofts  ; and  as 
no  one  that  can  help  it  thinks  of  learning  a trade  at 
present,  his  purse  and  influence  have  often  been 
exhausted  in  enabling  the  young  sprigs  of  the  old 
stocks  to  acquire  liberal  professions,  in  which  they 
had  neither  genius  nor  industry  to  become  eminent 
or  respectable.  I have  known  him  give  money  to 
these,  when  his  family  actually  were  obliged  to  go 
without ; and  especially  recollect  the  young  ladies 
murmuring  not  a little  at  being  refused  the  liberty 
of  buying  a fashionable  dress,  in  consequence  of 
the  squire  having  given  all  his  ready  cash  to  fit  out 
a young  scapegrace  for  an  adventure,  from  which 
he  returned  about  eighteen  months  after,  pretty 
much  in  the  plight  of  the  prodigal  son. 

It  happened,  that  one  of  the  letters  I have  just 
mentioned  came  from  the  indulgent  mother  of  a 
spoiled  youth  the  squire  had  most  especially  pat- 
ronised, he  being  one  of  a hundred  at  least  'of  the 
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family,  christened  in  honour  of  the  head  of  the 
house.  He  had  been  twice  put  into  business,  and 
afterward  sent  supercargo  to  the  Indies,  by  the 
squire’s  means.  The  young  dependant  had,  on 
each  of  these  occasions,  afforded  another  and 
another  proof,  that  those  who  prefer  asking  fa- 
vours to  resorting  to  their  own  exertions,  are  gen- 
erally not  only  ungrateful  to  their  benefactors,  but 
also  careless  in  the  management  of  the  means  they 
receive  from  their  bounty.  The  squire  more  than 
once  declared  he  had  done  with  him  for  ever ; but  I 
had  occasion  to  know,  that  in  the  present  instance, 
after  vapouring  a good  deal,  and  affecting  the  in- 
exorable patron,  he  complied  the  next  day  with 
every  thing  the  weak  mother  requested. 

Who,  alas  ! hath  not  lived  to  verify  the  old  say- 
ing, that,  misfortunes  never  come  single  ? They 
are  man  and  wife  ; and  their  progeny,  numerous  as 
those  of  wandering  beggars,  walk  in  their  train  in 
tears  and  misery,  stopping  at  every  door.  Scarcely 
had  my  cousin  a little  recovered  the  preceding 
shocks,  when  the  hope  of  the  house,  the  young 
squire  Jeremy,  came  in  to  announce  the  total  fail- 
ure of  his  new  plan  for  extracting  oil  from  pump- 
kin-seeds. My  cousin  was  the  more  mortified  at 
the  ill  success  of  his  experiment,  as  he  had  rather 
incautiously  boasted  in  public  that  he  would  put 
an  end  to  the  importation  of  foreign  oil  in  a few 
years. 

But  however  we  may  complain  of  fortune,  I 
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will  do  her  the  justice  to  say,  she  is  not  always 
malignant  in  her  persecutions.  In  the  swift  revo- 
lutions of  her  ever-restless  wheel  we  rise  as  often 
as  we  fall,  unless,  like  cowards,  we  lose  our  hold 
at  the  bottom ; or,  like  fools,  become  dizzy  at  the 
top,  and  tumble  headlong.  Experience  verified 
this  observation  on  the  present  occasion.  At  this 
crisis  of  accumulated  mishaps,  just  as  the  clock 
struck  twelve,  the  tide  of  fate  turned.  The  wind 
changed  to  a cheering  invigorating  northwester ; 
the  sun  came  out  glorious  ; and  the  trickling  drops 
from  the  trees  gave  token  that  the  empire  of  frost 
was  yielding  to  his  sway.  If  the  reader,  as  I hope 
may  be  the  case,  has  ever  seen  the  sudden  clearing 
up  of  a gloomy  afternoon,  and  the  blessed  smile 
of  nature  break  out  amid  the  sweet  music,  poetry, 
and  painting  of  the  inimitable  spring,  he  can  form 
some  little  idea  of  the  influence  produced  by  this 
sudden  change  upon  my  cousin’s  fireside. 

The  querulous,  ungrateful  heart  of  man  has 
omitted  to  note  and  record  the  truth,  that  if  mis- 
fortunes do  not  usually  come  alone,  as  little  does 
good  fortune.  Her  blooming  train  is  likewise  al- 
most ever  at  her  side,  and  often  if  you  beckon  one, 
the  rest  will  follow  hand  in  hand,  in  smiling  pairs. 
Scarcely  had  the  yellow  autumn  sun  broke  forth 
in  golden  lustre,  when  there  arrived,  with  his  family, 
to  spend  the  remainder  of  the  day,  one  of  the 
squire’s  earliest  and  most  valued  associates.  His 
singular  character  and  various  eccentricities  have 
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caused  him  to  be  looked  upon  by  my  cousin  as  one 
of  the  greatest  philosophers  of  modern  times,  and 
such  is  my  own  respect  for  the  worthy  old  man, 
that  I cannot  resist  the  inclination  I feel  to  make 
the  reader  better  acquainted  with  him. 

. Willoughby  Worrall  is  a gentleman  who  had 
the  good,  or  ill  fortune,  to  be  born  rich  enough  to 
indulge  the  waywardness  of  dame  nature,  who,  I 
have  generally  observed,  plays  a vast  many  pranks 
with  persons  that  are  not  kept  steadily  in  one  nar- 
row path,  by  the  necessity  of  pursuing  one  single 
object.  Early  in  life  he  became  so  smitten  with 
the  descriptions  he  had  read  of  the  patriarchal  state, 
that  he  was  suspected  of  having  married  solely 
with  a view  of  reviving  it  in  his  own  family. 

It  was  indeed  his  decided  opinion,  that  every 
family,  if  the  members  of  it  were  only  left  to 
the  natural  diversities  of  human  character,  would 
infallibly  produce  all  the  materials  necessary  to 
constitute  a complete  body  politic,  totally  independ- 
ent of  the  surrounding  world  for  the  supply  of  its 
wants  and  the  enjoyment  of  social  happiness. 

In  order  to  give  his  theory  a fair  chance,  by  al- 
lowing nature  her  own  way,  he  settled  in  the  coun- 
try, and  permitted  his  children  to  follow  the  bent 
of  their  inclinations  without  control  in  the  selec- 
tion of  their  amusements  and  occupations,  particu- 
larly if  they  happened  to  show  a turn  for  any 
handicraft  business.  By  this  means,  he  hoped  in 
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good  time  to  have  all  the  trades  necessary  to  the 
patriarchal  state  in  his  own  family. 

In  the  retired  situation  he  had  chosen,  the  plan 
took  effect  completely ; and  as  he  had  the  happi- 
ness to  rear  eleven  children,  the  variety  of  charac- 
ter, tastes,  and  occupations  in  his  family  became 
truly  wonderful.  I ought  to  have  mentioned,  that 
each  one  was  furnished  with  a separate  apartment, 
in  which  to  pursue  the  plan  which  nature  was 
supposed  to  indicate  to  their  adoption,  and  where, 
independent  of  participation  or  control,  they  were 
permitted  to  spend  their  time  as  they  pleased. 

The  diversity  of  tastes  and  habits,  as  might 
naturally  be  expected  from  this  arrangement,  is  al- 
most infinite.  No  two  of  them  have  the  least  sim- 
ilarity; and  even  those  experienced  physiogno- 
mists who  can  see  the  likeness  of  the  child  to  its 
father  the  moment  of  its  birth,  would  be  puzzled 
to  discover  any  family  resemblance  here.  One  of 
the  daughters  is  a confirmed  blue-stocking,  and 
most  heartily  despises  her  younger  sister,  who  is 
particularly  skilled  in  the  management  of  horses. 
By  a most  singular  freak  of  nature,  the  second 
daughter  takes  mightily  to  shoemaking ; the  fourth 
is  altogether  sentimental ; and  the  fifth  discovers  an 
innate  propensity  to  become  a confirmed  coquette. 
As  she  scarcely  ever  saw  a young  man  out  of  the 
family  circle,  her  father  takes  occasion  to  observe, 
rather  mischievously,  that  a disposition  to  coquetry 
must  be  natural  to  the  sex. 
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Of  the  sons,  the  eldest  is  a marvellous  turner  of 
tops  and  backgammon-men,  of  which  he  is  very 
generous  to  his  acquaintance,  particularly  a young 
lady  of  the  neighbourhood,  whom  he  has  been  woo- 
ing for  four  or  five  years  with  chessmen  and  ivory 
thimbles.  The  second  associates  almost  entirely 
with  terriers,  and  has  become  almost  as  eminent  as 
the  best  of  them  in  the  science  of  rat-catching. 
The  third  shows  a great  turn  for  natural  history, 
and  has  a happy  knack  at  taming  mice,  and  setting 
pismires  by  the  ears.  He  excels  in  making  ac- 
quaintance with  spiders,  with  several  of  whom 
he  is  on  the  best  terms  imaginable ; and  has  often 
been  heard  to  lament,  with  great  feeling,  the  prej- 
udice of  the  world  against  caterpillars  and  toads. 

But  the  eccentricities  of  the  youngest  son  have 
branched  out  with  the  greatest  luxuriance.  Having 
some  time  ago  met  with  the  novel  of  Guy  Man- 
nering  he  became  a convert  to  the  science  of  as- 
trology, and  took  to  making  almanacs,  as  well  as 
calculating  nativities  for  every  child  born  in  the 
neighbourhood.  As  all  his  calculations  were  to  be 
verified  at  some  distant  period,  and  were  qualified 
with  “ If  he  lives,”  they  have  none  of  them  been 
contradicted  thus  far  ; so  that  his  knowledge  of 
celestial  influences  as  yet  stands  unimpeached. 
What  is  still  better  for  his  reputation,  he  has  suc- 
ceeded in  two  striking  instances, — once  in  predict- 
ing that  one  of  the  neighbours  would  be  a mem- 
ber of  congress,  and  a second  time,  that  a young 
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lady  would  die  of  consumption.  He  acquired 
great  credit  when  both  these  events  came  to  pass, 
although  Jeremy  Cockloft,  who,  I believe,  rather 
envies  his  reputation,  observed  on  the  occasion, 
“ That  there  was  no  need  of  consulting  the  stars 
to  discover  that  a second  or  third-rate  village 
lawyer,  busy,  meddling,  and  talkative,  would  be- 
come a member  of  congress,  or  that  a young  lady 
who  wore  tight  corsets  would  die  of  consump- 
tion.” 

In  conformity  with  his  system  of  perfect  indul- 
gence, the  old  gentleman  once  permitted  this  young 
diviner  to  give  a great  dinner  in  honour  of  the 
twelve  houses,  at  a time  when  the  planets  were  in 
a situation  particularly  favourable  to  astrological 
inspiration.  Each  of  the  twelve  signs  was  repre- 
sented by  a dish.  He  succeeded  pretty  well  with 
Aries,  Taurus,  Pisces,  and  Cancer,  but  was  very 
much  puzzled  with  Virgo,  on  account  of  the  diffi- 
culty in  finding  a dish  sufficiently  rare.  At  dinner 
he  calculated  the  nativities  of  his  guests,  and  quite 
affronted  a certain  multifarious  man  of  learning  by 
assuring  him,  according  to  the  rules  of  divination, 
he  was  destined  to  a most  unhappy  fate,  that  of 
being  forgotten  before  instead  of  after  death,  the 
usual  catastrophe  of  such  great  persons.  This 
prediction  is  already  verified. 

Though  Mr.  Worrall  often  laments  that  the  pres- 
ent laws  and  institutions  of  society  prevent  his  ex- 
ercising those  executive  and  legislative  functions 
g 3 
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which  formerly  appertained  to  the  head  of  a patri- 
archal family,  yet  it  is  quite  amusing  to  observe 
with  what  pleasure  he  contemplates  the  result  of 
his  system.  The  various  productions  of  domestic 
ingenuity  are  exhibited  to  the  notice  of  his  visiters, 
with  a complacency  which  the  old  gentleman  can- 
not disguise.  In  a conspicuous  corner  of  the 
drawing-room  is  placed  a backgammon-board,  the 
dice,  boxes,  and  men  of  which  are  the  work  of  the 
eldest  son  ; and  the  father,  on  great  occasions,  wears 
a pair  of  shoes,  the  triumph  of  the  daughter’s  in- 
genuity, although  it  is  easy  to  see,  by  his  occasional 
wry  faces,  that  they  give  great  umbrage  to  his 
gouty  toes. 

But  what  he  values  himself  most  upon  is  the 
amusing  variety  his  system  has  produced  in  the 
family  circle.  As  the  members  seldom  meet  ex- 
cept at  meals,  as  they  pursue  their  occupations 
and  amusements  separately,  and  as  no  two  of  them 
agree  in  tastes  or  opinions,  they  have,  as  he  affirms, 
a number  of  things  to  tell  when  they  meet,  as  well 
as  a number  of  subjects  on  which  to  dispute. 
Thus,  instead  of  eating  in  solemn  silence,  yawning 
in  each  other’s  faces  afterward,  or  talking  about 
their  neighbours,  as  is  customary,  he  says,  in  fam- 
ilies not  so  happily  constituted,  they  exercise  their 
minds  in  discussion  or  narration. 

It  is  very  obvious,  however,  that  his  system  is 
out  at  the  elbows  in  many  places.  But  he  has  one 
infallible  way  of  explaining  these  deficiencies  away, 
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by  ascribing  them  to  the  misfortune  of  not  having 
a twelfth  child,  considering  that  number  indispen- 
sable to  the  perfection  of  the  patriarchal  state.  It 
is  the  number  of  the  months,  of  the  children  of 
Jacob,  and,  above  all,  of  the  signs  of  the  zodiac, 
for  which  his  respect  is  greatly  increased  since  the 
fulfilment  of  the  prediction  concerning  the  great 
philosopher. 

The  arrival  of  the  patriarch  and  his  family  com- 
pleted the  returning  happiness  of  the  inhabitants 
of  Cockloft  Hall.  The  ample  stores  of  the  cellar 
and  larder  were  drawn  forth  in  oldfashioned  pro- 
fusion, and  the  rest  of  the  day  was  spent  with  that 
honest,  homespun  hilarity,  which  is  no  more  seen 
at  our  cumbrous  and  costly  entertainments,  where 
the  mind  and  body  are  equally  enslaved,  and  noth- 
ing looks  bright  but  the  silver  plate  or  the  convex 
mirrors.  The  squire  told  the  story  of  Willough- 
by’s railing  at  the  proportion  of  the  human  figure, 
because  he  could  not  get  on  a pair  of  tight  boots  ; 
and  Willoughby  retorted  with  the  anecdote  of  the 
squire’s  once  challenging  a beau  for  turning  his  part- 
ner twice  round  in  a country-dance.  Everybody 
laughed  at  this  except  Mrs.  Cockloft,  who  looked 
rather  grave  on  the  occasion. 

But  amid  all  this  simple,  heartfelt  gayety,  I could 
sometimes  detect  the  squire  sighing  to  himself,  as 
his  old  friend  dilated  in  the  fulness  of  self-com- 
placency on  the  happiness  resulting  from  his  patri- 
archal system.  He  occasionally  cast  his  eye  with 
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an  expression  of  peculiar  regret  on  Jeremy  and  his 
two  daughters,  as  if  lamenting  that  their  mature 
ages  and  small  number  for  ever  precluded  him  from 
following  the  plan  of  his  old  friend,  and  enjoying 
equal  happiness  in  its  consummation. 


Letter  from  Cornelius  Taykaonta,  King  of  the 
Oneidas,  <j-c.  who  can  do  no  wrong , to  Ay- 
aontaka,  Queen  of  the  Oneidas. 

“ Madam, 

“ I can’t  help  thinking  your  majesty  particu- 
larly fortunate  in  being  Queen  of  the  Oneidas  in- 
stead of  this  country.  Had  you  chanced  to  be  the 
wife  of  my  royal  brother  of  England,  you  might  at 
this  moment  have  been  an  exile  from  home,  strol- 
ling about  the  world  without  any  one  to  lake  care 
of  you,  and  exposed  to  all  the  insults  and  incon- 
veniences which  a deserted  wife  is  subject  to  in 
civilized  countries.  Instead  of  this  forlorn  destiny, 
you  have  the  happiness  to  live  at  ease,  in  the  en- 
joyment of  all  your  dignities,  in  the  midst  of  my 
faithful  subjects,  with  a magnificent  jointure  in  to- 
bacco and  whiskey.  Yet  for  all  this,  and  in  spite 
of  the  many  other  proofs  of  their  inferiority,  the 
people  of  this  country,  you  will  laugh  to  hear  it, 
while  they  follow  me  and  my  suite  in  crowds 
wherever  we  go,  have  the  impudence  to  call  us  bar- 
barians, which  signifies  bears ! 
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“ They  find  fault  with  all  our  customs,  and  rail 
at  our  modes  of  living,  particularly  because  when 
a man  and  his  wife  can’t  agree,  instead  of  living  the 
life  of  a cat  and  dog  together,  we  rather  choose  to 
separate.  This,  they  insist  upon  it,  is  a proof  of 
barbarity,  although  here,  when  a poor  woman  wants 
to  get  away  from  her  husband,  she  is  obliged  to 
commit  some  monstrous  crime  to  get  a divorce. 
After  this  they  go  to  law  together,  and  if  the  hus- 
band can  establish  his  own  disgrace  and  his  wife’s 
infamy  they  are  allowed  to  part,  after  paying  the 
lawyers.  It  is  no  wonder  that  their  infidelity  is  so 
common,  seeing  they  are  driven  to  it  in  order  to 
escape  from  bad  husbands. 

“ The  situation  of  women  among  the  Indians  is 
preferable  in  several  other  respects.  The  women 
of  this  country  are  not  allowed  to  do  any  work, 
except  necessity  obliges  them  to  it.  It  is  consid- 
ered a great  disgrace.  In  consequence  of  this, 
they  don’t  know  how  to  pass  their  time  at  home, 
and  are  apt  to  do  nothing  but  spend  money  and  run 
into  mischief.  I have  heard  the  poor  creaturds 
complain  a hundred  times  of  the  trouble  their  ser- 
vants gave  them,  and  which  I suppose  there  is  no 
help  for,  as  they  are  not  allowed  to  wait  upon  them- 
selves. It  is  a great  pity  this  is  not  remedied,  for 
then  the  women  would  get  rid  of  the  trouble  of 
having  servants,  who,  they  affirm,  are  the  greatest 
plagues  in  the  world,  and  the  men,  instead  of  work- 
ing like  slaves,  would  have  time  to  hunt  the  buffalo 
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and  go  to  war.  Instead  of  this,  the  women  do 
nothing,  and  the  men  work  for  them,  which  is  con- 
trary to  nature. 

“You  would  be  surprised,  Ayaontaka,  to  see 
what  a rout  they  make  about  marrying  in  this  coun- 
try. They  have  more  trouble  to  get  a wife  than 
even  to  get  rid  of  her,  and  very  often  fall  into  a 
sort  of  madness,  which  they  call  love,  before  they 
can  gain  their  point.  I have  seen  some  of  the  men 
who  were  labouring  under  this  unhappy  derange- 
ment commit  the  most  ridiculous  excesses,  such 
as  biting  their  nails,  knitting  their  brows,  and 
gnashing  their  teeth  wiih  surprising  fury.  Others 
lose  their  appetites,  neglect  their  business,  suffer 
their  beards  to  grow,  and  wander  about  like  spirits 
who  belong  to  another  world.  Others  take  to 
drinking  brandy,  gaming  at  cards,  committing  all 
sorts  of  extravagances,  and  finally  get  shut  up  in 
jail,  where  they  die  in  misery.  Nay,  sometimes, 
when  a woman  is  very  rich,  two  of  these  madmen 
will  actually  fight,  because  they  agree  so  well  in 
wishing  to  marry  her.  Not  long  since  a man  shot 
his  mistress,  and  then  himself,  out  of  pure  affec- 
tion. This  was  thought  the  greatest  proof  of  his 
sincerity  he  could  have  given,  and  several  of  the 
poets  wrote  elegies  on  the  occasion.  Since  I came 
to  this  country,  I have  known  old  men  of  sixty 
and  seventy  marry  young  girls  of  sixteen,  for  the 
purpose  of  having  an  heir  to  their  estates,  and  set 
them  down  as  in  the  last  stage  of  this  malady,  until 
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I afterward  found  that  the  experiment  had  actually- 
succeeded.  I can’t  help  thinking  all  this  proceeds 
from  the  men’s  wearing  beards,  and  the  women’s 
having  nothing  to  do. 

“ Another  preposterous  folly  of  these  people  is 
their  calling  all  their  children  after  the  father’s 
family  name,  rather  than  that  of  the  mother,  as  we 
practise  with  such  good  reason.  That  this  is  an 
instance  of  their  inferiority,  I have  the  white  man’s 
proof,  who  always  decries  every  practice  that  does 
not  accord  with  his  own.  What  is  also  singular 
enough,  it  is  only  poor  people,  who  have  no  estates, 
that  have  an  affection  for  all  their  children  alike. 
A rich  man,  who  has  a great  deal  of  land,  cares 
nothing  about  any  of  his  sons  but  the  eldest,  to 
whom  he  gives  it  all  when  he  dies,  in  order  that  he 
may  support  the  honour  of  the  family,  which,  it 
seems,  depends  entirely  on  the  value  of  the  estate. 
The  younger  sons  they  give  a good  bringing  up, 
embrace  them  very  affectionately,  and  turn  them 
out  of  doors  to  seek  their  fortunes,  as  soldiers, 
sailors,  lawyers,  or  priests.  They  very  often  turn 
gamblers  and  sharpers  for  a living,  or  sink  into  a 
dependance  on  some  great  man ; but,  for  all  this, 
the  honour  of  the  family  remains  safe  enough  so 
long  as  the  estate  is  undivided.  I will  here  ob- 
serve, that  these  younger  brothers  seldom  or  ever 
excite  the  disease  of  love  in  the  ladies.  Indeed, 
they  seem  to  lie  under  various  disqualifications, 
quite  beyond  my  comprehension. 
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“ The  eldest  daughter  is  in  like  manner  entitled, 
it  seems,  to  a preference  over  her  other  sisters.  As 
I wish  to  introduce  as  many  of  these  polite  refine- 
ments as  possible  into  my  kingdom,  I hereby  de- 
cree, by  my  sovereign  will,  that  my  eldest  son  Pap * 
be  forthwith  proclaimed  prince  regent  of  Wales, 
the  Oneidas,  the  Senecas,  Tuskaroras,  Mohegans, 
Susquehannahs,  and  other  unknown  kingdoms  and 
nations,  over  which  my  ancestors  ruled  forty  and 
ten  thousand  moons  ago.f  Secondly,  I command 
and  decree  that  he  be  declared  heir  apparent  of 
my  crowns  and  dignitie-s,  and  solemnly  invested 
with  my  best  second-hand  blanket  and  moccasins. 
Thirdly,  I ordain  and  decree  that  he  bear  the  arms 
of  my  kingdom,  viz.,  a beaver  sable  squat  upon  a 
beaver  argent  in  a pond.  Fourthly,  I solemnly  de- 
cree that  my  eldest  daughter  Lazybones%  be  called 
princess  royal,  and  exempted  hereafter  from  dig- 
ging potatoes.  Should  you  neglect  to  obey  these 
my  sovereign  commands,  I shall  not  fail  of  order- 
ing a delicate  investigation  into  your  conduct,  after 
the  royal  example  of  my  brother  of  England. 

“ It  was  formerly  the  fashion  for  the  women  of  this 
country  to  be  very  thin,  which  was  the  test  of  a 
fine  figure.  But  my  brother  the  king  having  ex- 
pressed a preference  for  fat  women,  they  all  set 

* Mitaminabon,  literally  Pap. 

t King  Cornelius  is  at  his  old  tricks  again,  claiming  subjects 
just  where  it  suits  him,  in  imitation  of  his  brother  kings  abroad. 

t KUtimi,  literally  Lazybones. 
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about  feeding,  in  order  to  gain  the  approbation  of 
his  sacred  majesty.  They  took  to  eating  roast- 
beef  and  drinking  beer  with  all  their  might,  by 
which  means  they  have  now  got  to  be  so  clumsy, 
that  they  one  and  all  ride  about  in  coaches,  I sup- 
pose, because  they  can’t  walk.  Whether  it  was 
because  her  sacred  majesty  the  queen  preferred 
thin  men  or  not,  I can’t  say ; but  in  proportion  as 
the  women  grew  fat,  the  men  grew  lean,  and  re- 
sorted to  all  sorts  of  tortures  to  make  themselves 
look  sickly  and  genteel.  They  employed  an  im- 
mense number  of  creatures  called  tailors,  who 
being  as  they  affirm  but  the  ninth  part  of  men, 
were  selected  to  unman  these  people.  These  in- 
vented various  machines  for  squeezing  the  soul  out 
of  the  body,  by  which  means,  I am  credibly  inform- 
ed, many  of  them  are  actually  destitute  of  any 
kind  of  spirit  whatever.  Whether  this  is  a fact  I 
cannot  say,  but  this  I know,  that  some  of  their 
waists  are  not  so  thick  as  your  sacred  majesty’s 
ankle.  Besides  this,  the  tailors  have  contrived 
various  expedients  to  hide  all  sorts  of  deformities, 
and  so  very  dexterous  are  these  parts  of  men  be- 
come, that  they  can  turn  a monkey  into  a man,  or 
a man  into  a monkey,  at  pleasure.  It  is  well  for 
these  poor  people  that  they  have  such  dexterous 
jugglers  among  them ; for  such  is  the  mode  in 
which  the  better  sort,  as  they  call  themselves,  are 
brought  up,  that  it  is  a great  thing  to  be  able  to 
look  like  a baboon,  and  raises  them  in  the  scale  of 
being  considerably. 
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“ I ought  to  tell  you  the  people  here  seem  per- 
fectly sensible  of  the  respect  due  to  my  rank. 
They  crowd  about  me  with  huzzaings  whenever  1 
appear  in  the  streets,  and  always  make  me  pay 
double  price  for  what  I buy,  which  I am  told  is  the 
highest  honour  they  can  confer  on  a stranger. 
This  proves  they  have  a just  sense  of  what  is  due 
to  the  master  of  so  many  states  and  potentates, 
who  can  muster  an  army  of  ninety  warriors  with 
a big  drum,  and  who  is  descended  from  the  big 
caterpillar  that  devoured  the  big  leaf  upon  which 
the  big  beaver  of  the  Potawotamies  lay  asleep  on 
the  shores  of  the  big  lake.  The  women,  in  par- 
ticular, pay  me  great  attention,  and  one  of  them 
lately  made  me  a present  of  a ring.  Upon  this  I 
made  a speech,  and  compared  her  to  the  great  fall 
of  Niagara. 

“ What  still  further  shows  the  inferiority  of  this 
people,  is  the  contradictions  I observe  between 
their  words  and  their  actions,  and  the  cowardice 
they  display  in  not  daring  to  tell  one  another  their 
real  opinions  before  their  faces.  They  will  assure 
you  that  silence  and  gravity  are  proofs  of  wisdom, 
and  that  none  but  fools  talk  a great  deal  ; although 
men  make  the  greatest  fortunes,  and  rise  to  the 
highest  stations,  merely  by  making  long  speeches. 
Then  they  will  go  to  a play  on  purpose  to  laugh 
without  stopping  for  a whole  evening.  They 
affirm,  as  a proof  of  our  savage  state,  that  we 
don’t  cover  ourselves  all  over  with  clothes,  while  at 
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the  same  time  it  is  reckoned  the  greatest  proof  of 
good-breeding  a lady  can  give,  to  come  into  public 
of  an  evening  half  clothed.  They  abuse  us  be- 
cause we  put  those  to  death  who  have  tried  to  take 
away  our  lives,  while  they  hang  up  a poor  woman 
or  a boy  of  twelve  years  old  for  stealing  some 
trifle,  as  if  it  were  not  a much  greater  offence  to  rob 
us  of  life  than  of  property.  They  pretend  to 
despise  us  because  we  love  whiskey,  although 
nothing  is  more  certain  than  that  they  first  taught 
us  to  drink  it.  They  affirm  that  kings  can  do  no 
wrong,  yet  they  cut  off  the  head  of  one,  I am  told, 
and  are  continually  abusing  my  brother  of  England, 
as  if  he  never  did  any  thing  right. 

“ But  the  most  preposterous  thing  of  all  is  their 
pretending  to  find  fault  with  us  for  speaking  what 
we  think,  and  not  making  believe  to  love  those 
we  hate.  This  they  call  politeness,  esteeming  it  a 
great  proof  of  good-breeding  to  pretend  to  have  a 
liking  to  one  that  they  mean  to  do  all  the  harm 
they  can.  Were  you  to  see  them,  you  would 
think  they  loved  everybody  they  saw.  They  bow 
and  squeeze  hands,  and  compliment  each  other, 
and  when  their  backs  are  turned,  don’t  scruple  to 
say  and  do  the  most  illnatured  things.  When  I 
find  fault  with  this  hypocrisy,  they  assure  me  none 
but  a savage  would  tell  another  to  his  face  that  he 
was  a rogue,  and  he  hated  him.  In  short,  they 
affirm  that  speech  was  given  to  us  to  express  our 
wants  and  feelings,  yet  appear  to  use  it  almost  en- 
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tirely  to  disguise  both.  Thus  they  go  on,  without 
ever  knowing  who  their  enemies  are,  until  they  are 
ruined  in  character  or  fortune  by  some  person  they 
considered  their  best  friend.  Nothing  is  so  vulgar 
as  truth  among  them,  and  no  crime  disgraces  them 
half  so  much,  it  seems,  as  a want  of  good-breed- 
ing. 

“ I send  you  a valuable  string  of  glass  beads  for 
yourself ; a dozen  copper  rings  for  the  princess 
royal,  and  a curious  rattle  for  his  royal  highness 
the  prince  regent. 

“ I,  the  king, 

“ Cornelius.” 
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No.  XII.— SATURDAY,  AUGUST  5th,  1820. 


OLD  AGE. 

I know  not  why  it  is  that  there  is  always  some- 
thing so  touching  in  the  simplicity  of  aged  people, 
unless  it  be  that  it  affords  a convincing  proof  that 
they  have  preserved  the  purity  of  their  hearts 
through  a long  course  of  trial  and  temptation. 
The  simplicity  of  youth  is  nothing  but  the  absence 
of  all  experience,  and  the  wisdom  of  age  too  often 
partakes  of  that  cold,  unfeeling  apathy,  which  is 
probably  the  natural  result  of  long  observation  of 
human  character  and  human  actions. 

However  this  very  common  species  of  wisdom 
may  challenge  our  respect,  it  seldom,  I believe, 
calls  forth  those  warm  yet  gentle  attachments 
which  are  so  often  awakened  in  the  hearts  of  young 
people  by  the  contemplation  of  a sensible  old  man, 
who  has  almost  finished  his  course  without  having 
worn  away  his  heart,  or  bartered  the  simplicity  of 
hoping,  believing  youth,  for  the  wary  apathy  of 
worldly  wisdom.  In  proportion  as  such  characters 
are  rare,  is  the  affection  they  call  forth  in  the 
hearts  of  all  who  have  the  happiness  to  share  their 
society. 
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Wherever  we  see  such  a being  he  is  the  centre 
of  a little  social  circle,  around  which  revolve  the 
listening,  babbling  train,  who  never  fail  to  recognise 
a friend  and  companion  in  these  pleasant  gray- 
beards,  that  share  in  their  hopes,  partake  of  their 
enthusiasm,  and  join  in  their  innocent  recreations, 
without  forfeiting  that  respect  which  familiarity  is 
so  apt  to  destroy.  None  but  the  vulgar,  the  fool- 
ish, or  the  depraved,  will  ever  abuse  these  little 
condescensions  ; nor  has  it  ever  fallen  to  my  lot  to 
see  the  union  of  goodness  and  simplicity  ridiculed, 
except  among  those  who  had  lost  that  nice  relish 
of  human  character,  which  is  the  combined  result 
of  sensibility  and  purity  of  heart. 

Long  ago,  even  before  the  revolution,  I used  to 
spend  my  summer  vacations  at  the  seat  of  an  old 
gentleman,  who  had  the  honour  of  being  of  his 
majesty’s  council  in  the  then  colony  of  New-Jer- 
sey,  and  on  one  occasion  actually  officiated  as 
president,  on  the  death  or  absence  of  the  governor. 
Those  who  remember  this  period  cannot  fail  of 
calling  to  mind  the  importance  which  attached  to 
every  person  who  had  the  honour  of  bearing  any 
portion  of  his  majesty’s  authority  in  these  provin- 
ces. They  were  looked  up  to  as  a kind  of  nobility, 
and  I very  much  question  whether  our  respect  for 
them  at  that  period  did  not  transcend  what  we  now 
feel  for  majesty  itself. 

He  resided  at  a farm  which  is  still  in  the  pos- 
session of  his  descendants,  and  mixed  agriculture, 


SALMAGUNDI. 


167 


politics,  and  literature  in  his  daily  occupations. 
At  one  time  he  would  be  found  reading  history, 
and  making  extracts  in  his  commonplace-book, 
which  is  still  extant ; at  another  he  was  occupied 
in  writing  long  letters  to  the  governor  on  the  sub- 
ject of  the  necessity  of  a church  establishment,  or 
the  means  of  quieting  the  troubles  which  led  to 
the  revolution ; and  at  another,  trimming  his  apple- 
trees,  or  writing  his  journal,  which  is  full  of  rural 
memorandums,  mixed  with  scraps  of  history,  po- 
litical reflections,  and  grumblings  at  the  conduct  of 
his  majesty’s  ministers. 

In  the  winter  evenings  he  was  accustomed  to 
gather  the  children,  black  and  white,  about  him  at 
the  fire ; in  summer,  under  the  locust-trees  at  the 
door.  Here  he  would  tell  them,  over  and  over 
again,  the  tale  of  Sinbad  the  Sailor,  and  Aladdin 
and  his  Wonderful  Lamp,  mingling  with  his  narra- 
tion reflections  of  a moral  nature,  and  drawing  les- 
sons of  practical  utility  even  from  the  wild  crea- 
tions of  eastern  fancy.  One  of  his  favourite  rec- 
reations of  a fine  summer  evening  was  to  collect 
us  on  a piazza,  and  point  out  to  our  notice  the 
different  stars  and  planets,  as  they  glittered  and 
sparkled  in  the  blue  vault  of  heaven.  He  knew 
them  all  by  heart ; their  magnitude,  their  distances, 
and  their  names.  It  was  one  of  our  evening  les- 
sons to  point  out  and  distinguish  each  by  its  pecu- 
liar aspect ; and  I remember  the  old  gentleman 
often  chid  me,  because  I could  never  fairly  detect 
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the  north  star  among  the  rest  of  the  heavenly  host. 
I do  not  mean  to  insinuate  that  he  was  a pagan ; 
but  he  almost  worshipped  Jupiter  and  Mars,  and 
the  most  devoted  idolater  of  antiquity  never  adored 
the  queen  of  love  and  beauty  with  more  enthusi- 
asm than  I have  seen  him  watch  the  star  of  Venus, 
as  it  held  its  splendid  course  athwart  the  western 
summer  sky. 

I never  knew  a man  who  could  mix  active  and  se- 
dentary employments  so  naturally  together,  or  whose 
mind  could  descend  so  happily  from  the  affairs  of  the 
state  to  those  of  his  farm.  He  would  return  from  the 
tour  of  his  estate,  which  he  regularly  made  every 
fair  day ; change  his  dress,  which  he  always  did 
before  dinner ; and  then  retire  to  his  library,  to  write 
letters  of  instruction  to  the  secretary  of  state  for 
the  colonial  department,  who,  by-the-way,  in  the 
opinion  of  my  old  kinsman,  would  never  have 
lost  his  vocation  if  he  had  followed  these  advices. 
If  ever  a man  was  in  love  with  any  thing,  he  was 
with  his  farm ; but  it  was  not  a sordid  affection, 
arising  from  the  profits  he  derived  from  it,  or  its 
specific  value. 

He  loved  it  as  the  home  and  the  burial-place  of 
his  ancestors ; as  the  spot  of  his  birth ; the  scene  of 
his  early  pleasures ; the  source  of  his  aged  enjoy- 
ments. He  had  regular  stopping-places,  where  he 
never  failed  to  halt  and  admire  the  prospect  with 
an  air  of  honest,  heartfelt  complacency,  which  in- 
creased with  age.  Every  hill  had  its  name,  as  well 
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as  every  field,  and  was  celebrated  for  some  beauty 
or  excellence,  that  made  it  an  object  of  peculiar 
attention. 

The  house  is  situated  in  one  of  the  most  beau- 
tiful parts  of  Jersey,  at  the  foot  of  a range  of  high 
hills  which  form  the  source  of  the  river  Passaick, 
and  just  at  the  edge  of  the  valley  watered  by  that 
beautiful  stream.  To  the  northwest  it  is  sheltered 
by  lofty  eminences  ; to  the  east  it  opens  upon  an 
extensive  landscape,  more  charmingly  variegated 
with  hill  and  dale,  meadow,  and  harvest-field,  and 
waving  woodlands,  than  almost  any  I ever  remem- 
ber to  have  seen.  To  the  north  the  eye  is  carried 
along  the  foot  of  the  hills  through  a smiling  valley, 
which  is  terminated  by  the  white  steeple  of  a vil- 
lage church ; and  to  the  south  the  view  is  termi- 
nated by  a little  town,  basking  among  the  green 
fields  and  woods  on  the  side  of  the  hills.  A fine 
grove  of  old  locust-trees  protects  the  house  from 
the  sun  towards  the  south,  along  the  edge  of  which 
runs  a clear  brook,  abounding  in  trout.  Almost 
every  field  is  watered  by  one  of  these  streams, 
descending  from  the  hills,  and  winding  their  way 
to  the  Passaick,  which  is  seen  from  the  front  of 
the  house,  at  the  distance  of  about  a mile,  mean- 
dering and  glittering  among  the  green  woods  and 
meadows. 

In  this  retreat  the  old  gentleman  had  passed  his 
life  almost  without  intermission,  and  having  mixed 
but  little  with  the  world,  retained  a sort  of  primeval 
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simplicity  of  character,  which,  blended  as  it  Was 
with  great  good  sense  and  no  inconsiderable  de- 
gree of  information,  made  him  an  object  of  respect 
and  love  to  all  wi(,hin  the  sphere  of  his  influence. 

But  as  his  reading  had  been  very  much  confined 
to  particular  books,  so  his  knowledge,  as  well  as 
his  prejudices,  were  of  a certain  oldfashioned  cast, 
that  rendered  them  peculiarly  respectable  to  my 
mind.  Clarendon,  Rapin,  Echard,  and  Burnett, 
were  his  oracles  in  English  history ; and  Rollin 
and  Plutarch  in  that  of  the  ancients.  He  disliked 
the  Presbyterians,  Puritans,  Anabaptists,  and  Cal- 
vinists ; and  if  he  was  ever  guilty  of  an  illnatured 
speech  it  was  generally  levelled  at  some  of  these, 
in  the  shape  of  an  anecdote  from  one  or  other  of 
his  favourite  historians.  The  Craftsman,  the  Gen- 
tleman’s Magazine,  and  the  St.  James’  Chronicle, 
were  among  his  favourite  readings ; and  his  com- 
monplace-book abounds  in  unfavourable  notices 
of  a certain  Caleb  Danvers,  a great  champion  of 
the  whigs  in  England,  somewhere  about  the  year 
seventeen  hundred  and  thirty-five.  He  maintained 
on  all  occasions  the  character  of  the  princes  of  the 
House  of  Lancaster  against  the  charges  and  in- 
sinuations of  Rapin;  admired  Queen  Elizabeth  be- 
yond all  her  sex,  and  hated  Oliver  Cromwell  more 
cordially,  in  his  way,  than  any  other  person  that 
ever  lived,  except  Bloody  Mary,  as  he  called  her. 
Inclining,  as  he  did,  to  the  old  tory  party  of  Queen 
Anne,  he  had  no  great  respect  for  either  Russel, 
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Sidney,  Hampden,  or  Pym.  He  did  not  deny  but 
that  they  meant  well,  although  their  conduct  and 
theories,  he  maintained,  were  calculated  to  over- 
throw every  established  principle  of  civil  gov- 
ernment. During  the  whole  progress  of  the  revo- 
lution, he  continued  to  predict  that  its  success  would 
only  lead  to  anarchy,  division,  and  bloodshed  among 
us.  His  papers  abound  with  examples  drawn  from 
Greece  and  Rome,  and  of  course  having  no  appli- 
cation whatever  to  our  peculiar  geographical  posi- 
tion, and  still  more  peculiar  constitution  of  govern- 
ment. Not  one  of  his  predictions  has  come  to  pass  ; 
but  as  this  is  the  case  with  those  of  an  infinite 
number  of  wise  men  and  philosophers  of  all  ages, 
I don’t  consider  it  any  impeachment  of  his  sagacity. 

As  a member  of  his  majesty’s  council,  he  was 
of  course  often  obliged  to  attend  upon  the  business 
of  the  colony,  at  the  seat  of  government,  in  the 
then  fair,  flourishing,  and  fashionable  town  of  Am- 
boy ; and  his  attachment  to  a church  establishment 
caused  him  to  take  great  interest  in  ecclesiastical 
affairs.  Indeed,  no  man  appears  to  have  known 
better  than  himself  the  intimate  and  inseparable 
connexion  between  the  British  civil  and  ecclesiasti- 
cal polity.  But  he  always  turned  from  the  affairs 
of  the  state  to  those  of  his  rural  domain  with  a 
pleasure  proportioned  to  the  length  of  his  absence. 
Here  he  entered  up  his  diary,  and  noted  with  mi- 
nute precision  every  particular  occurrence  that  had 
taken  place  while  he  was  away,  mingling  with 
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these  his  reflections  on  church  and  state,  and  mat- 
ters and  things  in  general. 

But  his  mode  of  life,  as  well  as  the  mingled 
strength  and  simplicity  of  his  character,  will  best 
appear  by  the  following  extracts  from  his  diary 
and  commonplacp-book,  which  are  given  just  as  I 
find  them  recorded  in  the  handwriting  of  the  old 
gentleman.  It  may  be  well  to  mention,  that  he 
lived  to  see  the  revolution  happily  consummated, 
although,  it  must  be  confessed,  he  never  could  be 
brought  to  acknowledge  that  we  had  gained  any 
thing  by  it  worth  the  struggle.  I believe  this  might 
be  partly  owing  to  his  having,  just  about  the  com- 
mencement of  the  troubles,  written  a long  letter  to 
a brother  member  of  the  council,  foretelling  a great 
many  crying  evils  that  must  inevitably  result  from 
the  acquisition  of  independence.  Not  one  of  these, 
as  I before  observed,  ever  came  to  pass  ; and  the 
old  gentleman,  with  all  his  good-nature,  I believe, 
never  heartily  forgave  the  states  for  the  affront  thus 
put  upon  his  sagacity. 

That  portion  of  the  diary  from  which  the  follow- 
ing extracts  are  made  is  not  so  minute  as  some 
of  the  preceding  ones,  my  kinsman  having  now 
become  aged,  and  losing  his  relish  for  writing  in 
a great  measure. 

“ DIARY. 

“ December  23 d,  1775.  John  Utters  calls  three 
times  a week,  to  make  apologies  for  not  paying  me 
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for  a steer  he  bought  last  fall,  and  get  a drink  of 
cider.  This  day  told  him,  if  he  would  say  no  more 
about  it  I would  forgive  him  the  debt. 

“ January  1st,  1776.  New-Year’s  day — servants 
all  came  to  wish  me  the  compliments  of  the  sea- 
son— Adam  a little  gay  before  breakfast,  I thought 
— the  fellow  came  near  scalding  me  with  the  tea- 
pot— my  father  had  him  of  old  Governor  Cornbury, 
who  had  no  objection  to  a glass  himself. 

11  February  1 9th.  Change  of  the  moon — I sawed 
off  several  large  limbs  from  the  black  walnut-trees 
growing  on  the  left-hand  side  of  the  road.  They 
bled  very  much. 

“ March  12 th.  A great  snow-storm  to-day — the 
snow  drifted  so  as  to  cover  the  currant-bushes  at 
the  north  side  of  the  garden. 

“ April  2d.  A great  deal  of  wet  weather.  The 
report  is,  that  the  commissioners  are  on  the  seas, 
from  England,  to  negotiate  a pacification — names 
are,  the  Duke  of  Grafton,  Lord  Howe,  Colonel 
Barre,  Governor  Johnstone,  and  Captain  Barring- 
ton— too  late  now. 

“ April  21st.  A cold  easterly  wind — went  part 
of  the  way  to  church  on  horseback,  but  returned 
home — not  a blossom  to  be  seen. 

“ April  25 th.  Wind  southwest — first  peach  blos- 
som appears. 

“ May  2d.  Froze  in  the  night — blossoms  all 
dead  except  the  honeysuckle,  which  began  to  swell 
early  in  March. 
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“ June  4 th.  Birth-day — said  nothing  about  it,  but 
had  a bottle  from  the  southeast  corner  of  the  store- 
room— the  governor’s  favourite  wine. 

“ July  10 th.  Just  heard  of  the  Declaration  of 

Independence,  by  the  Congress.  Poor 

men,  I am  afraid  some  of  them  will  swing  for  it. 
The  country  people  hereabout  are  burning  tar-bar- 
rels— I think  they  had  better  mind  their  business. 

“ July  25th.  Make  it  a rule  never  to  employ  a 
magistrate  in  recovering  your  debts  who  is  an 
assemblyman,  or  one  that  has  a dependance  on  the 
people  for  any  office  that  he  is  fond  of. 

“ TO  MAKE  A SACK  POSSET. 

“ Take  a quart  of  sweet  cream,  and  boil  it  with  a 
blade  of  mace — have  in  readiness  fourteen  yolks 
of  eggs  beaten — N.  B.  Be  particular  not  to  beat 
them  against  the  sun — take  the  cream  off  the  fire 
— stir  them  together — then  have  a pint  of  sack, 
boiling  hot,  sweetened  with  sugar — fine — pour  your 
posset  therein,  stirring  it  all  the  while — then  cover 
it  close  with  a hot  dish,  and  let  it  stand  near  the 
fire  half  an  hour,  and  in  that  time  it  will  be  fit  for 
use — you  must  make  it  either  in  a silver  dish  or 
basin. 

“ August  3d.  Leaves  of  the  locust-trees  already 
dropping — hay  down  in  the  long  meadow — quite 
spoiled  with  the  rains. 

“ October  26 th.  The  latter  end  of  this  month 
I pruned  the  lowest  English  apple-tree,  near  the 
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large  barrack,  and  the  English  pear-tree  next  the 
little  arbour. 

“ November  1st.  Great  passing  of  soldiers — I 
was  forced  to  provide  something  for  them  from 
morning  till  night — much  fatigued,  and  many  alarms 
of  the  regulars  coming,  but  no  certainty. 

“ March  11  th,  1777.  A beautiful  morning,  as  if 
in  the  middle  of  April.  Sat  a little  while  in  front 
of  the  door ; but  the  sun  shone  so  hot  I was  obli- 
ged to  go  in. 

“ April  Ath.  Froze  hard  last  night.  It  is  reported 
that  they  are  making  batteaux,  and  other  such  craft, 
at  New-York,  to  be  transported  to  Brunswick,  and 
thence  by  land  to  the  Delaware. 

“ April  13 th.  One  of  the  servants  brought  in  a 
peach-blossom,  full  blown.  The  inside  bark  of 
the  elder  is  excellent  for  curing  a sore  in  horses. 
Be  generous  to  an  Indian,  for  he  will  remember 
it.  Ingratitude  belongs  to  people  that  boast  of  pol- 
ished manners. 

“January  Ath  and  5th,  1778.  Moderate  weather. 
Just  now  told  that  a Bristol  short-pipe  is  sold  at 
two  thirds  of  a dollar.  I gave,  myself,  fifty-five 
paper  dollars  a bushel  for  salt,  the  day  before 
yesterday.  The  Empress  of  Russia  once  sent  a 
code  of  laws  to  England  and  France.  Fear — 

not  the  first  principle — new-born  infants  not  afraid. 
Fools  of  rank  make  a screen  of  their  dignity. 

“April  12  th.  Warm,  hazy  weather,  and  south- 
erly wind,  with  fogs — frogs  croaking — buds  swel- 
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ling — I heard  a little  bird  just  now,  in  the  willows 
along  the  brook. 

“ April  15 th.  Cold  and  dry — hear  neither  frogs 
nor  birds  to-day. 

“ September  20th.  Moderate  weather.  A young 
peach-tree,  standing  at  the  upper  end  of  the  rasp- 
berry-bushes, near  the  mulberry-tree,  close  to  the 
upper  part  of  the  vineyard,  I think  is  a Newing- 
ton. The  Count  d’Estaign  with  the  French  fleet 
at  Boston,  refitting — Lord  Howe,  with  his  at  the 
Hook.  His  lordship  and  Sir  William  better  both 
go  home. 

“ September  28 th.  Put  into  Christopher’s  patch, 
on  the  west  side  thereof,  four  Newington  cling- 
stones, one  yard  apart.  Much  firing  heard  to-day, 
in  the  direction  of  Amboy. 

“ June  1 st.  Branches  of  the  fruit-trees  grown 
a foot  this  year.  I measured  the  limb  of  a wal- 
nut-tree, that  had  grown  two  feet  since  last  fall. 
Wrought  gold  sells  at  New-York  for  five  shillings 
a pennyweight.  The  locust-trees  before  the  door, 
planted  in  the  spring  of  1758,  about  the  bigness  of 
a man’s  thumb.  The  height  of  the  children  was 
measured  the  17th  March,  1742 — again,  the  16th 
February,  1745;  between  these  two  periods  they 
have  grown,  Kit  six  inches,  and  Charity  seven  and 
a half. 

“ April  4th.  Signed  a letter  of  license  to  Con- 
stant King,  and  promised  Joe  Hull  to  wait  till  next 
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September.  He  says  his  harvest  will  enable  him 
to  pay — don’t  believe  it. 

“ June  1th.  Stephen  Hedges  did  not  begin  work 
till  one  o’clock — Michael  Drum  has  liberty  to  allow 
Sam  Stilwell  to  sow  his  fallow-field  for  two  years. 
Kit  and  Charity  sent  to  a new  school.  The  little 
cart  was  brought  home  badly  mended. 

“ September  1st.  Mem. — to  inquire  of  Darby 
whether  he  has  any  account  of  Joe  Hull.  Meas- 
ured the  mulberry-tree  near  the  wood-pile,  almost 
seven  feet  from  the  ground  (being  on  horseback), 
and  found  it  six  and  a half  inches  in  circumference. 
The  middle  of  October  a good  time  to  gather 
quinces. 

“ January  19 th.  Memorandums. 

“To  plant  mazzard  at  the  end  of  the  great  walk 
— to  take  up  the  dead  apple-tree  at  the  corner  of 
the  garden  fence — to  plant  out  peach-trees  in  the 
several  farms — to  secure  the  black- walnuts,  grow- 
ing in  the  lane  to  Stryker’s — to  discharge  Betsey 
Fielding,  or  else  cause  her  to  marry  Zopher  Gil- 
dersleeve,  and  send  master  Kit  out  of  the  way — to 
send  Connelly  about  his  business  when  he  gets 
well — last  evening,  in  watering  the  molten  mare,  he 
ran  over  Mingo,  and  bruised  him  so  that  he  is  laid 
up.  After  this,  he  tumbled  off  the  mare  and  put 
out  his  collar-bone.  The  fellow  says  it  is  the  fall- 
ing sickness,  but  I shall  send  him  about  his  busi- 
ness— Tom  Connelly  is  here  meant,  not  Stephen. 
To  tell  Burkle  that  the  fore-quarter  of  veal  he  sent 
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home  weighed  scant  ten  ounces.  They  only,  who 
have  no  good  qualities  of  their  own,  are  always 
preaching  up  the  virtues  of  their  ancestors.  This 
is  just  like  the  ruined  spendthrift,  boasting  of  his 
father’s  great  wealth. 

“ An  excellent  motto  I saw  on  a sundial  at  the 
grove,  Monio  et  movio — to  the  best  of  my  recollec- 
tion, ‘ I admonish  as  I move.’  ” 

“ SIR  WILLIAM  HOWE. 

“ Had  Sir  William  Howe  fortified  the  hills  round 
Boston,  he  could  not  have  been  disgracefully  driven 
from  that  place — had  he  pursued  his  victory  at 
Long  Island,  he  had  ended  the  rebellion — had  he 
landed  above  the  lines  at  New-York,  not  a man 
could  have  escaped  him — had  he  fought  the  Ameri- 
cans at  Bronx,  he  was  sure  of  a victory — had  he  co- 
operated with  the  northern  army,  he  had  saved  it 
— ©r  had  he  gone  to  Philadelphia  by  land,  he  had 
ruined  Mr.  Washington  and  his  forces.  But  as  he 
did  none  of  these  things,  had  he  gone  to  the  d — 1 
before  he  was  sent  to  America,  it  would  have  been 
a saving  of  infamy  to  himself,  and  of  indelible  dis- 
grace to  England.” 


“Rapin  says,  in  1217,  Lincoln  was  taken  by  the 
regent  Pembroke ; it  was  abandoned  to  be  plun- 
dered by  the  soldiers,  where  they  found  an  inesti- 
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mable  booty,  and  therefore  called  it  Lincoln  fair. 
One  may  guess  at  the  great  riches  of  the  cathedral 
which  was  pillaged,  when  Geoffrey  de  Drapinges, 
precentor,  complained  that  he  had  lost  his  share, 
11,000  marks.  A precentor  is  the  chanter  who 
begins  the  psalm  in  a cathedral.  The  mark  was 
anciently  valued  at  thirty  shillings  sterling.  This 
was  singing  to  some  tune-,  I think. 

“ Sir  Thomas  More  was  a great  persecutor  of  the 
reformed.  Cardinal  Wolsey  was  not;  during  his 
ministry,  no  person  was  prosecuted  for  heresy, 
though  the  clergy  wanted  to  exercise  their  usual 
severity,  had  they  been  left  to  take  their  own  course. 
The  cardinal  carried  a high  hand  over  the  clergy, 
as  well  as  laity,  which  is  probably  the  reason  why 
none  of  the  historians  have  done  justice  to  his 
character.  He  was  a great  man,  who  served  a 
small  master. 

“ Tindalwasthe  first  who  translated  the  Bible  into 
English.  Rapin  says,  that  the  Bishop  of  London 
having  notice  of  it,  caused  some  copies  to  be  seized, 
and  publicly  burned  by  the  hangman  ; but  this  was 
so  far  from  injuring  the  reformation,  that  it  turned 
to  its  advantage.  Many  persons,  full  of  indigna- 
tion at  this  impious  act,  inferred  that  the  Scriptures 
were  contrary  to  the  religion  generally  professed, 
since  the  clergy  took  such  care  to  hinder  the  Bible 
being  read. 

“ Hall,  F ox,  and  Burnett  say,  that  Tunstall,  Bishop 
of  London,  being  at  Antwerp,  where  Tindal  was 
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in  1529,  sent  for  one  Packington,  and  desired  him 
to  go  and  see  how  many  of  TindaFs  New  Testa- 
ments he  might  have  for  money.  Packington  ac- 
quainted Tmdal  with  what  the  bishop  proposed. 
Tindal  was  very  glad  of  it,  for  he  was  then  design- 
ing a new  and  more  correct  edition  ; but  being 
poor,  and  the  former  impression  not  being  yet  sold 
off,  he  could  not  go  about  it.  So  giving  Packing- 
ton  all  the  copies  that  he  had  on  his  hands,  the 
bishop  paid  for  them,  and  brought  them  over,  and 
burned  them  all  in  Cheapside.  Next  year,  when 
the  second  edition  was  finished,  many  more  were 
brought  over  ; and  Chancellor  More  inquiring  who 
it  was  that  encouraged  and  supported  them  at  Ant- 
werp, was  told  that  the  greatest  encouragement 
they  had  was  from  the  Bishop  of  London,  who 
had  bought  up  half  of  the  old  impression.  This 
made  all  that  heard  it  laugh  heartily ; and  some 
said  it  was  diamond  cut  diamond.  Tindal  was 
afterward  burned  in  Flanders,  crying  out  at  the 
stake,  ‘ Lord,  open  the  eyes  of  the  King  of  Eng- 
land.’ 

“ Count  Gondemar,  the  Spanish  ambassador  to 
James  the  First,  was  one  of  the  most  able,  that  is, 
cunning  negotiators  in  the  world.  He  directed  the 
policy  of  James  on  all  great  occasions,  and  more 
than  once  diverted  the  resources  of  England  to  the 
purposes  of  his  master.  Witness  his  having  pro- 
cured the  sending  of  Sir  Robert  Mansel  (see  Rapin) 
into  the  Mediterranean  to  destroy  the  Algerines, 
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■which  secured  the  Spanish  coasts  and  shipping, 
and  diverted  to  another  use  that  money  and  strength 
which  should  have  been  employed  for  the  defence 
of  the  Palatinate.  He  was  a man  of  sprightly  quali- 
ties, and  used  pleasantly  to  relate  how,  when  he 
first  came  to  London,  he  thought  everybody  was 
just  on  the  point  of  riding  out  of  town,  by  reason 
they  all  wore  boots,  so  universal  was  the  custom 
at  that  time.  James  the  First  a most  despicable 
character. 

“ Denzil  Lord  Hollis  tells  a remarkable  story  froM 
his  own  knowledge  concerning  Oliver  Cromwell, 
that  shows  he  was  as  arrant  a coward  as  he  was 
notoriously  perfidious,  ambitious,  and  hypocritical. 
This  was  his  base  conduct  in  keeping  out  of  the 
field  at  Keinton  battle,  where  he,  with  his  troop  of 
horse,  came  not  in ; impudently  affirming  after- 
ward, that  he  had  been  seeking  the  army  all  day* 
though  his  quarters  were  at  a village  near  at  hand, 
and  the  firing  heard  twenty  or  thirty  miles.  Oliver 
was  a buffoon  likewise,  as  Ludlow  relates  in  his 
memoirs ; for  on  some  occasion,  when  the  council 
of  officers  had  been  debating  an  important  affair, 
just  as  they  were  separating,  Cromwell  laid  hold 
of  a cushion  and  threw  it  at  Ludlow’s  head,  run- 
ning down  stairs  immediately  thereafter.  But 
Ludlow  affirms,  that  hastily  catching  up  the  cush- 
ion, he  followed  to  the  head  of  the  stairs,  and 
throwing  it  after,  caused  Oliver  to  hasten  down 
faster  than  he  desired. 
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“ ‘ True  happiness  is  of  a retired  nature,  and  an 
enemy  to  pomp  and  noise.  It  arises,  in  the  first 
place,  from  the  enjoyment  of  one’s  self  ; and  in  the 
next,  from  the  friendship  and  conversation  of  a few 
select  companions.  It  loves  shade  and  solitude, 
and  naturally  haunts  groves  and  fountains,  fields 
and  meadows.  In  short,  it  feels  every  thing  it 
wants  within  itself,  and  receives  no  addition  from 
multitudes  of  witnesses.  On  the  contrary,  false 
happiness  loves  to  be  in  a crowd,  and  to  draw  the 
eyes  of  the  world  upon  her.’ — Spectator,  vol.  i., 
No.  15.  Mem. — to  give  this  to  the  girls  to  read 
whenever  they  pester  me  about  going  to  New- 
York.” 


We  have  lately  been  informed,  that  ever  since 
last  summer,  when  we  bestowed  the  diadem  of 
the  dandies  upon  Tippy  Tittipup,  the  Saturday 
evening  club  of  that  grooving  fraternity  has  been 
exceedingly  disturbed  by  two  great  factions,  the 
one  consisting  of  imported  dandies,  or  young 
Americans  just  from  a trading  voyage  to  London 
and  Liverpool,  headed  by  Randie  Dandie  ; the 
other  composed  of  indigenous  dandies,  and  mar- 
shalled under  Tippy  the  First.  At  their  last  meet- 
ing the  quarrel  ran  so  high  that  Tippy's  lacings 
gave  up  the  ghost,  and  poor  Randie , in  attempting 
to  give  his  head  the  dignified  toss  of  contempt,  re- 
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ceivecl  very  serious  damage  from  his  patent  stif- 
fener, the  whalebones  whereof  obtruding  them- 
selves under  his  chin,  arrested  its  descent,  and  dis- 
lodged three  of  his  false  teeth.  It  is  firmly  be- 
lieved there  would  certainly  have  occurred  another 
affair  of  honour  between  these  valiant  machines, 
had  it  not  been  for  some  newly-awakened  scruples 
on  the  part  of  Tippy,  who  has  taken  an  oath  against 
fighting,  in  consequence  of  having  lately  been 
brevetted. 

Fighting  being  therefore  out  of  the  case,  it  was 
agreed  to  refer  the  decision  to  our  worshipful 
trio,  and  accordingly,  a few  days  ago,  I received 
the  following  letters,  one  of  which  was  handed 
me  by  the  postman,  the  other  by  a black  man,  in  a 
gold-laced  hat  and  livery. 

TO  LAUNCELOT  LANGST'AFF,  ESQ. 

“ Sir, 

“ I have  been  near  suffocating  ever  since  the 
flagrant  injustice  you  did  me,  in  setting  aside  my 
claims  in  favour  of  Tippy  Tittipup,  who  never 
walked  the  sunny  side  of  Bond-street,  nor  was  in- 
vited to  an  English  cattle-show  in  all  his  life.;. 
Being  determined  not  to  be  answerable  for  any 
thing  I say  in  this  letter,  I am  not  afraid  to  express 
my  opinion,  and  support  my  rights  in  defiance  of 
the  consequences. 

“ I was  born  in  old  England,  sir.  I saw  the  al- 
lied sovereigns  enter  Paris  with  Lord  Castlereagh  at 
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their  head.  I have  dined  every  day  for  three 
months  at  Beauvilliers — I had  the  honour  to  be 
caricatured  by  the  French  print-sellers — I have  lost 
my  memory,  and  I wear  a London  co<yt  instead  of 
a Watson.  In  London  I walked  every  fair  day  in 
Bond-street,  where  I was  distinguished  by  several 
people  laughing  at  me  ; and  went  every  night  to  the 
opera,  where  I cried  hravissjmo  so  loud,  that  I had 
the  honour  to  bp  hissed  several  times.  I talk 
through  my  nose,  and  I came  very  near  being  at 
the  battlp  of  Waterloo,  only  I was  so  long  chan-; 
ging  my  dress  after  the  ball  at  Brussels,  that  I ar- 
rived there  three  days  too  late. 

In  France  I learned  to  call  a boy  gar^on,  and 
pat  three  dozen  pates  at  a meal ; and  in  England  I 
invented  a new  language,  which,  I may  say  without 
any  particular  boasting,  rivals  the  slang  of  New-' 
gate.  Botany  Bay,  or  the  Heart  of  Mid  Lothian. 
Ip  short,  I may  venture  to  affirm,  that  but  for  my 
assistance,  the  dandies  would  never  be  able  to  tails 
without  ideas,  as  they  do  at  present.  Resides  this, 
f was  the  first  person  in  England  that  wore  false 
palves,  artificial  hips,  and  bosom  friends,  to  make 
us  look  like  ladies — and,  last  of  all,  the  inimitable 
corset,  the  idea  of  which  I borrowed  of  an  old 
gentleman  who  was  troubled  with  a certain  inr 
firmity. 

“ Last  spring  I drove  over  eleven — no,  thirteen, 
piggies,  a couple  of  old  women — and  turned  over, 
fhree  times.  The  last  time,  I lamed  tire  only  hoys? 
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I ever  paid  for  ; which  accident,  I verily  believe, 
arose  from  that  singular  circumstance,  as  I never 
paid  for  any  thing  in  my  life  without  its  turning- 
out  a bad  bargain.  One  of  my  upsettings  was  in 
consequence  of  attempting  the  feat  of  the  cow, 
which  entitles  a dandy  to  the  presidency  of  the 
club  for  three  weeks.  My  attempt  was  utterly  de- 
feated, in  consequence  of  the  cow  taking  occasion 
to  get  up  at  the  moment  one  of  the  wheels  was 
passing  over  her  body.  Luckily,  the  ditch  by  the 
road-side  was  particularly  soft,  so  that  I only  stuck 
in  the  mud  like  unto  a mandrake,  my  legs  kicking 
in  the  air  with  vast  energy,  until  a monster,  dressed 
in  a shirt  and  trousers,  came  and  pulled  me  up  by 
the  roots.  I intended  to  reward  him  bountifully  in 
promises,  had  he  not  squared  the  account  by  laugh- 
ing at  me  like  a hobgoblin.  The  worst  of  the  ac- 
cident was,  that  Tippy,  who  pretends  to  drive 
against  me,  got  the  whip  hand  on  this  occasion  ; 
the  story  became  a standing  joke  at  the  club,  until 
a law  was  passed,  strictly  forbidding  the  members 
from  laughing  at  each  other,  as  the  public  seems 
inclined  to  take  that  trouble  off  our  hands. 

“ As  it  is  rather  genteel  to  be  literary,  I occa- 
sionally dabble  a little  in  poetry,  which  I send  home 
to  be  published  in  La  Belle  Assemblee.  I have 
once  or  twice  lately  descended  to  criticism,  but 
really,  sir,  that  has  grown  so  vulgarly  common,  that 
I think  of  giving  it  up  to  the  Edinburgh  and  Quar- 
terly. I beg  you  will  excuse  my  withholding  the 
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signature  I use,  which,  however,  I declare  up&tt 
honour,  is  not  Sedley,  as  has  been  maliciously  as- 
serted. The  honest  truth  of  the  business  is,  that 
I don’t  take  so  much  credit  for  the  actual  excel- 
lence of  my  productions,  as  for  my  newly-invented 
method  of  composing,  which  I am  told  lias  lately 
been  adopted  by  the  most  distinguished  critics  of 
Great  Britain.  I flatter  myself  it  carries  the  palm 
from  the  Grammatical  Mirror,  the  new  mode  of 
teaching  Tachygraphy  and  French  in  less  than  no 
time,  or  any  other  improvement  of  the  kind,  since 
the  last  visit  of  Captain  Gulliver  to  the  Island  of 
Laputa.  You  will  be  pleased  to  understand,  that 
I always  dress  with  exquisite  delicacy,  and  if  it 
happens  to  be  one  of  my  well-looking  days,  seat 
myself  directly  before  a full-length  mirror,  which, 
reflects  my  whole  person.  As  I flatter  myself 
with  being  of  the  first  order  of  fine  forms,  the  con-* 
templation  of  my  figure  affords  me  such  inexpres-. 
sible  satisfaction,  that  my  ideas  flow  with  the  great-, 
est  vivacity,  and  my  vanity  being  not  a little  in- 
flated, I soon  become  sufficiently  arrogant,  com 
ceited,  and  positive  for  a firstrate  reviewer. 

“ Being  fearful  of  tiring  your  patience,  and,  like 
certain  great  lawyers,  losing  my  cause  by  fatiguing 
the  judge,  I forbear  to  give  the  particulars  of  my 
new  invention  for  killing  time.  It  will  be  suffi-: 
cient  to  say,  that  by  this  mode  I was  enabled  to, 
pass  three  weeks  at  Ballston,  and  might  have  out- 
lived a month,  had  not  the  old  fubsy  housekeeper 
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packed  me  off  from  Sans  souci  for  disturbing  the 
poor  invalids  at  night,  who  eat  two  chickens,  &c, 
for  dinner,  and  breakfast  on  beefsteaks  when  they 
can  get  them.  I now  leave  my  cause  in  your 
hands,  warning  you,  sir,  at  the  same  time,  against 
being  influenced  in  your  decision  by  national  an- 
tipathies or  attachments. 

w Yours,  &e, 

“ Randie  Danme,” 

I confess,  the  foregoing  letter  raised  considerable 
doubts  whether  I had  not  been  rather  precipitate 
in  bestowing  the  diadem  of  the  dandies  on  Tippy, 
the  First,  The  following  communication  from  that 
distinguished  youth  has,  however,  fully  convinced 
me,  that  his  claims  to  that  high  station  are  incon- 
trovertible. I do  therefore,  with  the  advice  and 
consent  of  my  coadjutors,  hereby,  and  by  these 
presents,  proclaim  the  said  Tippy  Tittipup  king 
of  all  the  dandies,  not  only  of  New-York,  but  in  the 
United  States,  and  forbid  any  person  to  question 
his  claims,  under  penalty  of  being  deemed  a dis- 
ciple of  Thomas  Paine,  and  an  enemy  to  the  holy 
alliance. 


TO  LAUNCELOT  LANGSTAFF,  ESQ, 

“ Sir, 

“ It  is  not  out  of  any  selfish  regard  to  my  own 
personal  interests  or  individual  feelings  that  I am 
induced  to  come  before  the  public  with  my  private 
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affairs.  I flatter  myself  that  my  reputation  among 
the  dandies  is  too  well  established  to  be  injured 
by  the  preposterous  rivalship,  and  unfounded,  as 
well  as  ungentlemanly  pretensions  of  Mr.  Randie 
Dandie.  I beg  you  not  to  be  alarmed,  sir,  at  this 
free  language.  You  must  be  fully  aware,  that 
when  once  gentlemen  have  publicly  announced  their 
scruples  against  fighting,  they  are  perfectly  at  lib- 
erty to  outrage  all  other  rules  of  Christian  forbear- 
ance with  impunity.  There  is  no  necessity,  ac- 
cording to  the  present  moral  code,  that  a man’s 
scruples  should  prevent  his  giving  an  offence,  pro- 
vided he  has  the  courage  to  avoid  making  any  kind 
of  atonement.  Besides,  sir,  both  myself  and  my 
rival  are  men  of  established  reputation  for  courage, 
and  consequently  are  perfectly  justifiable  in  dis- 
turbing the  peace  of  this  community  by  public  ap- 
peals, couched  in  language  to  which  none  but  gen- 
tlemen thus  happily  exempted  from  being  civil  to 
each  other  could  descend,  without  being  under  the 
necessity  of  answering  for  it.  But  to  return  from 
this  unprovoked  digression. 

“ Being  no  great  fist  at  a long  letter,  I forbear  to 
enter  at  length  upon  the  nature  of  the  respective 
claims  of  the  pretender  and  myself,  but  will  rest 
mine  entirely  on  the  following  journal  of  a day, 
say  in  the  month  of  September,  when  the  town  is 
full  of  southern  belles,  and  every  dandy  on  the 
alert. 
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“ J0URN4L. 

H Sunday , 10  o'clock,  A.  M.  Partly  waked,  and 
I think,  as  far  as  I recollect,  rung  for  Cleofas,  to 
inquire  what  day  it  was— Cleofas  said  Sunday, 
whereupon  turned  over  again  and  slept  till  bells 
rung  for  one— horrid  practice  this,  of  ringing  bells 
— can’t  the  people  tell  when  to  go  to  church  with? 
out  this  eternal  sounding  of  brass  ? — cogitated 
whether  it  was  worth  while  to  get  up — decided 
mem — con,  no — slept  till  dinner — then  till  tea — at 
night,  at  it  again.  N-  B.  Vulgar  to  be  seen  in 
the  streets  on  Sunday— looks  as  if  you  attended 
church. 

“ Monday,  9 A.M.  Waked  by  a bloody  chimney- 
sweep under  window — black  as  a little  bob-tailed 
d — 1 — tried  to  get  asleep  again — disturbed  by  ticking 
of  watch — rung  for  Cleofas  to  take  it  away,  and 
see  what  time  it  was — Cleofas  fast  asleep,  or  out 
as  usual — obliged  to  look  myself — cursed  bore  that 
—made  a pun  on  Cleofas — called  him  a serf  fellow 
— N.  B.  Fellow’s  name  is  Sad, 

(( Monday  morning,  11.  Waked  again  by  some? 
thing  or  other — can’t  tell  what— town  not  fit  for 
gentlemen  to  sleep  in — decreed  to  get  up — called 
Cleofas  and  all  hands  to  lace  corsets — clumsy 
barbarians  broke  lacings  of  best  pair — tried  another 
— broke  that— swore  ! — couldn’t  help  laughing 
though,  to  see  Don  Cleofas  tumble  one  way,  and 
fat  cookey  ’tother,  when  strings  gave  way— figs 
tshed  at  last — laus  deo  ! 
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“ Half  past  eleven.  Breakfast — couldn’t  swallow 
• — corsets  too  tight — tea  flew  up  in  naso — Cleofas 
grinned — popped  teacup  and  all  in  the  rascal’s  phy- 
siognomy— excellent  face  for  a shot — broad  as  it 
is  long— no  appetite,  took  up  the  papers — mem. — 
Pomeroy’s  paste — watchmen  robbed  while  asleep 
— musical  prodigies — queen — cheap  hats,  &c.  &c. 
— sat  down  to  write  a comparison — Phillips  and 
Incledon — mem. — don’t  know  yankey  doodle  from 
a sea-serpent — all  one — have  some  notion  1 thought 
of  ‘ tweedle  dum  and  tweedle  dee,’ — not  positive 
though. 

“ Tivelve.  Walked  out  in  dress  number  thirteen 
— item,  white  benjamin,  ten  capes,  skirts  sweep  the 
streets  better  than  the  blackamoors — up  Broadway 
— aerated  mead — pass  on — carbonated  mead — one- 
siporous  mead — mem. — to  go  and  consult  chymi- 
cal  nomenclature  for  these  bloody  hard  names — 
looked  down  all  the  cross  streets — concluded  Patty 
Pet  hadn’t  taken  the  field  yet— meant  to  call  on 
her  but  forgot  it,  looking  at  St,  Paul  in  front  of 
ditto  church — mem. — Paul  wouldn’t  cut  much  of  a 
dash  at  our  club — went  home  to  ask  Cleofas  the 
time  of  day — put  on  dress  number  one. 

“ Two  P.  M.  Set  out  again,  due  north — deba- 
ted whether  to  keep  up  Broadway  again,  or  go  1 
down  Wall-street  to  get  shaved — got  through  half 
an  hour  considering  about  it — met  Billy  Dandelion 
and  Randie,  who  looked  hard  at  my  Watson — beat 
Jfis  Londoner  all  to  shreds  and  patches — kept  on, 
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made  everybody,  especially  the  ladies,  turn  out, 
except  a disagreeable  Dutch  market-woman,  who 
shouldered  her  fat  elbow  into  Billy’s  whalebone, 
gallanting  him  into  the  gutter — Billy’s  corsets 
burst  with  rage — obliged  to  go  home  in  a carriage 
— couldn’t  walk  without  stay-tape,  whalebone,  &c. 
— rest  kept  on — met  Patty  Pet  in  her  walking 
dress— mem.’ — white  satin  shoes — asked  if  we  were 
going  to  see  Wallack — famous  fellow  for  fighting 
— dies  like  a game  chicken — costume  the  very 
thing — dress  all  in  all  at  Drury  and  Cov.  Garden — 
proof  of  the  refinement  of  Johnny’s  taste. 

“ Three.  Street  Arabia  deserta — people  dine  like 
pigs  now-a-days,  when  they  are  hungry — afternoon 
infamously  elongated — only  three  regular  meals  a 
day — no  hot  suppers — lamentation  of  Johnny  Bull 
Bradshaw  Fearon  thereupon — sought  domicil — 
looked  into  last  Port  Folio — gave  a great  yawn, 
and  fell  plump  into  a state  of  somnium  ab  obsoletis 
— vide — Miss  Rachel  Baker — dreamed  of  poor 
Joe  Dennie. 

“ Four.  Dinner— infamous  cookery — such  loads 
of  every  thing ! why  don’t  our  people  practise 
Johnny’s  secret  of  converting  every  thing  into  a 
luxury,  by  making  the  necessaries  of  life  scarce  ? 
Poor  Johnny  Bull  Bradshaw  Fearon  ! no  hot  sup- 
pers— query — do  Englishmen  come  here  to  eat  ? 
Quarterly  Review  man  calls  Squire  Fearon  a fool, 
a Jacobin,  and  a liar — yet  concludes  by  believing 
every  thing  he  says  against  us — good,  this  is  the 
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true  orthodox  faith — managed  to  swallow  a stout 
dinner,  and  drink  a bottle — hard  work  though — 
whalebone  creaked  for  it — went  to  sleep  like  a bod 
constrictor,  after  swallowing  an  ox — waked  by  a 
prodigious  noise— thought  of  the  powder-house  at 
Brooklyn — found  it  was  corsets  giving  way — swore 
myself  into  another  nap. 

“ Six.  Opened  my  eyes  upon  Don  Cleofas’s 
mouth,  that  stood  wide  open  like  a frost-bitten  lip, 
at  seeing  the  dismemberment  of  my  costume — re- 
paired damages — strolled  to  the  theatre — Patty 
Pet  not  there — located  in  No.  3 — turned  critic,  and 
fell  fast  asleep— heard  a great  clapping  of  hands — 
opened  the  corner  of  one  eye  next  my  nose,  and 
saw  something  fighting  on  its  back,  like  a sword- 
fish— somebody  cried  bravo  1 1 Cried  0 ! — and 

thought  I should  like  to  see  Tom  Cooper  once 
more,  instead  of  the  swordfish  gentleman — spied 
Randie  and  Dandelion  in  the  third  row,  and  incon- 
tinently gathered  myself  together  to  approximate' 
forthwith  towards  their  whalebone,  machinery,  and 
stuffing — settled  to  adjourn  to  Niblo’s  for  a supper' 
and  rubber — picked  up  Benedict  Tibbies — Tibbies 
just  noosed — carried  him  off  in  triumph. 

“ Eleven  till  four  A.  M.  Whist — supper— whist 
— Tibbies  wanted  to  go  home — quizzed  him  about 
curtain  lectures  and  petticoat  government — put  all' 
the  reckoning  on  him — mem. — Niblo  got  paid  that 
time — Nib  thought  we  were  quizzing  him  wherf 
we  called  for  bill— sallied  out  a little  in  for  it— Tib- 
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bles  bloody  frisky — pulled  over  an  empty  hogshead, 
and  unkennelled  a trusty  watchman  in  a state  of 
somnium  ab  ebrietate — as  the  pro.  calls  it — vide 
Rachel — whacked  his  club  three  times  on  the  curb- 
stone— surrounded — taken  prisoners,  and  carried 
to  the  marble  tower  under  ground — scene,  watch- 
house — blackguards,  sans  corsets — tried  one  of 
the  benches  for  a nap — quercus  virens— hard  as 
secondary  rocks — annoyed  my  whalebone — morn- 
ing—* aurora  now  fair  daughter’  — carried  before 
his  honour,  who  pretended  not  to  know  us,  though 
I had  been  at  his  parties  a hundred  times — gave  it 
to  us  roundly  and  soundly,  and  tried  to  make  us 
blush — wouldn’t  do — catch  a genuine  at  that — fined 
us,  and  let  us  off — went  home — on  my  way,  was 
complimented  by  an  old  put  on  my  early  rising  ! — 
heal'd  afterward  Tibbles’s  wife  had  got  a fever, 
because  he  stayed  out  all  night ! what  a ninny  ! — 

“ Yours, 

“Tippy  Tittipup.” 


THE  BASHAW  OF  CYPRUS. 

Who  is  there  that  has  not  heard  of  Cyprus,  that 
island,  once  so  celebrated  as  the  abode  of  the 
goddess  of  love,  and  the  spot  where  she  was 
worshipped  with  the  purest  devotion  ? Its  rich 
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wines,  its  yellow  pomegranates,  delicious  apricots, 
and  beautiful  women,  were  the  themes  of  ancient 
poets  ; while  its  gardens  were  consecrated  to  lux- 
urious retirement,  and  its  altars  to  love.  Its 
women,  the  most  beautiful  of  all  the  Grecian  isles, 
furnished  the  models  of  those  exquisite  forms  that 
still  almost  live  and  breathe  in  the  statues,  medals, 
and  gems  of  ancient  Greece,  and  all  the  graces  of 
Circassia  were  outdone  by  these  once  celebrated 
islanders.' 

Its  climate,  though  warm,  was  tempered  by  cool 
shades  and  mountain  breezes,  sweeping  over  flow- 
ery fields,  that,  like  those  of  Sicily  and  Rhodes, 
perfumed  the  air  to  such  an  extent,  that  the  mari- 
ner was  wont  to  scent  his  approach  to  land  before 
he  could  distinguish  it  with  his  eye  from  the  mast- 
head. The  remains  of  its  ruined  cities  still  excite 
the  wonder  of  the  traveller,  as  he  wanders  among 
tombs  whose  soroi  of  massy  rock  are  now  emptied 
of  their  ancient  tenants,  and  used  as  cisterns  by 
their  posterity,  yet  still  bear  those  inscriptions,  so 
remarkably  contrasted  in  brevity  and  simplicity 
with  the  pompous  rhodomontade  of  modern  epi- 
N taphs.  In  other  places  he  stumbles  among  broken 
pillars,  anciently  belonging  to  temples,  which, 
though  devoted  to  the  worship  of  pagan  gods,  yet, 
from  their  grandeur  and  antiquity,  excite  a feeling 
of  awe  and  reverence  worthy  a purer  divinity. 
Everywhere  there  remain  traces  of  that  magnifi- 
cence, and  those  far-famed  beauties  of  art  and  na- 
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tare,  which  rendered  this  renowned  isle  the  favour- 
ite theme  of  ancient  song. 

But  the  baleful  crescent  has  shed  its  malignant 
beams  upon  the  early  abode  of  the  muses,  the 
graces,  and  the  goddess  of  beauty.  The  haughty, 
indolent,  and  avaricious  Turk  now  lords  it  over 
the  gardens  and  temples  once  consecrated  to  poetry 
and  pleasure  ; the  temples  are  desolate,  and  .the 
gardens  become  the  hiding-place  of  degenerate 
slaves,  who  seek  in  their  shades  a refuge  from  the 
eyes  of  an  inflexible  tyrant,  to  whom  the  possession 
of  wealth  is  a crime,  and  the  omission  to  com- 
ply with  his  exactions  the  signal  of  torture  and 
death.  Oppression  has  turned  the  once  flowery 
and  fruitful  earth  into  a steril  desert,  where  the 
traveller  never  finds  a tree  by  the  road-side,  under 
which  to  shelter  himself  from  the  heat  of  the  sun, 
and  the  camel  kneels  down  to  rest  himself  in  the 
dust,  that  almost  scorches  him  to  the  bone.  Nay, 
the  very  air  has  become  infected  with  pestilence  : 
the  ruined  aqueducts  and  cisterns,  that  once  fur- 
nished the  means  of  health  and  enjoyment,  are 
now  filled  with  stagnant  waters,  that  send  forth  a 
white  vapour,  a malaria,  which  to  inhale  is  almost 
certain  death  to  the  stranger.  The  harbours  have 
become  shallow  pools  of  brackish  water,  that 
occasion  exhalations  equally  fatal  ; and  it  is  only 
in  the  valleys  among  the  mountains  that  the  air  is 
pure.  The  plague,  too,  is  often  brought  thither 
from  Smyrna,  or  Cairo,  or  Constantinople,  and 
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sometimes  occasions  the  most  dreadful  ravages. 
Whole  districts  have  been  known  to  be  entirely  de- 
populated ; the  land  remained  without  lawful  heirs, 
and  the  people  came  from  a distance  to  take  pos- 
session without  asking  leave,  or  being  molested  in 
their  occupation.  Such  is  Cyprus,  and  such  the 
contrast  between  its  present  depression  and  an- 
cient renown. 

Nicotia  is  its  capital.  It  is  situated  in  the  in- 
terior of  the  island,  near  the  base  of  a mountain, 
and  at  the  extremity  of  one  of  those  beautiful 
plains,  near,  or  on  which,  almost  all  the  cities  of 
Greece  and  Asia  Minor  were  built.  The  remains 
of  its  fortifications,  which  are  still  mounted  with  a 
few  pieces  of  cannon,  attest  its  former  strength  ; 
and  the  wide  moat  that  surrounds  the  walls  is  now 
an  unwholesome  fen.  It  is  the  residence  of  a Turk- 
ish bashaw,  who  is  always  the  person  who  can  pay 
the  highest  price  for  the  office.  He  holds  his  place 
only  for  a year,  and  his  sole  business  is  to  make  as 
much  money  out  of  it  as  possible. 

About  some  sixty  years  ago,  Sidi  Haly  adminis- 
tered the  government  of  the  island.  He  was 
called  Sidi  because  he  had  made  a pilgrimage  to 
the  tomb  of  the  prophet,  and  this  distinction  he 
considered  as  entitling  him  to  the  privilege  of  ex- 
torting an  extraordinary  quantity  of  money  from 
the  people  whom  he  governed.  Besides,  he  had 
paid  eighty  purses  of  gold  to  the  grand  vizier 
for  his  office,  and  had  a right  to  expect  remunera* 
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lion.  Haly  was  a man  of  singular  gravity,  a 
lover  of  wine,  a great  reader  of  the  Koran,  and  a 
firm  believer  in  the  prophet  and  destiny.  It  must 
be  confessed,  however,  that  he  applied  his  doc- 
trine of  destiny  to  the  affairs  of  other  people  rather 
than  his  own.  If  a peasant  apologized  for  not 
paying  his  taxes,  on  account  of  the  plague  or  the 
failure  of  his  crops,  Haly  pronounced  the  word 
“destiny,”  and  ordered  the  bastinado.  At  the 
same  time,  he  took  every  precaution  to  evade  his 
own  fate,  and  kept  out  of  the  way  of  the  plague, 
while  he  forbade  others  to  stir  a foot. 

One  day  his  principal  dragoman,  who  wore  six 
embroidered  handkerchiefs,  surmounted  by  a piece 
of  red  crape  for  a turban,  came  into  the  presence, 
dragging  an  old  peasant  by  the  beard  with  one 
hand,  and  with  the  other  pushing  forward  a young 
woman,  his  daughter.  The  peasant  was  dressed 
in  the  costume  of  the  ancient  inhabitants  of  the 
isle  ; and  though  his  raiment  was  neither  Persian 
silk  nor  embroidered  muslin,  there  was  something 
in  his  appearance  out  of  the  common  way.  It 
seemed  he  claimed  his  descent  from  Apollonius, 
a famous  disciple  of  Hippocrates,  who  settled  in 
the  isle  a long  time  ago,  as  may  be  well  imagined. 
But  Haly,  who  was  the  son  of  an  old  pedler,  that 
made  his  fortune  by  making  and  selling  ancient 
coins  of  the  Troade  to  learned  travellers,  did  not 
care  a bezant  for  a pedigree  derived  from  Mahomet 
himself, 
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His  daughter  was  of  a figure  large,  though  well- 
proportioned.  Her  features  possessed  that  perfect 
regularity,  which  gives  such  an  expression  of  sober 
and  commanding  dignity  to  the  models  of  Greece, 
and  communicates  to  the  spectator  the  idea  of 
wisdom  and  virtue  combined.  Her  hair  had  been 
carefully  braided  and  wound  round  her  head ; but 
the  violence  of  the  dragoman  had  given  it  an  air 
of  wild  discomposure,  that  in  some  measure  con- 
trasted with  the  reposing  majesty  of  her  counte- 
nance and  features.  Her  garment  was  a robe  of 
fine  white  linen,  veiling  her  whole  figure,  and  fal- 
ling to  the  ground  in  long  graceful  folds. 

There  was  something  in  her  face,  figure,  dress, 
and  demeanour,  that  made  Haly’s  dignity  shake  in 
the  wind  a little.  He  felt  rather  insignificant,  and 
although  very  anxious  to  conduct  himself  with  the 
dignified  insolence  beseeming  his  high  rank,  felt  it 
utterly  impossible.  Finding  this  the  case,  he  re- 
sorted to  a method  of  rallying  his  importance,  often 
practised  by  great  persons,  and  always  with  suc- 
cess. He  determined  to  astonish  the  girl  with  his 
magnificence,  and  reinstate  his  declining  insolence 
by  eating  and  drinking.  He  clapped  his  hands, 
and  straight  a swarm  of  attendants  came  in,  splen-.. 
didly  attired,  and  bearing  gilded  goblets  filled  with 
lemonade  and  sherbet,  which  they  presented  with 
sixteen  different  genuflections.  Haly  drank  his 
goblet  with  infinite  dignity ; but  the  peasant  and 
his  daughter  stood  as  erect  as  before.  Haly  clap- 
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ped  his  hands  again.  The  highpriest  of  the  Der- 
vises  came  in,  and  prostrated  himself  nine  times 
before  the  mighty  governor,  touching  his  lips, 
crossing  his  hands,  and  tickling  his  ears  with  his 
fingers.  After  which,  lie  brushed  the  dust  from 
his  knees,  and  went  about  his  business.  Haly 
looked  round  ; but  the  old  peasant  and  the  young 
girl  still  stood  unmoved.  Haly  clapped  his  hands 
a third  time,  when  a fresh  party  of  slaves  entered, 
bearing  long  pipes  of  jasmine-wood,  with  amber 
"bowls ; and  these  were  followed  in  a little  while 
by  a vast  crowd  of  others,  in  long  white  vests,  and 
turbans  of  the  same  colour,  who  brought  an  infinite 
variety  of  dresses,  magnificently  embroidered,  in 
which  they  equipped  Haly  by  turns,  while  he  ad- 
mired himself  like  a peacock.  The  peasant  and 
his  daughter  remained  unmoved,  the  former  with 
his  arms  crossed,  the  latter  with  her  eyes  steadily 
bent  on  vacancy.  Haly  stamped  his  foot  in  a rage. 
Upon  this,  more  slaves  came  in,  bringing  coffee  in 
cups  of  solid  gold,  while  others  kneeled  down  be- 
fore him,  holding  burning  odours  under  his  nose. 
These  were  succeeded  by  another  party,  who,  after 
prostrating  themselves,  as  it  were  to  ask  pardon 
for  the  liberty  they  were  about  to  take,  spattered 
his  face  with  rose-water,  till  the  tears  ran  out  of 
his  august  eyes.  “ Mashallah,”  quoth  Haly,  “ I 
think  this  will  do  their  business.”  On  wiping  his 
eyes,  however,  he  found  the  old  peasant  and  his 
daughter  standing  exactly  as  before,  and  apparently 
quite  unconscious  of  his  presence. 
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His  excellency,  Governor  Haly,  began  to  wax 
warm  and  thirsty  with  rage.  He  ordered  his  wine 
and  his  physician  ; for  it  ought  to  be  premised, 
that  he  had  a dispensation  for  drinking  wine  on 
account  of  its  being  necessary  to  his  health.  The 
physician,  who  was  a little  fat  man,  with  a bald 
pate,  always  stood  by  Haly,  feeling  his  pulse,  and 
prescribing  a bumper  whenever  it  became  neces- 
sary to  his  health,  while  the  governor  amused  him- 
self by  rubbing  the  glossy  bald  pate  of  the  doctor 
with  the  palm  of  his  hand,  which  seemed  to  tickle 
him  wonderfully.  Having  elevated  himself  to  the 
proper  feeling  of  dignity,  Haly  lighted  his  pipe 
of  jasmine  and  amber,  ordered  his  attendants  to 
seat  him,  with  his  legs  across,  upon  an  ottoman  of 
green  silk,  embroidered  with  silver  stars  and  cres- 
cents ; and  puffing  forth  a huge  volume  of  smoke, 
began  to  interrogate  the  dragoman  as  to  the  crime 
of  these  incorrigible  offenders,  who  obstinately 
refused  to  be  astonished  at  any  thing  he  could 
exhibit. 

The  dragoman  prostrated  himself,  and  took  a 
mouthful  of  dust ; after  which,  he  addressed  Haly 
as  follows  : — “ Most  illustrious  Sidi  Haly,  governor 
of  governors,  sole  proprietor  of  this  island  and  its 
rascally  peasantry — lord  of  purses,  and  bashaw 
of — “ Stop,”  said  Governor  Haly,  “ begin  that 
again — you  have  left  out  the  best  part  of  my  dig- 
nities.” The  dragoman  began  again — “ Most  il- 
lustrious Sidi  Haly,  governor  of  governors,  sole 
proprietor  of  this  island  and  its  rascally  peasantry, 
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lord  of  purses,  prince  of  pickpockets,  and  master 
of  the  bald-pated  doctor — ” “ Ah,  that  is  right,” 
quoth  Governor  Haly  ; “ but  notwithstanding,  I 
shall  order  you  the  bastinado  for  having  said  it 
wrong  first,  and  right  afterward.”  So  he  ordered 
him  a baker’s  dozen,  after  which  the  dragoman 
politely  thanked  him,  and  proceeded : — 

“ Most  illustrious  Sidi  Haly,  governor  of — ” 
“ Never  mind  the  rest  of  my  titles,”  interrupted 
his  master,  “ go  on.” — “ The  other  day,”  continued 
the  dragoman,  “ as  your  slave  was  going  his  rounds 
in  the  neighbourhood  of  the  city,  he  detected  the 
son  of  this  old  man  in  the  very  act  of  eating  a 
pomegranate,  before  your  highness  hadNeceived 
your  share  of  the  produce  of  his  garden,  which,  as 
your  highness  knows,  amounts  to  two  parts  out  of 
four.” — “ Dog,”  exclaimed  Sidi  Haly — and  “dog,” 
echoed  the  highpriest  of  the  Dervises,  who  just 
came  in,  and  who  claimed  one  half  of  what  re- 
mained. “ Bring  the  culprit  before  me,”  said  Haly, 
in  a great  passion,  “ where  is  the  dog  ?” 

“ Dead,”  said  the  old  peasant,  raising  his  eyes 
to  heaven.  “ Dead,”  echoed  Sidi  Haly,  “ ah,  that 
is  lucky  for  him ; but  I shall  not  fail  to  punish  you 
the  more  severely.”  The  dragoman  then  pro- 
ceeded to  inform  the  governor  that  he  had,  in  pur- 
suance of  the  law,  which  was  nothing  more  than 
his  will,  proceeded  to  demand  the  usual  fine  for 
eating  a pomegranate  before  his  highness  and  the 
most  reverend  highpriest  of  the  Dervises  had  re- 
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ceived  their  share.  As  this  was  a flagrant  case, 
he  demanded  a hundred  piasters,  which  the  rebell- 
ious-peasant  had  resolutely  declined  paying. 

“Dog,”  said  Sidi  Haly,  turning  to. the  peasant, 
and-twisting  his  mustaches,  as  he  was  accustomed 
to  do  when  in  a great  passion  ; “dog!  how  dared 
you  refuse  paying  the  hundred  piasters  ?” — “ I had 
them  not  to  pay,”  answered  the  peasant.  “ How  !” 
rejoined  Sidi  Haly,  “what  business  had  you  to  be 
without  a hundred  piasters  The  drought  had 
destroyed  the  fruits  of  my  garden.” — “ Destiny. 
But  what  became  of  the  produce  of  your  fields  ?” 
— “ The  locusts  had  settled  upon  them,  and  eaten 
every  spear  of  grain  and  grass.”— “ Destiny  again  ; 
but  why  did  you  not  strive  to  borrow  the  money  ? 
you  must  be  a person  of  infamous  character,  not 
to  be  able  to  get  credit  for  a hundred  piasters.” — • 
“ I sent  my  son  to  Famagosta,  to  ask  payment  of 
a sum  of  money  which  a merchant  there  owed  me ; 
but — ” here  the  voice  of  the  old  peasant  faltered, 
“ he  fell  ill  of  the  plague,  which  broke  out  about 
that  time,  and  dying  by  the  road-side  on  his  return 
home,  was  plundered  of  the  money  intended  for 
your  highness.” — -“  Destiny,”  exclaimed  Sidi  Haly ; 
“ but  dog,  why  did  you  not  offer  your  daughter  to 
sale  in  the  market  place  ? she  is  beautiful,  and  may 
one  day  be  honoured  with  a place  in  the  harem  of 
the  grand  signior  himself.” — “ I have  neither  wife, 
nor  son,  nor  daughter  left,  save  her  alone  ; and 
tyhat  would  become  of  a feeble  old  man  like  me, 
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'without  some  affectionate  hand  to  minister  to  my 
infirmities — I cannot  part  with  her.” 

“ Dog,”  answered  the  governor,  stamping  his 
foot  at  the  old  man’s  unreasonable  obstinacy,  “ not 
part  with  her  ? By  Mahomet,  but  you  shall,  and 
that  without  further  ceremony  ! ’Tis  your  destiny, 
and  you  must  submit  ; for  even  I,  though  master 
of  this  isle,  and  representative  of  the  grand  siguior, 
can’t  resist  destiny.  You  will  forthwith  be  taken 
to  a dungeon,  in  order  to  teach  you  not  to  let  your 
son  eat  pomegranates  before  I have  had  my  share, 
and  the  most  reverend  highpriest  of  the  Dervises 
is  satisfied.-  But  as  it  may  be  a comfort  to  you  to 
know  that  your  daughter  is  well  taken  care  of,  I 
hereby  inform  you,  I mean  to  make  her  one  of  my 
fourscore  and  ten  wives.” 

During  this  decision,  the  agitation  of  the  un- 
fortunate pair  became  extreme.  The  father  cov- 
ered his  sunken  eyes  with  his  shrivelled  hands, 
while  the  white  unsullied  linen  that  covered  the 
bosom  of  his  daughter  rose  and  fell  like  the  foam- 
ing waves  of  a troubled  sea.  She  wrung  her  hands, 
while  her  streaming  eyes,  now  turned  upon  her 
father,  now  on  Haly,  and  then  on  heaven,  poured 
forth  torrents  of  tears.  Sidi  Haly  answered  the 
silent  appeal.  “ Ah,  you  are  right,  ’tis  your  destiny, 
and  there  is  no  getting  clear  of  that.  Be  silent, 
and  obey.” — “ She  cannot  speak,”  said  the  old 
peasant,  in  a tone  of  bitter  despondency.  “Not 
speak  !”  exclaimed  Sidi  Haly,  “ not  speak  ! I must 
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certainly  take  her  into  my  harem,  a dumb  wife  will 
be  invaluable.  But  is  she  wilfully  or  naturally 
dumb?” — “Your  highness  ordered  her  tongue  ta 
be  cut  out,  for  beseeching  you  not  to  send  her  two 
younger  brothers  to  the  wars  in  Egypt,  where  they 
both  perished.” — “ Ah,”  said  Haly,  “ she  is  an  old 
offender,  I find,  as  well  as  yourself.  Away  with 
them,  one  to  the  dungeon,  the  other  to  the  harem. 
It  will  be  too  great  a happiness  for  this  thing  to 
be  permitted  the  honour  of  administering  to  the 
pleasures  of  a bashaw  of  three  tails.”  Sidi  Haly 
was  a short  thick  man,  with  a dark-olive  complex- 
ion, and  humpback,  who  wore  a turban  of  eight 
cashmere  shawls,  and  could  tie  his  mustaches  under 
his  chin.  It  was  natural,  therefore,  that  he  should 
think  himself  irresistible. 

The  parting  scene,  when  the  officers  seized  the 
two  prisoners  to  convey  them  from  each  other,  was 
enough  to  soften  a rock.  The  old  peasant  wept, 
entreated,  and  prayed  the  governor  to  accept  of  his 
little  farm  as  the  ransom  of  himself  and  child. 
The  daughter  could  not  speak,  but  her  eyes  were 
eloquent ; and  when  she  threw  herself  at  Haly’s 
feet,  and  clasped  his  knees,  and  bowed  her  head 
to  the  dust,  even  the  highpriest  of  the  Dervises 
felt  a sensation,  which  he  had  some  idea  was  allied 
to  pity.  But  Sidi  Haly  thought  it  rather  ridiculous 
that  an  old  man,  who  was  half  deaf,  should  make 
such  ado  at  parting  with  a young  girl  who  had  lost 
her  tongue.  “ You  will  not.  miss  her  society,”  said 
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tie,  tauntingly,  to  the  father.  “ Not  miss  her  !”  burst 
forth  the  old  peasant,  “ not  miss  her  ! O,  Sidi  Haly, 
though  she  could  not  speak,  I was  at  no  loss  to 
understand  her.  I could  not  mistake  her  regrets 
when  I went  forth,  her  joy  at  my  return.  When 
she  wept  in  my  sickness,  and  smiled  when  I grew 
well,  I knew  what  she  meant ; and  when  she  came 
and  kissed  my  cheek,  or  hung  about  my  neck,  or 
watched  my  countenance,  to  see  whether  I was 
troubled — words  could  not  have  so  displayed  her 
affectionate  tenderness.  By  the  prophet  you  serve 
— by  his  tomb  you  have  visited — by  the  precepts 
of  justice  he  enjoined  his  disciples  to  practise  ever- 
more, I beseech  thee,  Sidi  Haly,  not  to  divide  a 
father  from  his  only  remaining  child.” — “ Say  no 
more,”  replied  Haly,  “ ’tis  destiny,  and  there  is 
an  end  of  it;  take  them  away.” — “Destiny!”  ex- 
claimed the  old  peasant,  in  hopeless  desperation ; 
“ it  is  the  will  of  worthless  man.  God  never  des- 
tined the  poor  to  be  the  victims  of  petty  tyrants.” — 
“Treason !”  cried  Haly.  “ Impiety !’’  exclaimed  the 
highpriest  of  the  Dervises.  “ To  death  with  him,” 
cried  they  both  together.  The  old  man  was  drag- 
ged away  by  force,  and  the  daughter  carried  life- 
less to  the  harem.  After  delivering  this  righteous 
judgment,  Sidi  Haly  retired  to  take  his  afternoon 
nap,  accompanied  by  a young  slave,  whose  duty 
it  was  to  keep  the  flies  away,  and  whose  right  ear 
the  governor  had  cut  off  with  his  own  hand,  for 
permitting  a large  blue-bottle  to  tickle  his  nose 
while  he  was  dozing. 
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Not  long  afterward,  the  grand  vizier,  hearing 
that  Sidi  Haly  had  amassed  two  hundred  thousand 
piasters,  sent  him  the  bowstring.  It  is  not  my 
destiny  to  be  choked  yet,”  quoth  Haly ; and  gath- 
ering together  all  his  treasures,  fled  to  Rhodes. 
While  waiting  a passage  to  Egypt  he  was  over- 
taken by  two  janizaries,  sent  in  pursuit  of  him, 
who  seized  his  piasters,  and  ordered  him  to  put 
forth  his  neck.  “ Destiny  !”  exclaimed  Sidi  Haly, 
and  submitted  to  his  fate  like  a Roman. 

The  bashaw  who  succeeded  him  in  the  govern- 
ment of  Cyprus,  according  to  immemorial  custom, 
reversed  every  thing  his  predecessor  had  done,  and 
adopted  a different  system  entirely,  except  that  he 
considered  it  the  principal  business  of  his  office  to 
get  as  much  money  out  of  the  people  as  possible. 
The  old  peasant  and  his  daughter  were  sought 
for,  the  one  in  the  prison,  the  other  in  the  palace. 
The  dead  body  of  the  former  was  found  corrupted 
in  a corner  of  the  dungeon,  and  the  daughter  had 
been  magnificently  interred  about  a month  before, 
in  a tomb  cut  out  of  the  solid  rock,  in  the  side  of 
a neighbouring  mountain,  exclusively  appropriated 
to  the  bashaw’s  women.-  The  new  governor  was 
told  this  one  afternoon,  as  he  sat  smoking  under 
an  orange-tree  in  his  garden  ; and  observed,  with 
great  gravity,  “ That  it  was  seldom  in  the  way  of  man 
to  atone  for  his  own  injustice  or  that  of  his  fellows. 
It  is  always  in  our  power  to  do  evil ; to  remedy  it 
is  often  beyond  the  reach  of  all  but  Allah  himself.” 


SALMAGUNDI, 


207 


No.  XIII.— SATURDAY,  AUGUST  19,  1830. 


FROM  MY  ELBOW  CHAIR. 

There  is,  perhaps,  nothing  in  which  the  well- 
educated  and  fashionable  of  the  northern  and  south- 
ern sections  of  this  union  differ  more,  than  in  the 
preference  of  the  one  for  a city,  the  other  for  a 
country  life.  The  inhabitants  of  the  country  to 
the  north  are,  for  the  most  part,  plain  farmers,  who 
cultivate  the  earth  with  their  own  hands ; and  who, 
though  they  undoubtedly  constitute  a most  valuable 
portion  of  the  nation,  are  more  calculated  to  re- 
ceive than  give  an  impulse  to  great  schemes  of 
national  policy.  Occasionally,  indeed,  a man  of 
talents  and  liberal  education  retires  to  the  country 
to  the  pursuits  of  agriculture  ; but  such  an  example 
is  quite  rare,  and  the  number  is  not  sufficient  to 
give  character  or  colouring  to  the  mass  of  the 
population.  But  to  the  south  it  is  different.  There 
a vast  portion  of  the  people  of  wealth  and  educa- 
tion reside  in  the  country,  giving  a tone  to  every 
part  of  it,  and  taking  from  the  cities  almost  en- 
tirely the  control  of  public  sentiment  and  public 
•measures. 
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To  this  marked  difference,  in  all  probability,  may 
be  traced,  in  a great  measure,  those  striking  diver- 
sities of  character  and  manners,  which  the  most 
superficial  observer  may  have  noticed  among  these 
two  orders  of  people  in  the  north  and  the  south. 
It  would  be  an  undertaking  neither  void  of  curios- 
ity or  interest  to  develop  these  varieties,  trace 
them  to  their  true  sources,  and  deduce  the  final 
consequences  that  will  probably  result  from  the 
collision  of  interests  and  feelings  arising  from  this 
difference  of  situation  and  circumstances.  Such 
an  undertaking  would  afford  scope  for  a variety  of 
interesting  and  original  speculation,  and  lead  proba- 
bly to  a just  conclusion  as  to  the  final  predominance 
of  one  or  other  of  these  two  great  classes  of  the 
inhabitants  of  these  United  States.  It  is,  however, 
not  only  beyond  our  present  limits,  but  would  also 
require  an  extent  and  sagacity  of  observation  to 
which  we  have  no  pretensions. 

We  will  take,  however,  this  opportunity  to  ob- 
serve, that  men  thus  brought  up  and  resident  in 
the  country,  like  the  oak  of  the  primeval  forest, 
are  more  likely  to  expand  into  greater  strength 
and  luxuriance  than  in  crowded  cities.  They  will 
also,  we  should  imagine,  acquire  and  cherish  higher 
notions  of  personal  freedom  than  if  they  were 
brought  up  in  great  cities,  where  the  liberty  of  the 
citizen,  from  the  necessity  of  the  case,  is  restrained 
in  various  ways  ; and  where  boys  cannot  let  off  a 
Chinese  cracker,  or  fly  a kite,  without  being  sub- 
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ject  to  a penalty.  In  this  manner,  they  grow  up 
in  the  habit  of  submitting  to  innumerable  little  re- 
straints on  their  personal  freedom,  that  certainly 
prepare  the  way  for  still  greater  when  they  arrive 
at  a state  of  manhood. 

Still,  however,  the  inhabitants  of  cities  possess 
advantages  of  frequent  intercourse,  which,  by  giving 
them  a habit  of  keen  sagacity,  and  initiating  them 
into  a practical  acquaintance  with  the  springs  of 
human  actions  and  passions,  generally  lead  to  a 
superiority  over  the  more  hardy,  vigorous,  and 
original  cultivators  of  the  fields.  In  addition  to 
this,  the  proximity  in  which  they  live  occasions  a 
facility  in  drawing  their  strength  and  talent  to  a 
focus,  of  communicating  any  sudden  impulse  to 
the  whole  community,  and  giving  one  common 
object  to  energies  that,  in  the  country,  are  scattered 
beyond  the  reach  of  sudden  combination.  Hence 
it  has  generally  been  observed,  that  most  modern 
nations  have  received  the  impulses,  adopted  the 
opinions,  and  followed  the  lead  of  their  great  cities, 
not  only  in  relation  to  their  external,  but  internal 
policy.  If  the  United  States  offer  an  exception,  it 
is,  in  all  probability,  owing  to  the  weight  and  in- 
fluence of  a great  class  of  well-educated  country 
gentlemen,  who  possess  both  leisure  and  sagacity 
to  study  and  comprehend  the  nature  of  their  inter- 
ests, and  the  means  of  protecting  them. 

But  our  object  in  this  paper  is  not  to  inquire  into 
the  relative  strength  and  advantages  of  the  country 
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and  the  city,  nor  into  their  relative  happiness.  It 
is  probable  there  is  no  great  difference  on  the  whole 
in  the  latter,  except  where  the  inhabitants  are  not 
justly  proportioned  in  the  distribution,  and  the 
cities  become  too  populous  for  the  country.  That 
such,  however,  is  the  case  at  present,  may  at  least 
be  suspected,  from  the  very  great  number  of  people 
out  of  employ  in  the  former,  and  the  consequent 
multiplication  of  beggars.  These  are  strong  indica- 
tions that  the  people  are  not  well  distributed,  because 
there  are  scarcely  any  beggars  in  the  country. 

The  truth  seems  to  have  been,  that  the  creation 
of  a vast  number  of  paper  banks  in  the  cities  and 
towns,  attracted  almost  all  the  idle,  speculative, 
and  adventurous  spirits  from  the  surrounding  coun- 
try, to  batten  on  the  loans  they  could  obtain  with 
such  mischievous  facility ; and  the  consequence 
was,  that  the  towns  and  cities  swelled  into  a pre- 
mature and  unsubstantial  semblance  of  growth  and 
prosperity.  The  airy  foundation  on  which  this 
apparent  prosperity  was  built  being  now  withdrawn, 
all  those  who  owed  their  support  to  it  are  of  neces- 
sity left  to  subsist  by  other  means  proportion  ably 
diminished.  They  will  be  obliged,  many  of  them, 
again  to  return  to  the  country,  to  the  enjoyments 
or  the  sufferings  of  rural  life. 

Necessity  will  thus  drive  them  to  the  refuge, 
which  I have  often  wondered  is  not  more  gener- 
ally sought  from  choice.  Considering  the  beauty 
of  our  landscapes,  the  plenty  and  richness  of  our 
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lands,  their  endless  diversities  of  soil,  climate,  and 
productions,  the  noble  streams  that  course  them  in 
every  direction,  and  their  almost  entire  freedom 
from  taxation,  one  cannot  help  acknowledging,  that 
in  no  part  of  the  world  are  there  held  out  greater 
inducements  to  a country  life.  It  possesses  at- 
tractions for  the  agriculturist,  in  the  fulness  with 
which  it  repays  his  labour ; for  the  sportsman,  in 
the  plenty  of  game  with  which  it  abounds  ; and 
for  the  lover  of  scientific  research,  in  a new,  un- 
explored region  of  natural  productions.  It  cannot 
therefore  but  be  a subject  not  only  of  surprise,  but 
regret,  that  so  few  of  our  well-educated  young  men 
in  the  north  should  be  tempted  to  settle  in  the 
country. 

This  surprise  is  increased  by  hearing  many  cf 
them  complaining  of  the  tedious  dulness,  the  list- 
less vacuity  of  a city  life,  and  seeing  them  com- 
pelled to  resort  to  habits  of  dissipation  and  extrav- 
agance, merely  to  pass  the  time  away.  Others 
adopt  expedients  to  escape  the  pressure  of  time, 
that  are  perhaps  only  reprehensible  as  interfering 
with  useful  and  manly  pursuits;  and  others,  who 
have  weak  or  indulgent  parents,  are  suffered  to 
lounge  away  a youth  of  uselessness  devoid  of  en- 
joyment. They  are  often  driven  to  run  in  debt, 
merely  to  get  through  a morning  ; and  I am  con- 
vinced very  frequently  go  to  the  expense  of  a new 
suit  of  clothes,  only  for  the  sake  of  the  temporary 
excitement  they  afford,  while  the  novelty  of  exhib- 


212 


SALMAGUNDI. 


iting  them  lasts.  The  money  thus  wasted  in  a few 
years,  without  bringing  with  it  any  lasting  or  even 
temporary  advantage,  would  serve  to  give  them  in- 
dependence in  a country  life. 

But  there  is  yet  another  class  of  fine  young  men, 
disciplined  by  education,  polished  by  social  inter- 
course, and  spurred  on  by  the  desire,  as  well  as  the 
hope  of  independence,  who  deserve  a better  fate 
than  to  be  put  to  the  study  of  a liberal  profession, 
that,  after  all  their  exertions,  yields  them  hardly  a 
scanty  subsistence.  Already  overstocked,  this  pro- 
fession now  almost  forces  a young  man,  even  of 
the  greatest  merit  and  most  honourable  principles, 
to  associate  and  commune  with  the  very  worst  of 
his  species  ; to  dive  into  the  polluted  sources  of 
corruption  and  turpitude,  and  to  task  perhaps  a no- 
ble mind,  and  noble  genius,  for  expedients  to  baffle 
justice,  and  return  again  to  prey  upon  society,  a 
being  unworthy  its  protection.  Thus  they  con- 
sume years  of  mischievous  drudgery,  while  the 
hopes  of  their  youth  are  blasted,  before  chance  or 
fate  affords  an  opening  for  the  light  of  better  for- 
tune. God  forbid  we  should  be  suspected  of  an 
intention  to  wound  the  feelings  of  a most  merito- 
rious class  of  young  men,  thus  sacrificed  to  the 
prevailing  ambition  for  a liberal  profession.  We 
are  only  expressing  our  regret,  that  they  were 
not  encouraged  to  turn  their  attention  to  the  whole- 
some independence  of  a country  farmer.  In  such 
a situation,  without  submitting  to  any  degrading 
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condescensions,  they  would  soon  rise  to  respecta- 
bility and  consequence,  while  those  who  were  left 
behind  would  be  equally  benefited  by  the  absence 
of  so  many  competitors. 

A country  life  seems  particularly  calculated  for 
a young  man  of  liberal  education  and  liberal  pur- 
suits, who  would  wish  to  settle  himself  in  the 
world.  To  such  a one,  the  intervals  of  leisure  are 
pleasantly  and  usefully  filled  up  by  reading,  or 
observation  of  those  little  phenomena  of  nature 
which  his  acquaintance  with  science  enables  him 
properly  to  appreciate  and  admire.  Every  thing 
he  sees  will  afford  his  mind  an  easy,  yet  interest- 
ing exercise.  The  streams,  the  woods,  the  war- 
bling birds,  the  mysterious  process  of  vegetation, 
all  animal  and  vegetable  life,  combine  to  awaken, 
in  a cultivated  mind  and  refined  taste,  a thousand 
little  wonders,  surprises,  and  pleasures,  that  keep  it 
in  a state  of  agreeable  excitement,  which  bids  de- 
fiance to  listlessness  or  vacuity.  But  to  those  who 
,can  neither  labour,  or  think,  or  read — whose  habits 
are  equally  at  war  with  employment  or  reflection, 
the  country  is  the  situation  of  all  others  perhaps  the 
most  dangerous,  since  the  want  of  employment, 
either  of  body  or  mind,  too  generally  drives  them 
to  the  indulgence  of  habits  of  low  dissipation  and  in- 
temperance, equally  fatal  to  their  health  and  morals. 

In  one  of  my  late  excursions,  I happened  to  be 
detained,  by  a long  storm,  at  a hotel  in  a little  vil- 
lage where  I had  put  up  the  evening  before..  It 
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chanced  to  be  in  the  neighbourhood  of  a young 
friend  of  mine,  who  had  married  and  retired  into 
the  country  some  years  before,  to  the  infinite  aston- 
ishment of  his  gay  companions,  many  of  whom  are 
still  hanging  about  the  town,  a burden  to  them- 
selves, and  incapable  of  enjoying  the  pleasures  and 
amusements  of  a life  they  have  worn  quite  thread- 
bare. By  some  accident  he  heard  of  my  being 
at  the  inn,  and,  notwithstanding  the  storm,  came 
down  in  his  country  carriage  to  carry  me  home 
with  him.  I accepted  his  hospitalities,  for  in  truth 
I was  tired  of  being  cooped  up  at  the  inn  without 
society ; and  if  1 had  not  been,  there  was  some- 
thing in  the  manner  of  my  young  friend  that  was 
quite  sufficient  to  win  my  easy  consent. 

His  house  and  establishment,  though  neither  of 
them  approaching  to  magnificence,  partook  of  an 
air  of  competency.  There  was  nothing  about  them 
that  aspired  to  style,  but  still  enough  to  satisfy  one 
that  its  owner  wanted  nothing;  or  if  he  did,  that 
he  was  able  to  procure  it.  In  short,  the  whole  was 
such  as  is  within  the  reach  of  most  of  our  young 
gemlemen,  who  spend  a great  deal  more  in  a few 
years  in  the  city  than  would  suffice  to  place  them 
in  a state  of  independence,  were  they  to  pursue  a 
country  life. 

The  situation  of  the  house  was  charming  to  my 
eye.  I hope  my  readers  will  excuse  me  for  at- 
tempting to  describe  it,  if  not  for  their  pleasure,  at 
least  for  mjne.  Old  as  I am,  I luxuriate  iu  thp 
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midst  of  nature’s  charms.  I would  not  exchange 
the  privilege  and  opportunity  of  frequently  contem- 
plating a beautiful  landscape,  for  the  possession  of 
one  of  Claude  Lorrain’s  best  pictures  ; nor  give 
up  a ramble  through  some  delightful  scenes  that  T 
have  frequented  from  my  youth  upwards,  for  the 
delights  and  fatigues  of  the  grand  tour.  Such 
being  the  case,  I never  suffer  a charming  landscape 
to  slip  through  my  fingers,  although  perfectly  con- 
scious that  in  attempting  to  describe  it,  I rather  ad- 
minister to  my  own  gratification  by  recalling  sen- 
sations that  are  past,  than  present  any  definite 
picture  to  the  contemplation  of  my  readers. 

The  house  was  placed  near  the  extremity  of  a 
long  neck  or  point,  which  jutted  far  into  the  broad 
river,  and  enabled  the  spectator  to  command  an  ex- 
tensive view  both  up  and  down  the  stream.  A 
number  of  fine  trees,  of  nature’s  production,  were 
scattered  about  singly  and  in  clumps,  with  that  pic- 
turesque absence  of  all  arrangement,  which  makes 
nature  so  much  more  enchanting  than  art,  and  af- 
forded a thousand  natural,  unaffected  vistas,  through 
which  the  water  and  the  land  appeared  in  infinite 
varieties  of  form  and  aspect.  Underneath  these 
old  trees  were  the  various  outhouses ; and  here 
the  sheep  and  cattle  lay  in  luxurious  indolence, 
panting  away  the  noontide  heat,  while  the  farm- 
yard poultry  mixed  with  them  in  that  peaceful  as- 
sociation, which  is  so  indicative  of  the  character 
of  a country  life.  At  the  root  of  an  old  oak  was 
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a dear  and  plenteous  spring,  the  waters  of  which 
supplied  the  house,  and  ran  through  the  stone  dairy, 
whose  coolness  and  deanliness  were  equally  ad- 
mirable. To  the  south,  the  view  on  one  side  of 
the  river  presented  a succession  of  lofty  banks,  in 
some  places  rocky  and-  precipitous,  in  others  par- 
celled into  fields  to  the  very  summit,  the  enclo- 
sures of  which  could  be  distinguished  a distance 
of  many  miles.  On  the  other  side,  the  river  swel- 
led into  a magnificent  curve,  whicli  gave  an  oppor- 
tunity of  displaying  the  country  completely,  as  far 
as  the  eye  could  reach.  Here  the  shore  was  at 
first  somewhat  rugged  and  mountainous,  but  grad- 
ually tapered  away  into  a charming  picturesque 
country,  gently  rising  from  the  river’s  bank,  and 
swelling  into  inequalities  of  every  form  and  hue. 
Towards  the  north,  the  eye,  after  passing  over  a 
number  of  wooded  points  jutting  out  into  the  river, 
with  1 i t tie  coves  between  them,  at  length  rested 
upon  the  blue  and  distant  peaks  of  the  lofty  high- 
lands. Westward,  across  the  river,  at  a consider- 
able distance,  was  a range  of  mountains,  which 
bounded  the  view  in  this  direction,  whose  tops,  when 
gilded  with  the  setting  sun,  and  capped  with 
clouds  of  infinite  forms  and  ever  changing  huer 
presented  a scene  of  heavenly  splendour. 

Here  my  friend  passed  his  time  in  useful  and 
wholesome  employment,  cultivating  his  lands,  and 
improving  both  his  mind  and  his  heart,  by  the  con- 
templation of  nature,  and  the  practice  of  the  domestic 
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virtues.  His  days  were  passed  in  attending  to 
his  rural  kingdom,  over  which  he  was  sole  legisla- 
tor— in  the  pleasant  indulgence  of  a literary  taste, 
and  in  the  enjoyment  of  the  endearments  of  his  lit- 
tle family.  There  was,  in  truth,  an  air  of  sprightly 
happiness  in  every  thing  around.  Scarcely  an 
hour  passed  that  the  vessels  were  not  seen  gliding 
close  by  the  point,  giving  an  appearance  of  life  and 
action  to  the  scene,  and  their  white  sails  appeared 
through  almost  every  opening  of  the  trees;  I often 
counted  sixty  in  sight  at  one  time. 

But  the  evening  and  the  night  was  the  season 
of  luxury  ;•  the  one  was  so  cheerful,  yet  so  quiet, - 
the  other  so  delightfully  cool.  The  air,  passing 
over  the  salt  water  on  either  hand,  acquired  a re- 
freshing coolness,  that  was  still  increased  by  hear- 
ing the  waves  dashing  against  the  shores  on  all 
sides,-  and  communicating  to  the  imagination  the' 
same  feeling  which  the  senses  realized.  In  the 
morning,  every  one  awaked  refreshed  and  invigo- 
rated, and  the  first  object  that  attracted  my  view 
through  the  window  wras  the  distant  mountain, 
clothed  with  its  nightcap  of  mist,  or  shining  in  the 
warm  beams  of  a glorious  sun. 

But  I have  not  yet  mentioned  my  young  friend’s 
greatest  treasures,  reserving  them  for  the  last — his 
wife  and  children.  The  former  was  a great  belle 
in  her  day,  and,  what  is  somewhat  remarkable,  was 
not  spoiled  by  admiration  and  pleasure.  She  pos- 
sessed good  sense,  which  sooner  or  later,  I believe, 
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always  retrieves  the  effects  of  early  temptation  and 
indulgence.  Hence  it  happens,  that  we  often  see 
those  very  persons  whose  habits  and  education 
have  least  led  us  to  expect  it,  become  the  best  of 
wives,  or  the  most  exemplary  of  husbands.  Per- 
haps the  best  security  against  expensive  follies,  is 
that  of  having  become  satiated  in  their  indulgence. 
Such  persons  have  experienced  what  a life  of 
pleasure  can  bestow,  and  there  is  little  danger  in 
presenting  a picture  to  the  imagination,  which  the 
senses  have  already  realized.  I would  not  advise 
either  a man  or  a woman  to  select  a belle,  or  a 
gay  town-bred  gentleman,  as  a companion  for  life 
in  the  country,  but  still  it  is  quite  certain  their 
chance  of  happiness  would  not  be  altogether  des- 
perate, as  the  example  of  my  young  friend  demon- 
strates. 

A number  of  little  embellishments,  that  cost 
nothing,  about  the  house,  indicate  that  she  still  pre- 
serves a portion  of  that  refinement  and  taste  for 
which  she  was  once  so  distinguished,  while  her 
own  manners,  and  especially  those  of  "her  children, 
give  evidence  that  she  has  not  thought  it  less  worth 
her  while  to  be  wellbred  in  the  country,  than  in 
town.  She  has  the  art  of  attending  to  her  house- 
hold affairs  without  disturbing  her  company,  or 
robbing  her  husband  of  her  society,  at  those  mo- 
ments of  leisure  when  a man  wishes  to  see  around 
him  those  he  most  loves.  That  she  used  some- 
times to  visit  her  kitchen  I am  fully  assured,  but 
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I never  could  find  out  when,  during  all  the  time  of 
my  visit,  which  was  prolonged  several  days.  The 
three  children  are  always  clean  ; and  the  youngest, 
though  not  quite  a year  old,  has  already  the  air  of 
a gentleman.  They  are  neither  trained  to  astonish 
visiters  by  asking  or  answering  premature  ques- 
tions, nor  is  there  any  thing  remarkable  about 
them,  other  than  an  air  of  simple  gentility,  joined  to 
a habit  of  noiseless  gayety,  peculiarly  agreeable 
to  an  old  bachelor  like  myself,  who  delights  in 
company,  without  being  able  to  endure  noise.  But 
the  youngest  is  my  favourite.  He  seldom  or  ever 
laughs  ; but  when  pleased,  will  drop  one  of  the  cor- 
ners of  his  mouth,  and  smile  with  an  expression  half 
gay,  half  melancholy,  that  is  peculiarly  interesting. 
The  mother  denies  it,  but  I can  perceive  she  loves 
this  little  fellow  a little  better  than  the  rest,  forever 
since  she  observed  my  liking  to  him,  I have  re- 
ceived several  additional  proofs  of  her  attention. 
In  going  away,  I complimented  my  friend  on  the 
mode  of  life  he  had  chosen,  and  asked  him  to  tell 
me  sincerely  whether  he  did  not  sometimes,  at 
least  in  winter,  long  for  the  pleasures  of  the  town. 
He  answered  me  with  a clear  eye  and  unembar- 
rassed countenance — “ It  would  be  folly,  my  dear 
old  friend,  for  me  to  say  that  there  are  not  draw- 
backs on  my  happiness,  which  none  know  but 
those  in  my  situation.  But  I am  so  satisfied  with 
my  lot,  I would  not  exchange  it  for  any  other ; and 
so  far  from  feeling  the  cold  season  irksome,  or 
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longing  for  the  pleasures  of  a winter  in  town,  | 
then,  more  than  ever,  enjoy  the  delights  of  do- 
mestic happiness,  when  they  are  all  concentrated 
ground  a happy  fireside.” 


Letter  from  Cornelius  Taykaonta , King  of  the 
Oneidas,  <J-c.  <|-c.,  who  can  do  no  wrong , to  Red 
Jacket , 

“ Cousin, 

“ I find  this  country  of  France  in  some  things 
pnore  to  my  liking  than  England,  and  I can  un- 
derstand their  language  better,  having  been  some 
time  prisoner  in  Canada,  The  women  work  in  the 
fields  here,  a custom  I suppose  they  learned  frorp 
us  Indians,  Some  of  them  wear  cocked  hats.  On 
our  first  coming  ashore,  the  people  stared  at  me  ; 
but  as  soon  as  they  heard  I was  a king,  they 
shouted  vive  le  Roi,  which  I took  very  kindly. 
Others  shouted  vive  l’Empereur,  and  not  being  able 
to  agree  about  my  rank,  they  were  going  together 
by  the  ears,  but  were  prevented  by  the  soldiers, 
who  pricked  some  with  bayonets,  and  knocked 
Others  down.  Finally,  the  vive  le  Roi  party  pre- 
vailed. 

“ Just  then  a very  polite  man  came  up,  and 
making  six  bows,  each  one  lower  than  the  other, 
invited  me  to  come  and  stay  at  his  house,  being 
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very  desirous  of  the  honour  of  a visit  from  me 
and  my  suite.  I accepted  his  offer,  and  we  had  an 
excellent  dinner.  What  I particularly  noticed  was, 
that  he  gave  us  not  a single  frog,  nor  have  I seen 
one  eaten  since  I came  here,  whence  I conclude 
the  English  are  great  liars.  I must  not  forget  to 
tell  you  that  this  is  the  country  of  brandy,  and 
that  I saw  a vast  many  great  casks  rolling  about 
the  streets,  as  if  they  were  quite  drunk.  For  my 
part,  I wonder  the  people  don’t  all  take  to  drinking 
it.  But,  on  the  contrary,  they  seem  to  care  little 
about  this  liquor,  preferring  wine,  which  in  my 
opinion  shows  a great  want  of  taste. 

“ After  being  here  some  days,  not  wishing  to 
trespass  on  the  hospitality  of  my  good  friend  who 
had  invited  me  to  stay  with  him,  I was  going  away 
one  morning  early  with  very  little  ceremony,  as  is 
our  custom,  when  he  handed  me  a bill,  and  with  a 
very  low  bow,  exclaimed  vive  le  Roi.  I was  a 
little  mortified  to  find,  on  this  being  explained,  that 
he  expected  me  to  pay  him  for  his  hospitality,  and 
had  charged  me  three  times  as  much  as  common 
persons,  to  show  his  respect  for  royalty.  On 
my  telling  him  I would  willingly  dispense  with 
this  proof  of  his  attachment,  he  shook  his  head, 
bowed  lower  than  before,  and  cried  out  vive  le  Roi 
three  times,  as  loud  as  he  could  bawl.  As  the  pay- 
ment of  this  bill  would  have  nearly  emptied  the 
royal  treasury,  I thought  I would  try  whether  the 
king  could  do  no  wrong  in  France  as  well  as  in 
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England,  and  was  going  to  get  into  the  carriage 
that  was  waiting  for  me.  Upon  this  an  officer  step- 
ped up,  and  making  a low  bow,  cried  out  vive  le  Roi, 
After  which,  he  told  me  I must  pay  the  bill  or  go  to 
prison.  It  was  in  vain  I insisted  that  the  king  could 
do  no  wrong,  and  that  I was  their  king’s  brother.  I 
was  forced  to  pay  the  disloyal  knave,  to  prevent  worse 
consequences,  I am  determined  to  take  royal 
vengeance  for  this  insult,  and  have  sent  orders  to 
my  oldest  son,  his  royal  highness  the  prince  re- 
gent of  all  the  Oneidas,  to  hang  up  Obed  Peabody, 
who  keeps  a tavern  at  the  cross-rbads,  near  my 
royal  castle,  as  an  example  to  all  others.  I have 
also  issued  a decree,  directing  his  royal  highness  to 
raze  Peabody’s  house  to  the  ground,  and  not  leave 
one  log  upon  another,  by  which  means  I shall  not 
only  complete  my  vengeance,  but  also  liquidate  an 
old  score  chalked  up  behind  his  door  against  me 
since  two  years  past,  This  is  in  strict  conformity 
with  the  practice  of  my  royal  and  legitimate  brother 
kings  in  this  civilized  portion  of  the  globe. 

“ Being,  in  consequence  of  this  infamous  disloy- 
alty and  treason,  left  writh  an  empty  treasury,  I 
called  upon  my  committee  of  ways  and  means,  and 
propounded  to  them  this  difficulty  in  my  depart- 
ment of  finance.  They  accordingly  reported  a 
bill  recommending  me  to  turn  my  dignity  to  ac- 
count, by  exhibiting  myself  publicly  to  these  bar- 
barians, as  their  own  monarchs  were  accustomed 
to  do  at  the  theatres,  before  they  grew  afraid  to 
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venture  out  at  night.  I was  rather  loath  to  lower 
my  dignity  by  thus  making  myself,  as  it  were,  an 
elephant  or  a catamount;  but  on  second  thoughts, 
it  struck  me  there  was  little  difference  between 
showing  myself  off  - for  money,  and  making  the  peo- 
ple pay  the  expenses  of  my  exhibition,  like  my 
brother  and  cousin  kings  in  Europe. 

“ Public  notice  being  given,  we  accordingly  ap- 
peared at  the  theatre,  before  a vast  crowd  of  peo- 
ple, who  received  us  with  a great  deal  more  ap- 
plause than  was  bestowed  on  my  brother  of  Eng- 
land when  he  exhibited  himself  at  London,  as  I 
mentioned  in  a former  letter.  I was  dressed  in 
grand  costume,  and  carried  on  my  back  all  the 
presents  I had  received  from  the  various  sovereigns 
and  people  of  distinction  during  my  travels.  ] 
wore  a superb  chints  morning  gown,  which  I tried 
to  get  trimmed  with  fur  in  London,  but  my  brother 
the  King  of  England  had  bought  it  all  up  for  his 
coronation,  and  would  not  spare  me  an  inch,  though 
I offered  to  pay  him  a good  advance  for  a small 
quantity.  Over  this,  I had  a red  military  coat, 
trimmed  with  copper  lace,  which  I bought  of  an 
officer  of  my  brother  the  King  of  England’s  guards, 
for  ten  beaver-skins.  Besides  these,  I had  six  tin 
bracelets  on  each  arm,  three  copper  rings  in  my 
nose,  and  a dozen  in  each  of  my  ears.  About  my 
ankles  I wore  tin  bands,  and  on  my  feet  a pair  of 
moccasins  embroidered  with  porcupine  quills,  over 
which  was  fastened  a pair  of  snow-shoes,  with 
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gilt  spurs  behind.  I was  much  at  a loss  for  my 
crown,  globe,  and  sceptre,  but  I made  the  leg  of  a 
gilt  chair  answer  for  a sceptre,  I hired  a glass  globe 
of  an  apothecary,  and  instead  of  a crown,  I wore 
the  skin  of  a buffalo’s  head  with  the  horns  on. 
They  offered  me  the  regalia  of  the  playhouse,  but 
I was  determined  not  to  demean  myself  by  wear- 
ing any  of  their  frippery.  I put  every  thing  I had 
upon  me,  in  imitation  of  my  brother  kings  here, 
who,  whenever  they  come  out  for  a show,  almost 
smother  themselves  with  finery. 

“ When  the  curtain  drew  up  and  discovered  me 
sitting  on  my  throne  in  the  midst  of  my  courtiers, 
who  were  also  dressed  in  their  best  blankets,  the 
shouts  of  vive  le  Roi  were  incredible.  Such  in- 
deed were  the  enthusiastic  bursts  of  loyalty  with 
which  I was  greeted,  that  it  was  observed,  there 
was  no  instance  within  the  last  hundred  years  of 
a monarch  being  received  in  this  country  with  such 
demonstrations  of  attachment.  Being  rather  elated 
at  this  reception,  I unluckily  overturned  my  globe, 
which  broke  into  pieces,  and  lost  my  crown  in 
stooping  to  remedy  this  misfortune,  which  is  an- 
other instance  of  the  danger  of  being  too  much  ela- 
ted with  prosperity.  The  moment  my  globe  was 
smashed  to  pieces,  the  apothecary  demanded  pay- 
ment as  loud  as  he  could  bawl.  Having  no  money 
left,  and  having  often  heard  of  paying  debts  with  a 
song,  I got  up  and  gave  them  the  war-dance  and 
song  of  the  Oneidas,  upon  which  they  decreed  the 
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apothecary  should  be  satisfied.  So  well  pleased 
were  they  with  our  performance,  that  a great  num- 
ber of  oranges  wrere  sent  to  us  from  the  upper  part 
of  the  theatre,  where  the  principal  persons  sit. 
Indeed,  the  immense  crowd  that  came  to  pay  their 
respects  to  me  was  so  well  satisfied,  that  my  share 
,of  their  contributions  came  to  a good  sum  of  mo- 
ney. I proposed  a few  days  afterward  to  gratify 
this  loyal  people  again  with  the  sight  of  me,  but 
my  offer  was  declined.  I have  since  had  good 
reason  to  believe  there  was  an  apprehension  that 
my  brother,  King  Louis,  was  a little  jealous  of  my 
reception,  and  rather  suspected  me  of  designs 
against  his  crown.  Indeed,  I find  that  thrones 
are  almost  as  easily  overturned  in  this  part  of  the 
world  as  empty  bottles,  and  kings  upset  like  nine- 
pins. It  is  for  this  reason  they  are  so  cowardly, 
that  they  think  every  gun  they  hear  is  fired  at 
them,  and  are  continually  finding  out  plots  of  old 
men  and  women,  who  manufacture  pikes  and  bat- 
tle-axes to  overturn  their  puissant  and  happy  king- 
doms. 

“ After  receiving  these  proofs  of  respect  and  loy- 
alty I set  out  for  the  great  city  of  Paris,  to  pay  a 
visit  to  my  cousin  the  king.  He  is  an  old  man, 
remarkably  fond  of  capons,  and  so  feeble  that  they 
say  he  could  not  sit  on  his  throne,  unless  he  was 
held  up  by  his  priest  on  one  side  and  his  prime 
minister  on  the  other.  I called  to  see  him,  and 
pret  with  a good  reception,  only  he  never  asked  me 
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to  stay  and  eat  capons  with  him,  which  I thought 
rather  mean.  As  all  courts  are  alike,  and  all  equally 
dull,  I shall  not  trouble  you  with  a description  of 
this. 

“ This  is  a pleasant  place,  much  more  so  than 
London,  full  of  pretty  sights  and  pretty  women. 
They  don’t  go  iron-shod  like  the  English  horses 
and  women,  which  I like.  But  neither  do  they 
wear  moccasins,  which  I don’t  like.  One  of  the 
first  places  they  took  me  to  see  was  the  grand 
national  opera,  a place  for  music  and  dancing. 
Their  music  I could  not  judge  of,  on  account  of 
the  noise  of  fiddles  and  what  not.  I was  much  di- 
verted with  a person  standing  up  at  one  end  of  the 
orchestra,  who  seemed  to  be  a sort  of  commander- 
in-chief  of  the  fiddlers.  He  did  nothing  but  flourish 
a roll  of  paper  furiously,  ordering  his  people  about 
like  militia  men  at  a training.  Whenever  the  fiddlers 
made  a great  noise,  the  people  cried  out  bravo, 
which  made  the  commander  look  round  with  much 
dignity,  as  if  he  had  gained  a great  victory.  Their 
dancing,  I dare  say,  is  fine,  but  some  of  the  women 
dancers  made  me  quite  ashamed.  I was  told  this 
was  because  I was  not  yet  civilized,  so  I shut  my 
eyes  and  said  no  more  about  it. 

“ I should  like  this  place,  and  England  too,  much  1 
better,  if  it  was  not  for  the  trouble  I have  with  the 
wise  men,  who  are  continually  coming  to  instruct 
me  in  every  thing.  One  comes  to  teach  me  reli- 
gion, another  law,  and  a third  the  art  of  civil  gov- 
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eminent;  which  last,  as  far  as  I can  see,  consists 
in  governing  by  military  force.  I have  had  divers 
arguments  with  these  people  respecting  the  com- 
parative excellence  of  their  customs,  opinions,  and 
government  and  ours,  the  substance  of  which  I 
will  now  give  you,  to  show  what  foolish  people 
these  wise  men  are. 

“ Soon  after  I came  here,  a little  fat  man  in  petti- 
coats, they  call  my  brother  the  king’s  confessor, 
came  to  convert  me.  I told  him  I had  been  con- 
verted twice  already,  which  was  quite  often  enough 
for  a king  who  could  do  no  wrong.  As  he  seemed 
to  doubt  the  truth  of  this,  I produced  my  Bible. 
Upon  this  he  fell  into  a passion,  and  wanted  to  take 
it  away  from  me,  because  it  was  a dangerous  book, 
that  would  lead  me  astray.  But  I would  not  let 
him  have  it,  telling  him  the  English  bishop,  who 
converted  me  the  last  time,  had  given  it  me  as  a 
good  book.  He  told  me  the  English  bishops  were 
no  bishops,  because  they  were  not  chosen  by  the 
pope,  and  that  their  religion  was  worse  than  pagan- 
ism. I asked  him  who  this  pope  was,  about  whom 
I heard  so  much  in  Canada,  and  so  little  to  his 
credit  in  England.  Upon  this  the  little  fat  man 
began  a long  discourse  that  lasted  two  hours,  of 
which  I did  not  comprehend  one  word.  It  was  in 
vain  for  me  to  attempt  answering  it,  therefore,  and 
he  looked  about  him  as  though  he  had  gained  a 
great  victory.  He  boasts  of  having  converted  me, 
by  this  mode  of  silencing  all  objections  with  argu- 
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merits  which  nobody  can  comprehend.  I recollect,- 
however,  one  of  his  arguments,  that  I understood 
well  enough.  When  I complained  of  the  cruelty 
of  the  white  men  who  first  came  to  convert  the 
Indians,  he  very  gravely  assured  me  that  Heaven 
had  permitted  the  destruction  of  so  many  hundred 
thousand  Indians,  in  order  that  the  souls  of  the  few 
remaining  ones  might  be  saved ; one  single  soul 
being  worth  all  the  lives  in  the  world.  Finally,  he 
went  away  in  a great  passion,  on  my  telling  him 
that  in  England,  where  I was  lately,  they  always 
put  the  pope  and  the  d — 1 together,  as  if  they  con- 
sidered them  old  friends  and  associates. 

“ Scarcely  had  he  gone  away,  when  a great  phi- 
losopher came  to  teach  me  how  to  civilize  and  gov^ 
ern  my  people.  I liked  some  parts  of  his  system 
well  enough,  and  shall  not  fail  to  bring  home  sev- 
eral of  the  improvements  he  talked  about.  The 
notion  of  the  whole  people  being  born  for  the  good 
of  one,  and  living  under  him  as  slaves,  without  his 
being  obliged  to  feed  and  clothe  them  like  the 
owners  of  negroes,  is  good.  So  is  that  of  his 
being  master  of  their  lives  and  fortunes,  the  source 
of  all  power,  and  the  fountain  of  all  honour.  Being 
myself  a king,  I say  I like  all  this,  because  the 
philosopher  assured  me  I was  fairly  entitled  to  these 
privileges.  He  convinced  me  it  was  quite  intoler- 
able that  an  Indian  should  be  master  of  his  own' 
body,  hunt,  fish,  smoke,  and  go  to  sleep  just  when 
he  pleases  ; fear  no  man,  acknowledge  a depend- 
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ance  on  no  living  being,  and  speak  just  what  he 
thinks  without  being  hanged  for  treason.  Such 
notions,  he  maintained,  were  impious  and  blasphe- 
mous, and  led  to  the  downfall  of  religion. 

“ But  there  were  other  matters  he  told  me  of 
that  I don’t  altogether  admire.  The  kings,  who 
enjoy  all  these  prerogatives,  are  obliged  to  shut 
themselves  up  in  their  royal  palaces,  and  to  sacri- 
fice the  sweets  of  liberty  entirely.  The  delights 
of  the  fields,  and  the  pleasures  of  the  chase,  are  in 
a great  measure  denied  them  ; and  the  consequence 
of  being  thus  shut  out  from  these  innocent  recrea- 
tions is,  that  they  wallow  in  gluttony  and  luxuries 
of  every  kind,  and  indulge  in  the  greatest  latitude 
of  licentiousness,  only  to  pass  away  the  time. 
The  philosopher  explained  to  me  the  reasons  for 
this  confinement,  and  how  it  came  that  the  king 
was  shut  up  like  a bird  in  his  cage.  It  was  ne- 
cessary that  the  people  should  see  his  sacred 
majesty  but  seldom,  and  be  kept  at  a distance,  be- 
cause familiarity  produced  contempt,  and  they 
might  find  out,  if  they  came  too  near,  what  was 
very  often  the  case,  that  their  royal  master  was  an 
ass.  This  was  the  perfection  of  the  system,  be- 
cause it  enabled  a person  who,  in  common  situa- 
tions, could  not  govern  a pig-sty,  to  reign  over 
millions  of  subjects  with  great  glory.  He  instanced 
several  kings  who  lived  a great  while  ago,  who, 
although  called  madmen,  were  the  most  famous  in 
the  world ; and  concluded  by  referring  me  for  the 
SO 
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truth  of  this  to  a neighbouring  kingdom,  which  was 
said  to  have  arrived  at  a pitch  of  unparalleled 
glory,  under  a king  who  lost  his  wits  many  years 
ago.  But  I will  not  disguise  from  you,  that  I have 
since  had  good  cause  to  believe  that  the  true  rea- 
son why  these  legitimate  kings  are  kept  out  of 
sight  is,  that  the  people  are  apt  to  shoot  them  when 
they  come  abroad,  because  they  begin  to  be  tired 
of  this  excellent  system  of  things.  It  seems  the 
people  have  got  it  into  their  heads  that  our  Indian 
system  of  freedom  is  best ; and  I suspect  very 
much  that  the  jealousy  of  my  brother  the  king 
arises  from  a fear  that  they  will  depose  him,  and 
put  me  in  his  place.  Upon  the  whole,  I confess 
to  you,  though  I like  some  parts  of  their  govern- 
ment, I prefer  my  own.  It  is  true  I have  but  little 
revenue,  except  now  and  then  a present  of  a piec.e 
of  deer,  or  a fox-skin  ; but  then  I have  very  little 
trouble  in  being  a king.  I can’t  pick  the  pockets 
of  my  faithful  subjects,  because  there  is  nothing  in 
them  ; but  if  I have  little  money,  I have  as  little 
use  for  it.  I can’t  put  any  of  my  subjects  to  death, 
or  send  them  to  prison,  nor  get  laws  enacted  for 
that  purpose  whenever  I please ; but  I can  go 
abroad  as  often  as  I choose,  and  wander  alone  in 
the  woods  a hunting,  without  fearing  any  of  my 
faithful  subjects  will  shoot  me.  Finally,  I can’t 
force  my  people  to  make  war  when  they  have  no 
injuries  to  revenge,  or  fight  when  they  are  not 
angry  ; but  then  I am  not  afraid  of  a rebellion,  and 


SALMAGUNDI. 


231 


sleep  soundly  at  night  in  my  royal  palace  that  has 
no  lock  or  bolt  to  the  door,  without  dreaming  of 
plots  and  treasons. 

“ The  philosopher  had  not  been  long  gone  when 
I was  set  upon  by  a physician,  who  presented  me 
with  a great  book  containing  cures  for  all  diseases. 
I informed  him  most  of  these  were  entirely  un- 
known among  us,  as  we  had  neither  books  nor 
places  where  a blockhead  could  in  a year  or  two 
learn  to  cure  all  disorders,  without  the  assistance 
of  common  sense.  At  all  events,  we  did  not  want 
his  aid,  as  we  had  among  us  people  the  white 
men  choose  to  call  jugglers,  because  they  had  not 
a degree,  but  who  answered  quite  as  well,  being 
pretty  expert  at  killing.  When  we  were  strong 
and  well,  these  people  were  useful  to  be  laughed 
at;  but  the  moment  we  got  sick  and  our  minds  be- 
came weak,  we  sent  for  them.  Then  we  gave 
away  our  most  precious  articles,  in  return  for  which 
they  told  us  all  the  news,  talked  about  all  the  old 
women  in  the  village,  and  concluded  by  making 
wry  faces,  and  chattering  an  unintelligible  jargon 
which  nobody  understood.  A proof  that  these 
were  most  excellent  physicians,  was,  that  until  the 
white  men  brought  us  brandy  and  whiskey,  we  en- 
joyed much  better  health,  were  more  hardy  and 
active,  and  lived  quite  as  long  as  their  own  doctors, 
without  getting  bled  and  taking  pills.  I then  asked 
him  if  he  could  cure  the  disease  of  whiskey.  He 
shook  his  head  and  looked  wise ; upon  which  I 
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told  him  I looked  upon  his  book  as  good  for  noth* 
ing ; for  in  truth,  I began  to  be  tired  of  these  peo- 
ple, who  were  good  enough  to  take  so  much  trouble 
for  our  benefit.  On  going  away  he  shook  hands, 
and  observing  that  I was  a little  feverish,  insisted 
on  bleeding  me,  whereupon  I thrust  him  out  of 
doors. 

“ The  next  attempt  upon  me  was  by  a man, 
whose  business,  I was  told,  was  to  mend  old  sys- 
tems and  make  new  ones,  a trade  followed  by  a 
vast  many  persons  at  present  in  this  part  of  the 
world.  He  brought  a system  of  laws,  which  he 
begged  me  to  get  adopted  in  my  kingdom.  He 
assured  me  that  most  of  my  brother  kings  highly 
approved,  though  not  one  had  put  them  in  practice, 
which  I thought  rather  remarkable.  He  then 
began  to  read  them  without  being  asked,  and  at  the 
second  chapter  I fell  asleep.  I believe  he  did  not 
observe  it,  for  he  was  still  reading  when  I awoke. 
Luckily,  he  was  just  finishing,  or  most  likely  I 
should  have  gone  to  sleep  again.  When  he  had 
done,  he  asked  how  I liked  his  codification,  as  he 
called  it.  I told  him  I heartily  agreed  with  my 
brother  kings  in  thinking  it  excellent,  but  I doubted 
whether  my  people  would  be  able  to  comprehend 
it,  as  they  could  not  read.  He  replied,  very  briskly, 
he  had  an  infallible  remedy  for  that,  by  teaching 
them  to  read  ; at  all  events,  if  I would  only  give  it 
a fair  trial,  I should  in  a short  time  see  a wonder-? 
•ful  improvement  in  my  people,  I told  him  I would 
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consider  of  it ; but,  to  say  the  truth,  I had  a plan 
of  my  own,  which  was  nothing  more  than  to  per- 
suade them  to  live  honestly,  and  do  no  harm  to 
their  neighbours,  by  which  means  they  might  do 
without  laws  altogether.  Upon  this  he  put  up  his 
codification,  took  a pinch  of  snuff,  and  hurried 
down  stairs,  muttering  ‘ savage  ! savage  !’  till  he 
was  quite  out  of  hearing. 

“ Being  gone,  I lighted  my  pipe,  and  thought  to 
enjoy  a quiet  hour  before  dinner,  which  I was  en- 
gaged to  take  with  one  of  the  royal  dukes,  when  a 
person,  called  a philanthropist,  came  to  teach  me 
humanity.  He  began  with  great  fury  against  our 
cruel  and  barbarous  custom  of  killing  our  prisoners 
of  war  ; and  concluded  without  sparing  a single 
hair  of  our  heads.  He  spoke  a long  while  of  the 
great  pains  he  had  taken  to  put  a stop  to  widows 
burning  themselves  on  the  funeral  pile  of  their  de- 
ceased husbands — to  the  infamous  slave  system — 
and  finally  concluded  by  calling  us  all  barbarians. 
I began  to  get  into  a passion,  for  though  I don’t 
mind  being  called  an  Indian,  I despise  the  epithet 
of  barbarian,  and  so  resolved  to  give  this  gentleman 
a piece  of  my  mind. 

“ I began  by  telling  him  that  I never,  in  the  whole 
course  of  my  reign,  knew  of  a widow  attempting 
to  burn  herself  in  the  manner  he  mentioned  among 
the  Oneidas.  Upon  this  he  assured  me  he  did  not 
mean  the  Oneidas,  but  certain  Indians  about  thir- 
teen thousand  miles  off.  I told  him,  as  my  authority 
20* 
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did  not  extend  quite  so  far,  he  had  better  talk  to 
some  one  else  about  this  matter,  and  not  abuse  me 
for  it.  If  the  widows  in  those  parts  chose  to 
burn  themselves,  that  was  their  own  business.  I 
had  heard  say  it  was  because  they  were  not  allow- 
ed to  marry  again  ; but  at  all  events  it  was  better 
they  should  die  at  once,  than  live  to  be  wished 
dead,  as  I had  heard  young  fellows  do  the  old 
women  who  had  large  jointures.  Besides,  it  was 
not  much  worse  than  shutting  up  beautiful  young 
girls  in  gloomy  prisons,  under  pretence  of  devoting 
them  to  God,  when  it  was  well  known  it  was  only 
that  they  might  enrich  the  eldest  sister,  and  many 
her  to  some  nobleman  who  would  take  her  for  her 
money.  We  Indians  held  the  loss  of  liberty  as 
much  more  painful  than  burning  at  the  stake. 

“ Then  as  to  the  great  noise  he  made  about  black 
people  being  made  slaves  by  us  Indians,  I did  not 
find  much  difference  between  black  negroes  and 
white  negroes.  They  all  worked  equally  hard, 
and  we  Indians  held  them  equally  enslaved.  For 
aught  I knew,  civilization  was  nothing  more  than 
working  all  day,  and  taking  great  pains  to  get  rid 
of  very  small  inconveniences.  Hard  work  was  the 
distinguishing  characteristic  of  a civilized  man. 
To  be  sure,  among  a free  people  like  the  Indians, 
it  would  be  a stretch  of  humanity  to  abolish  negro 
slavery  if  it  subsisted  there  ; but  really,  where 
ninety-nine  in  a hundred  of  the  white  men  were 
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slaves,  black  slaves  were  quite  unnecessary,  as  they 
would  only  interfere  with  white  ones. 

“ As  to  our  inhumanity  to  prisoners  of  war,  we 
only  killed  such  as  were  necessary  to  appease  the 
spirits  of  our  kindred  that  had  fallen  m battle  , and 
in  this  we  acted  in  conformity  to  their  own  religion, 
which  gives  an  eye  for  an  eye,  a tooth  for  a tooth. 
We  adopted  as  many  as  would  supply  the  numbers 
we  had  lost,  and  instead  of  keeping  the  others  for 
years  in  jails,  crowded  together  without  air  or  food, 
or  space  to  lie  down  in,  where  they  perished  slowly 
and  miserably,  we  were  merciful,  and  put  them  to 
death.  By  this  means  we  rendered  our  wars  less 
fatal  than  theirs,  for  all  the  prisoners  sacrificed  by 
us  Indians  since  they  first  had  intercourse  \\  ith 
white  men,  would  not  amount  to  one  half  of  those 
who  had  perished  within  the  last  few  years  in  the 
manner  I had  stated.  If  we  did  sometimes  sacri- 
fice a victim  at  the  stake  as  an  offering  to  our  god 
of  war,  it  was  only  in  imitation  of  their  old  custom 
of  sacrificing  a poor  creature  who  differed  from 
them  in  religion, to  their  prince  of  peace. 

“ ‘ But,’  continued  I,  ‘ your  inhumanity  does  not 
stop  here.  When  we  kill  a bear,  a deer,  or  a buf- 
falo, we  destroy  an  enemy,  or  at  least  an  animal  that 
has  no  claim  upon  us  for  past  favours,  or  on  the 
score  of  old  acquaintance.  But  it  is  not  thus  with 
the  race  of  philanthropic  white  men.  When  a dog 
that  has  been  your  companion  for  years,  and  fol- 
lowed you  all  his  life  in  your  walking  and  hunting 
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who  has  looked  to  you  for  the  supply  of  his  wants, 
and  repaid  you  by  protecting  you  against  thieves 
and  vermin  at  night,  grows  old  and  decrepit,  you 
order  your  servants  to  shoot  him,  or  tie  a stone 
about  his  neck  and  throw  him  into  a pond.  When 
your  favourite  horse,  who  has  been  your  pride  for 
a long  while,  and  carried  you  thousands  of  miles 
on  his  back,  prancing  all  the  while  as  if  he  thought 
it  a favour  to  bear  his  master,  loses  his  beauty,  or 
becomes  maimed  in  your  service,  what  do  you  do  ? 
You  shoot  him,  and  feed  your  hounds  with  his 
flesh ; or  you  turn  him  loose  to  starve  upon  some 
barren  common,  where  a grasshopper  never  chirps 
in  summer ; or  if  you  affect  humanity,  you  sell  him 
to  some  inhuman  master,  who  turns  him  over  to 
some  inhuman  slave,  that  drives  or  whips  him  to 
death.  The  ox  that  has  tilled  your  fields,  raised 
your  grain,  and  done  your  bidding  patiently  and 
mildly  all  his  life,  is  at  last  knocked  in  the  head  ; 
nay,  the  very  cow  whose  milk  has  nourished  your 
children  when  the  mother’s  breast  was  dry,  is  eaten 
up  at  last,  or  made  into  mince-pies  for  rejoicings 
on  the  birthday  of  your  God.’ 

“ When  I had  done,  he  replied,  with  a conceited 
air  and  without  blushing,  that  all  these  things  of 
which  I complained  were  the  natural  results  of 
that  state  of  society  in  which  the  white  people 
were  placed.  It  was  not  just,  therefore,  for  us,  who 
were  in  a situation  altogether  different,  to  test  their 
humanity  by  our  rules.  ‘ Away — away — then,’ 
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cried  I,  ‘ and  practise  tlxe  rules  of  your  faith — do 
as  you  would  be  done  by ; judge  not,  that  ye  may 
not  be  judged.  Remember,  vain  and  presumptu- 
ous white  man,  while  you  denounce  us  as  inhuman 
barbarians,  that  as  little  can  you  judge  what  is  ne- 
cessary to  our  state  of  society  and  our  peculiar 
situation.’ 

“ Thine, 

“ Cornelius.” 


THE  PHILANTHROPIST. 

I lately  renewed  an  acquaintance  with  a very 
worthy  and  well-meaning  gentleman,  who  being 
in  possession  of  an  easy  competency,  which  he 
neither  wishes  to  diminish  by  prodigality,  nor  in- 
crease by  shaving,  was  for  a long  time  greatly  at  a 
loss  how  to  spend  his  time.  Chance,  however,  or 
perhaps  an  innate  kindness  of  heart,  which  he  really 
possesses,  at  length  settled  the  question,  and  he 
became  a philanthropist.  Since  that  time  he  has 
been  almost  incessantly  employed  in  schemes  for 
the  encouragement  of  idleness,  improvidence,  and 
profligacy.  Such,  indeed,  is  the  insatiable  benevo- 
lence of  his  disposition,  aided  by  the  influence  of 
fashion  and  example,  that  he  has  actually  become 
a sort  of  amateur  of  worthlessness  and  crime. 
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Nothing  ill  the  shape  of  virtuous  competency,  or 
well-earned  prosperity,  excites  the  least  pleasure 
in  his  heart ; and  I veriiy  believe,  if  he  had  his  will, 
he  would  repeal  every  law  enacted  for  the  security 
of  honest  men,  and  bend  the  whole  power  of  leg- 
islation to  the  sole  object  of  affording  impunity  to 
rogues. 

Without  sufficient  observation  of  human  life  to 
be  aware  that  the  very  existence  of  society  depends 
on  these  barriers  between  virtue  and  vice,  and  des- 
titute of  that  power  of  abstract  reasoning  which 
in  some  measure  supplies  the  place  of  experience, 
he  is  altogether  influenced  by  a narrow,  side-view 
of  his  subject.  He  forgets  that  laws  were  devised 
for  the  benefit  of  just  men,  and  a single  instance 
of  incidental  oppression  or  hardship  under  the 
operation  of  a particular  law  which  is  indispensa- 
ble, is  sufficient  to  call  forth  his  most  strenuous 
exertions  for  its  repeal. 

He  is  an  active  encourager,  as  well  as  a munifi- 
cent benefactor,  to  all  societies  for  the  encourage- 
ment of  idleness,  and  its  natural  concomitant, 
poverty,  not  considering  that  the  indiscriminate 
relief  of  apparent  want,  without  ascertaining  its 
reality  or  its  origin,  must  necessarily  operate  to  the 
destruction  of  all  habits  of  industry,  as  well  as 
every  feeling  of  manly  pride  and  independence, 
among  the  labouring  classes.  He  is  totally  una- 
ware that  this  proud  feeling  of  independence,  and 
this  habit  of  self-reliance,  is  the  basis  of  all  national 


SALMAGUNDI. 


239 


virtue,-  and  that  in  proportion  as  you  encourage  a 
departure  from  these,  or  a reliance  upon  other 
means,-  you  undermine  and  destroy  the  moral 
habits  of  the  people,  and  the  solid  worth  of  the 
national  character. 

After  pursuing  this  career  of  relieving  poverty 
until  he  found,  to  his  great  surprise  as  well  as 
mortification,  that  it  seemed  to  grow  worse  in  pro- 
portion to  the  pains  taken  to  cure  the  disease,  he 
conceived  the  idea  of  a society  for  the  prevention 
of  pauperism,  having  somewhere  read  that  one 
ounce  of  prevention  was  - worth  a pound  of  cure. 
The  object  of  this  association  was  to  furnish  em- 
ployment to  those  who  could  not  or  would  not  find 
it  themselves.  It  never  struck  him  that  this  netv 
species  of  charity  operated  almost  equally  to  the 
encouragement  of  that  dependance  which  is  fatal 
to  the  freedom  of  the  people.  The  want  of  em- 
ployunent,  if  it  existed  at  all,  must  have  originated 
either  in  the  absence  of  a disposition  to  seek,  or  a 
difficulty  in  finding  work,  in  consequence  of  a de- 
ficiency in  the  public  demand.  In  the  first  case,  to 
seek  out  and  offer  additional  inducements  to  these 
lagging  inactive  spirits  to  refrain  from  salutary  ex- 
ertion, was  calculated  to  make  them  look  upon  it 
as  a great  favour  to  work  at  all.  In  the  second 
case,  supposing  a deficiency  of  the  public  stock  of 
work,  to  seek  out  and  give  employment  to  a few  in 
preference  to  a great  many  others,  was  taking 
away  the  most  powerful  incentive  to  active  enter- 
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prise,  by  destroying  the  strong  stimulus  arising 
out  of  a general  struggle  of  talent  and  skill  for  a 
prize  equally  open  to  all.  In  both  points  of  view 
ic  must  necessarily  produce  the  pernicious  habit  of 
dependance,  since  in  place  of  relying  upon  the 
general  patronage  of  society  at  large,  which  arises 
out  of  the  general  wants  of  the  people,  and  there-' 
fore  carries  with  it  no  idea  of  charity,  but  is  sim- 
ply an  exchange  of  labour  for  money,  they  must 
depend  for  employment  upon  the  caprices,  the' 
weaknesses,  and  the  thousand  other  apparently 
immaterial  circumstances  that  bias  our  preference. 

The  truth  is,  the  philanthropy  of  my  acquaint- 
ance is  altogether  copied  from  that  of  Great  Britain. 
If  he  hears  of  a new  society  for  eating  charitable' 
dinners,  and  drinking  the  health  of  some  royal 
patron  or  president,  established  in  that  county,  he 
never  rests  till  he  has  got  up  something  on  the 
same  plan,  without  inquiring  whether  or  not  the 
same  necessity  exists  here.  Not  taking  into  view 
the  wide  difference  between  the  state  of  the  two 
countries,  he,  like  our  advertising  quacks,  cures  all 
constitutions  with  the  same  specific,  which  is  alike 
infallible,  in  every  climate  and  with  all  ages.  He 
never  reflects  that  the  necessaries  of  our  labouring 
people  are  the  luxuries  of  the  English  ; nor  does 
it  ever  cross  his  mind  that  the  monopoly  of  the 
privileged  orders,  and  the  exactions  of  an  insatiable 
government,  having  made  millions  of  paupers,  it  is 
the  duty  of  both  to  relieve  these  miseries  of  their 
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own  creation.  The  taxes  they  are  obliged  to  pay, 
the  difficulty  in  finding  employment,  and  the  con- 
seauent  deduction  from  their  wages,  make  that  in- 
evitable in  England  which  is  here  for  the  most  part 
the  result  of  idleness  and  extravagance,  encouraged 
in  the  neglect  of  every  species  of  domestic  econ- 
omy, by  the  injudicious  distribution  of  public 
charity. 

A similar,  and  as  I conceive  mistaken,  as  well 
as  mischievous  philanthropy,  influences  him  in  cases 
of  criminality.  It  is  not  a general  and  enlarged 
benevolence,  arising  out  of  a rational  sympathy  for 
all  mankind,  but  a mere  weakness,  originating  in  a 
long  habit  of  indulgence.  He  regularly  attends 
the  quarter  sessions,  and  never  sees  a debased  and 
profligate  creature  of  either  sex  committed  to  bride- 
well, for  outraging  the  peace  or  decorums  of  so- 
ciety, without  declaiming  against  the  severity  of 
the  penal  code.  He  never  fails  to  sign  every  peti- 
tion for  the  pardon  of  the  most  desperate  criminal, 
and  is  a most  strenuous  believer  in  the  doctrine 
that  it  is  better  to  trust  to  the  progress  of  moral 
feeling  for  the  prevention  of  mail  robberies  and 
murders,  than  to  guard  the  one  or  punish  the 
other. 

But  in  nothing  is  his  persevering  zeal  so  con- 
spicuous as  in  the  case  of  insolvent  laws.  Were 
it  not  that  the  simplicity  of  his  life,  the  regularity 
of  his  habits,  and  the  independence  of  his  fortune 
forbid  it,  I should  almost  be  inclined  to  suspect 
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him  of  looking  forward  to  a period  when  the  relax- 
ation of  these  laws  would  be  convenient  to  him- 
self. But  he  is  too  rich  and  temperate  for  such  an 
accident  ; and  such  is  his  inflexible  prudence,  that 
not  long-ago  he  absolutely  refused  to  pay  the  debts 
of  an  only  son  who  had  failed  in  business.  I will 
however  do  him  the  justice  to  say  that  he  was  very 
sorry  for  the  creditors,  and  subscribed  liberally  to 
the  relief  of  one  of  them  whose  case  was  pecu- 
liarly hard. 

Much  of  his  time  is  taken  up  with  going  about 
the  city,  listening  to  stories  of  distress,  arising-either 
from  unmerited  misfortunes  or  hard-hearted  cred- 
itors. It  is  likewise  one  of  his  chiefest  recreations 
to  visit  the  city  prison,  where  he  becomes  ac- 
quainted with  additional  instances  of  the  inexo- 
rable cruelty  of  creditors;  who,  after  having  been 
reduced  to  poverty  by  the  imprudence  or  extrava- 
gance of  their  debtors,  refuse  to  support  them  any 
longer.  And  here  I would  observe,  that  the  least 
experience  in  the  world  must  convince  us  of  the 
necessity  of  some  restraint  against  wantonly  run- 
ning in  debt,  and  some  punishment  for  not  paying 
our  debts.  The  mere  disgrace  attending  an  unwil- 
lingness or  inability  to  comply  with  our  engage- 
ments, is  not  sufficient  either  to  deter  or  to  punish, 
because  those  who  are  the  most  prone  to  such  of- 
fences are  the  least  susceptible  to  shame.  Dis- 
grace is  no  longer  a punishment  when  the  virtuous 
sense  of  shame  is  seared  or  annihilated. 
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It  has  often  likewise  been  urged  that  debt  is  no 
crime,  and  therefore  it  is  unjust  to  punish  it  with 
the  loss  of  personal  liberty.  But  let  us  reflect, 
that  this  liability  of  the  person  for  debt  is  the  only 
consideration  which  prevents  an  unprincipled  man 
from  running  in  debt  when  he  knows  he  cannot 
pay.  Having  nothing  to  lose,  such  a person  would 
become  the  scourge  of  the  unwary  innocents  of 
the  world,  and  occasion  in  the  end  ten  times  the 
misery  and  hardship  which,  under  the  most  rigid 
system  of  laws,  could  result  to  himself  from  their 
most  inflexible  administration.  If,  then,  in  the 
course  of  the  operation  of  these  laws  it  so  hap- 
pens, as  I grieve  to  say  I believe  it  sometimes  does 
happen,  that  the  punishment  falls  heaviest  upon  the 
guiltless,  I am  satisfied  it  will  generally  be  found, 
that  even  in  these  instances  the  evil  may  be  traced 
to  careless  or  unprincipled  debtors,  whose  want  of 
prudence  or  honesty  entailed  the  punishment  of 
their  own  guilt  upon  these  innocent  persons.  It 
ought  never  to  be  forgotten  by  philanthropists,  that 
if  the  dishonest  were  to  pay  their  debts,  there  would 
be  few  honest  men  in  prison  to  call  forth  their  syrrn 
pathy.  But  if  the  reader  will  bear  with  me,  I will 
illustrate  this  position  by  a .case  in  point. 

One  day  the  gentleman  whose  character  I have 
been  sketching  begged  me  to  accompany  him  in  a 
visit  to  an  unfortunate  debtor,  confined  to  the  lim- 
its of  about  one  fourth  of  the  city,  in  order  that  we 
might  settle  some  disputed  point  in  our  respective 
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theories  of  philanthropy.  Accordingly  we  pro- 
ceeded to  one  of  the  most  pleasant  streets,  and 
knocked  at  the  door  of  a handsome  three-story 
house,  bearing  all  the  indications  of  competency, 
not  to  say  splendour.  Seeing  a carriage  at  the 
door,  and  a lady  just  on  the  point  of  stepping  into 
it,  I pulled  the  sleeve  of  my  companion,  supposing 
he  had  mistaken  the  house.  On  coming  up  to  the 
steps,  however,  the  lady  insisted  upon  returning  into 
the  house  with  us,  as  her  husband  was  not  at  home, 
and  we  must  be  tired.  I was  somewhat  surprised, 
I confess,  at  seeing  the  carriage  and  horses,  as  well 
as  to  observe  the  floor,  the  entry,  and  staircase  cov- 
ered with  rich  carpets — the  sideboard  glittering 
with  silver  and  cut  glass,  and  the  mantelpiece  or- 
namented with  splendid  lamps.  There  was  like- 
wise a grand  piano,  with  a music-book  open  before 
it,  on  which  we  heard  some  one  playing  as  we 
came  in.  In  short,  such  was  the  appearance  of 
every  thing  around  me,  that  I could  not  be  brought 
to  believe  we  were  in  the  house  of  a bankrupt. 

The  lady  received  us  in  this  superb  abode  with 
perfect  good  breeding ; talked  on  the  most  fash- 
ionable topics,  and  lamented  her  husband  was  ab- 
sent, as  she  was  sure  he  would  be  delighted  to  have 
us  stay  to  dinner,  and  drink  a bottle  of  his  Bur-' 
gundy.  She  also  exhibited  a beautiful  dress,  just 
come  home,  which  her  daughter  was  to  wear  at  a 
great  ball  to  be  given  in  a few  days.  At  this  I 
looked  rather  significantly  at  my  companion,  who 
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hurried  me  away  under  some  pretence  or  other, 
On  taking  leave,  the  lady  gave  us  a very  cordial 
invitation  to  a little  party  her  youngest  daughter 
was  to  give  the  next  evening  but  one,  on  occasion 
of  her  birthday. 

From  thence  we  strolled  up  the  street  some  dis- 
tance, and  finding  it  grow  warm,  it  was  proposed 
to  enter  one  of  the  public  gardens,  and  take  a 
glass  of  ice-cream  or  lemonade.  Here  the  first 
person  we  saw  proved  the  very  unfortunate  bank- 
rupt whom  we  had  just  visited,  and  of  whose  un- 
merited misfortunes  my  companion  had  more  than 
once  given  me  a most  melancholy  picture.  He 
was  sitting  at  a table  in  a little  arbour,  playing  at 
domino,  with  a brisk,  dark-complexioned  French- 
man, and  vehemently  discussing  the  military  tal- 
ents of  the  late  Emperor  Napoleon. 

My  companion  introduced  me  as  soon  as  the 
game  was  finished.  Our  friend  lost  it,  and  I ob- 
served him  hand  his  antagonist  a bank  note,  which 
he  put  into  his  pocket  and  departed.  My  compan- 
ion then  inquired  into  the  state  of  the  unfortunate 
bankrupt’s  affairs,  and  received  in  return  a full  de- 
tail of  all  his  misfortunes ; which,  even  according 
to  his  own  statement,  originated  in  extravagance, 
founded  upon  a gross,  if  not  wilful  miscalculation 
of  his  means  and  prospects. 

It  seems  he  had  amassed  a few  thousand  dollars 
in  the  capacity  of  supercargo  of  a ship  belonging 
to  one  of  his  father’s  old  friends.  With  this  sum 
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he  entered  into  merchandise,  when  money  came 
begging  at  the  doors  of  our  city  counting-rooms. 
The  same  old  friend  became  his  endorser  for  large 
additional  sums,  from  time  to  time,  with  which  he 
plunged  into  the  most  wild  speculations  and  ex- 
travagances. He  built  a splendid  town  and  country 
house,  and  revelled  in  all  the  luxuries  of  eastern 
magnificence.  But  imprudence  and  prodigality 
will  exhaust  mines  of  gold  and  banks  of  paper. 
He  at  length  fell  into  difficulties  ; his  credit  began 
to  lean  a little,  and  the  more  it  leaned,  the  heavier 
was  the  pressure  it  had  to  sustain.  He  went  on 
from  shift  to  shift,  each  one  more  desperate  and 
ruinous  than  the  other,  and  finally  became  openly 
insolvent.  But  from  what  I saw,  his  situation  was 
little  changed  by  this  reverse  of  fortune.  He  ap- 
peared to  live  as  well,  and  to  indulge  in  as  many 
extravagances,  as  ever.  However,  he  ended  his 
detail  by  complaining  bitterly  of  his  creditors, 
whom  he  denounced  as  a set  of  illiberal,  heartless 
scoundrels. 

Having  accompanied  my  friend  in  his  visit,  I 
now  requested  him  to  go  with  me  to  the  city  prison, 
for  a purpose  I did  not  explain.  There  is  some- 
thing so  revolting  in  the  aspect  of  a jail,  its  double- 
riveted  doors,  and  grated  windows,  between  the 
bars  of  which  we  sometimes  see  a pale  and  with- 
ered face  gazing  at  the  world  from  which  it  is  shut 
out — something  so  sad  and  melancholy  in  the  idea 
of  human  beings  debarred  from  that  freedom  which 
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the  birds  of  the  air  and  the  beasts  of  the  field  en- 
joy, for  a folly  or  an  imprudence,  or  if  yon  will  a 
crime,  which  the  very  means  of  punishment  for  ever 
debar  them  from  repairing,  that  I do  not  wonder 
philanthropists  should  declaim  against  the  obduracy 
of  the  laws.  For  my  part,  a churchyard  is  to  me 
not  half  so  melancholy  as  a prison.  The  grave 
severs  all  ties,  and  shuts  out  the  cares  of  this  world 
— “ there  the  wicked  cease  from  troubling,  and  the 
weary  are  at  rest.”  Nor  hunger,  nor  thirst,  nor 
anxieties  for  the  future,  nor  regrets  for  the  past, 
ever  molest  these  silent  mansions ; nor  do  their 
peaceful  tenants  consume  the  weary,  endless  hours 
in  listless  ennui  or  consuming  cares.  They  have 
paid  their  last  debt,  and  even  the  inexorable  cred- 
itor death  is  satisfied. 

Without  uttering  a word,  I conducted  my  com- 
panion into  a small  room,  miserably  furnished,  and 
occupied  by  a miserable  tenant.  As  we  entered, 
an  old  man  slowly  raised  himself  in  his  bed,  and 
languidly  asked — “ Is  that  you,  Jane  ?”■ — “ She’s 
gone,”  answered  a voice  from  the  dark  side  of  the 
apartment — “ she’s  gone  to  get  something  to  eat.” 
The  last  part  of  the  sentence  was  spoken  in  a low 
half  whisper,  as  if  the  truth  was  suppressed  by  a 
feeling  of  pride,  which  is  always  sure  to  linger  in 
the  bosom  of  virtuous  poverty.  Every  noise  we 
heard,  and  every  footstep  that  passed  through  the 
outer  hall,  the  old  man  raised  himself  as  before, 
asked  for  his  daughter,  and  receiving  the  same 
answer,  sunk  down  again  perfectly  quiet. 
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I delight  not  in  pictures  of  distress,  nor  can  I 
banquet  on  details  of  real  and  substantial  miseries. 
My  object  in  this  relation  of  matters  of  fact  is 
neither  to  steel  the  heart  to  pity,  nor  to  increase 
the  prejudices  of  well-meaning  people-against  those 
institutions  which  have  stood  the  test  of  human 
experience  in  all  times,  and  are  held  essential  to 
the  very  existence  of  the  social  compact.  That 
the  confinement  of  debtors  may  sometimes  operate 
to  the  prejudice  of  the  innocent,  the  history  of  this 
poor,  perishing  old  man  will  afford  ample  proof. 
That  some  punishment  is  necessary  to  deter  the 
imprudent  and  unprincipled  from  ruining  their  gen- 
erous, trusting  friends  by  their  wild  extravagance, 
is  equally  clear  from  the  same  example. 

This  gray-headed  and  emaciated  prisoner  was 
the  son  of  a country  gentleman,  who  ruined  himself 
by  his  sacrifices  during  the  war  of  independence. 
The  conclusion  of  the  struggle,  which  gave  liberty 
to  his  countrymen,  brought  with  it  the  loss  of  hjs 
own.  He  was  sent  to  prison  at  the  suit  of  a friend, 
who  had  been  his  guest  for  several  months  before, 
during  which  a fine  house  on  a fine  estate  in  the 
neighbourhood  was  preparing  for  his  reception. 
The  very  day  he  took  possession  of  it  he  sent  an 
officer  to  carry  his  host  to  jail,  for  a debt  he  had 
made  himself  responsible  for,  on  accoqnt  of  some 
supplies  absolutely  necessary  to  the  subsistence  of 
our  army  during  the  most  gloomy  winter  of  the 
whole  war. 
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The  subject  of  our  story  was  then  a lad,  the 
oldest  of  six  children  now  left  to  the  care  of  the 
mother,  who  turned  out  to  be  a right  noble  woman. 
I remember  having  often  met  the  poor  boy  of  a 
Saturday  afternoon,  on  a borrowed  horse,  carrying 
the  weekly  supply  of  food  to  his  father,  a distance 
of  fourteen  miles,  and  have  more  than  once  seen 
the  tears  roll  down  his  cheeks,  as  he  hung  his  head 
in  passing  on  his  melancholy  errand. 

In  this  situation  the  family  remained  between 
three  and  four  years,  during  which  period  this  youth 
was  gradually  strengthening  his  mind,  and  disci- 
plining his  habits  in  the  rough  school  of  adversity, 
under  the  care,  and  inspired  by  the  example,  of  his 
excellent  mother.  Many  years  after  her  death,  I 
have  heard  him  relate  little  anecdotes  which  ex- 
hibited the  mingled  strength  and  tenderness  of  mind 
possessed  by  this  admirable  woman,  that  seemed 
to  my  mind  exquisitely  affecting.  But  they  are  too 
homely  and  simple  to  please  the  splendid  taste  of 
the  times,  and  so  I pass  them  by. 

The  manner  and  the  means  of  obtaining  the  lib- 
erty of  this  old  man’s  father  have  escaped  my 
recollection,  if  I ever  knew  them.  Not  long  after 
his  return  home,  however,  the  son  was  sent  to  a 
distant  relation  in  the  city,  who  took  him  to  his 
house,  and  employed  him  as  his  clerk.  Schooled 
in  adversity,  strengthened  by  a habit  of  patient 
endurance,  and  moral  from  practice  and  example, 
he  soon  became  a favourite  by  being  useful.  His 
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hours  of  leisure  and  recreation  were  spent  in 
learning  French  and  music,  and  in  making  himself 
acquainted  with  that  kind  of  literature,  which, 
though  it  does  not  constitute  a spholar,  is  the  in- 
dispensable ornament  of  a gentleman.  Without 
meanness,  he  wqs  prudent ; by  some  of  his  assor 
ciates  he  was  called  avaricious,  while  others  thought 
him  extravagant ; for  though  he  often  declined 
going  to  a place  of  amusement,  he  would  lay  out 
fen  times  the  cost  in  books,  prints,  or  scientific  in- 
struments. But  he  had  one  of  the  invariable  charT 
acteristics  of  a well-regulated  mind,  whether  de- 
rived from  innate  good  sense  or  early  experience  I 
cannot  say.  He  knew  how  to  maintain  his  inde- 
pendence, by  the  infallible  mode  of  squaring  his 
means  to  his  ends, 

Two  things  seem  equally  certain  in  this  world  ; 
one,  that  imprudence  and  prodigality  will  lead  tq 
ruin ; the  other,  that  a perseverance  in  a rational, 
industrious,  and  prudent  economy,  \yill  as  certainly 
ensure  a permanent  prosperity.  This  last  truth 
was  especially  exemplified  in  the  subject  of  our 
Story, 

Without  debarring  himself  from  a single  enjoy- 
ment essential  to  happiness  ; without  submitting 
to  any  privation,  or  demeaning  himself  by  any  sub- 
serviency unbecoming  an  independent  mind,  he 
gradually  rose  to  a most  respectable  rank  among 
the  most  respectable  people.  He  enjoyed  all  the 
pomforts  of  wealth,  honestly  and  usefully  acquired, 
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and  all  the  respect  and  affection  which  accompany 
the  liberal  employment  of  these  honourable  acqui- 
sitions. He  allied  himself  to  the  best  and  wor- 
thiest ; and  he  associated  with  the  first  men  of  the 
nation  without  feeling  any  sense  of  inferiority,  be- 
cause he  possessed  a clear  conscience,  and  a steady, 
well-regulated  mind. 

About  this  period  the  son  of  his  old  master  and 
benefactor  entered  into  business  under  his  par- 
ticular patronage,  which  Was  given  with  a degree 
of  liberality  that  might  almost  be  called  impru- 
dence, did  we  not  recollect  what  he  owed  to  the 
father  of  the  young  man.  The  new  trader,  led 
away  by  the  torrent  of  the  limes,  having'  the  means 
of  speculating  afforded  him  by  the  liberality  of  his 
father’s  friend,  plunged  into  every  kind  of  extrava- 
gance, and  resorted  to  the  most  desperate  expe- 
dients to  extricate  himself  from  the  difficulties 
brought  on  in  consequence.  By  degrees,  he  drew 
the  unsuspecting  benefactor  to  become  responsible 
for  the  amount  of  a large  portion  of  his  debts,  and 
finally  became  a bankrupt,  leaving  him  to  be  strip- 
ped of  tide  eaTnings  of  a whole  life  of  virtuous  in- 
dustry. 

Although  this  worthy  and  abused  old  man  was 
too  upright  to  become  responsible  for  more  than  he 
was  Worth,  yet  in  consequence  of  those  sacrifices 
of  property  which  sO  generally  result  from  the  imL 
patience  or  necessities  of  creditors,  his  possession^ 
did  not  enable  him  to  pay  his  obligations.  A ered- 
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itor  who,  by-the-way,  had  been  ruined  by  this  de- 
ficiency in  my  old  friend’s  property,  and  by  a re- 
liance on  his  ability  to  make  good  all  his  engage- 
ments, in  a fit  of  bitter  spleen,  threw  him  into  jail. 

If  any  of  my  readers  have  ever  seen  the  com- 
bined effect  of  misfortune  accompanied  by  disgrace 
on  a proud  spirit,  they  will  scarce  need  to  be  told 
what  was  the  consequence  of  this  procedure.  His 
energies  of  spirit,  his  early  habits  of  endurance, 
all  failed  at  once.  He  sunk  into  a proud  listless- 
ness, an  insensible  apathy,  that  on  the  one  hand 
shrunk  from  the  kindness  of  friends,  and  on  the 
other  rendered  all  their  good  offices  unavailing. 
From  the  moment  the  sheriff  touched  his  shoulder 
he  never  held  up  his  head  more,  or  made  a single 
effort  to  retrieve  his  affairs.  He  ate  and  drank  in- 
stinctively, without  seeming  to  know  or  care  who 
administered  to  his  wants  ; and  never  spoke  except 
he  heard  a footstep,  when  he  would  ask,  “ Is  that 
you,  Jane  1”  Finally,  he  became  a perfect  wreck, 
and  died  of  a broken  heart  about  three  weeks  after 
our  visit. 

As  I related  the  principal  events  of  this  story  to 
the  philanthropist,  his  heart  melted  as  he  contem- 
plated the  dying  prisoner  and  his  withered  com- 
forter who  sat  at  the  bedside.  He  indignantly  in- 
quired the  name  of  that  unprincipled  ingrate  who 
had  thus  wickedly  abused  his  confidence.  “ It  is 
he,”  replied  I,  “ we  saw  playing  at  domino — who 
lives  still  in  the  splendours  of  fashionable  luxury, 
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keeps  his  coach,  and  gives  parties  on  his  daughter’s 
birthday,  though  a bankrupt.  And  now,  let  this 
be  a warning  to  you  against  pitying  and  relieving 
everybody,  even  the  profligate  extravagant  spend- 
thrift who  peoples  our  jails  with  trusting  friends 
and  unpaid  tradesmen.  While  thus  wasting  your 
best  sympathies  in  lamenting  the  hardships  of  this 
species  of  unfortunate  debtors,  and  venting  your 
indignation  upon  the  severity  of  laws  which  are 
absolutely  necessary  to  restrain  the  unprincipled 
gambols  of  wanton  worthlessness,  do  not  fail  some- 
times to  call  to  mind  the  fate  of  this  poor  old  man. 
Remember  that  at  least  one  half  the  prisoners 
here  are  the  victims  of  those  very  men  whose 
wicked  extravagance,  in  a great  degree,  originated 
in  the  lenity  of  those  very  laws  of  which  you  com- 
plain— in  the  prospect  of  impunity  they  hold  out 
to  those  who  never  mean  to  pay  their  just  debts.” 


CORRESPONDENCE. 

We  have  lately  received  a number  of  letters  from 
various  quarters,  from  among  which  we  have 
selected  the  following  for  the  instruction  and 
amusement  of  the  reader. 

TO  LAUNCELOT  LANGSTAFF,  ESQ. 

“ Sir, 

“ I am  an  unfortunate  gentleman,  whose  character 
has  been  entirely  ruined  by  the  indiscreet  zeal  of 
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my  friends,  who  undertook  on  all  occasions  to 
praise  me  behind  my  back.  The  consequence  was, 
that  all  the  illnatured  and  envious  people  of  the 
town  set  their  faces  against  me,  for  no  other  reason 
that  I could  ever  discover  than  simply  because  I 
was  praised  by  the  others.  As  usual,  the  scanda- 
lous party,  having  most  zeal  and  industry,  got  the 
better,  and  I am  now  left  almost  entirely  at  their 
mercy.  The  object  of  this  letter  is  to  beseech  all 
my  friends,  without  exception,  to  refrain  from  prais- 
ing me  in  future  on  any  occasion  whatever.  Nay, 
sir,  I give  them  full  liberty  to  run  me  down  in  all 
companies,  as  I am  in  hopes  in  that  case  the  other 
party,  from  a pure  spirit  of  opposition,  will  also 
change  sides  and  talk  me  into  a good  reputation 
again.  I have  observed  that  a great  many  people 
never  say  a good-natured  thing  except  from  this 
spirit  of  contradiction,  and  that  mankind  in  general 
never  praise  their  friends  with  so  much  warmth  as 
when  their  hearers  are  incredulous. 

“ I am,  sir,  your  servant, 

“ Walter  Waddilove.” 

TO  LAUNCELOT  LANGSTAFF,  ESQ. 

“ Sir, 

“I  am  the  younger  son  of  a worthy  citizen  who, 
before  he,  grew  rich  and  turned  gentleman,  un- 
luckily, as  he  thought,  had  given  my  elder  brother 
a trade,  and  instilled  certain  vulgar  habits  of  in- 
dustry and  economy  into  his  eldest  daughter,  that 
for  ever  unfitted  her  for  a fine  lady*  However,  being 
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resolved  to  remedy  these  blunders  as  far  as  possi- 
ble, he  brought  up  myself  and  my  youngest  sister 
in  a manner  altogether  suitable  to  his  wealth  and 
our  expectations.  When  we  grew  up  I was  con- 
sidered a very  genteel  young  man,  being  entirely 
ignorant  of  every  thing  useful,  and  an  expert  tan- 
dem-driver. My  sister  was  the  model  of  a belle, 
everybody  allowed  ; for  she  went  to  avast  expense 
in  finery,  and  once  purchased  a dress  which  sev- 
eral rich  brokers’  wives  declined  on  account  of 
the  price.  W e were  both  of  us  heartily  ashamed 
of  our  vulgar  parents,  and  always  affected  to  look 
another  way  when  we  met  our  brother  the  trades- 
man. I took  infinite  pains,  as  well  as  my  sister,  to 
instil  some  notions  of  gentility  into  the  old  folks, 
but  we  could  never  cure  the  old  cit  of  telling  his 
favourite  story,  beginning  with  ‘When  I was  first 
put  apprentice  to  a leather  breeches  maker,  nor 
his  wife  from  telling  the  price  of  every  thing  on 
the  table,  when  we  gave  a dinner-party.  On  this 
account  we  always  obliged  the  old  people  to  take 
sick,  and  retire  into  the  garret,  whenever  we  had 
company. 

“We  were  gradually  rising  to  the  top  of  the 
fashion,  when  unluckily  my  father  was  tempted  to 
invest  nearly  all  his  fortune  in  a new  bank,  which 
in  a good  time  wound  up  its  affairs,  as  the  phrase 
is,  by  failing,  and  paying  nothing  either  to  the  hold- 
ers of  its  notes  or  its  stock.  This  blow  put  us 
upon  our  respective  resources.  My  father  died,  I 
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believe,  of  a broken  heart ; and  my  mother,  worn 
out  with  age  and  anxiety,  soon  followed.  My 
eldest  sister,  by  habits  of  industry  and  economy, 
makes  out  to  support  herself  and  the  young  lady, 
who  lies  in  bed  most  part  of  the  day  reading  nov- 
els. As  for  myself,  having  neither  skill  or  indeed 
inclination  to  do  any  thing,  I at  last  condescended 
to  make  advances  to  my  brother  the  tradesman, 
who  is  daily  growing  more  independent.  He  of- 
fered to  take  our  sisters  home  with  him ; but  the 
elder  prefers  maintaining  herself,  and  the  younger 
will  by  no  means  associate  with  such  low  persons, 
though  she  has  brought  herself  to  accept  a number 
of  presents  from  himself  and  his  wife. 

“ I have  now  lived  upon  the  tradesman  about  a 
year  and  a half,  during  which  time  I have  enjoyed 
all  the  luxuries  of  idleness,  and  suffered  all  the 
mortifications  of  insignificance  and  dependance. 
My  buckish  associates,  who  used  to  borrow  my 
money  without  ever  thinking  of  paying,  don’t  know 
me  any  more ; the  young  ladies  who  once  courted 
my  attentions,  quiz  the  leather  breeches  maker’s 
son  ; while  their  mothers,  who  never  let  me  rest  for 
their  tea-parties,  stare  at  me  when  I bow  to  their 
dazzling  equipages  as  if  I were  a monster.  I 
am  now  driven  for  amusement  to  the  billiard-tables, 
where  I lounge  away  the  morning  without  playing, 
as  the  markers  won’t  trust  me,  and  I have  no  mo- 
ney to  pay  for  the  games.  In  the  afternoons,  when 
I have  money  to  pay  the  ferriage,  I visit  Hoboken 
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or  Long  Island,  where  I keep  game  for  the  ninepin 
players,  by  which  means  I come  in  for  a share  of 
the  milk-punch ; and  in  the  evening  I go  to  all  the 
public  meetings,  or  places  of  resort,  where  there  is 
nothing  to  pay. 

“ Thus,  sir,  do  I pass  my  life,  neglected  by  my 
old  friends,  and  despised  by  my  new  acquaintance, 
whom  I often  hear  making  remarks  on  my  idleness 
and  dependance.  Pray,  sir,  say  something  in 
favour  of  persons  in  my  situation,  and  be  particu- 
larly severe  on  the  world  for  turning  its  back  upon 
unfortunate  gentlemen  like 

“Your  humble  servant, 

“ Charles  Augustus  Meager.” 

TO  LAUNCELOT  LANGSTAFF,  ESQ. 

“ Sir, 

“ Being  a person  of  easy  fortune,  I have  never 
plagued  myself  with  business,  but  live  an  idle  sort 
of  life,  having  little  to  do,  and  not  much  to  make 
me  miserable.  However,  having  rather  a large 
family,  I miss  no  opportunity  of  providing  for  them 
in  a comfortable  manner,  as  I have  not  sufficient 
fortune  of  my  own  to  leave  them  all  independent 
when  I die.  As  they  grew  up,  I have  managed  to 
marry  them  one  after  another  to  the  sons  and 
daughters  of  some  of  the  snug,  wealthy  old  fellows 
in  the  Bowery,  and  about  Corker’s  Hook,  whose 
estates  cut  up  amazingly  well,  as  I have  found  by 
experience.  To  be  sure,  these  are  not  people  of  the 
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first  fashion,  but  with  a little  drilling  they  do  very 
well ; and  if  they  should  happen  to  be  past  all  pol- 
ish, why  I e’en  settle  them  upon  some  of  their 
vacant  lots,  and  only  invite  them  to  dinner  on  Sun- 
days, when  there  is  no  other  company. 

“ In  this  way  1 have  established  all  my  children 
one  after  another,  except  my  eldest  son,  whom  I 
reserved  for  a more  brilliant  destiny.  We  had 
formed  an  intimacy  with  a rich  old  lady,  who,  not- 
withstanding the  most  minute  inquiries  of  a great 
number  of  anxious  friends,  could  never  be  detected 
in  having  any  relations  in  the  world.  As  we  nat- 
urally calculated  that  she  must  leave  her  money  to 
somebody,  we  paid  her  the  most  unremitting  atten- 
tions. Our  house  was  always  open  to  her,  and  our 
carriage  was  sent  every  day  to  take  her  on  airings 
or  to  pay  visits.  She  spent  her  summers  at  our 
country-house,  and  in  fact  was  more  mistress  of 
the  establishment,  both  in  town  and  country,  than 
my  wife  herself.  As  there  were  many  other  per- 
sons particularly  attentive  to  her,  we  tried  our  best 
to  cut  them  all  out,  and  at  length  had  the  satisfac- 
tion of  perceiving  that  she  preferred  our  house 
and  dinners  to  any  others. 

“ Our  son  was  directed  to  lay  close  siege  to  the 
old  lady — to  be  always  ready  to  take  her  empty 
cup,  to  hand  her  across  the  room  or  to  the  car- 
riage, and  to  listen  with  great  attention  whenever 
she  opened  her  mouth.  Whenever  she  expressed 
an  inclination  for  any  thing,  no  matter  what,  it  was 
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always  procured  for  her ; and  when  she  was  sick, 
nothing  could  equal  the  kindness  and  attention 
with  which  she  was  treated  by  us  all.  I insisted 
upon  paying  her  physician’s  bills,  and  it  would 
amaze  you  to  see  the  sums  I have  charged  against 
her  for  these  matters,  intending  to  make  my  son 
refund  when  he  came  into  possession  of  the  old 
lady’s  property. 

“ In  short,  sir,  I have  heard  of  women  being 
killed  with  kindness  ; and  sure  I am,  if  kindness 
could  have  killed  anybody,  the  old  lady  would  not 
have  lived  long.  But  for  twenty  years  and  more 
she  continued  to  receive  our  attentions,  and  to  en- 
joy apparently  better  health  than  ever,  keeping  us 
on  the  tenter-hooks  of  expectation  all  that  time, 
until  at  length  I began  to  think  she  would  actually 
live  to  see  us  all  under  the  sod.  She  died  at  last, 
however,  and  the  curiosity  of  all  her  most  atten- 
tive friends  was  indescribable,  concerning  the  dis- 
tribution of  her  property.  As  for  us,  we  laughed 
in  our  sleeves,  being  assured,  from  several  myste- 
rious hints  of  the  old  lady,  that  my  son  would  be 
the  sole  heir.  My  son  and  I,  together  with  several 
more  of  her  dearest  friends,  were  present  at  the 
opening  of  the  will,  when  it  appeared  that  she  had 
left  all  her  estates  to  a parcel  of  poor  relations  no- 
body had  ever  heard  of  before.  They  lived  in 
England,  it  seems ; and  the  old  lady,  not  wishing 
either  to  go  to  them  or  have  them  come  to  her, 
had  thus  slyly  managed  to  secure  to  herself,  among 
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strangers,  all  those  attentions  and  kindnesses  only 
to  be  expected  from  near  and  dear  relatives,  by 
keeping  her  secret  to  the  last.  The  numerous  ex- 
pectants looked  at  each  other  with  ludicrous  aston- 
ishment, while  the  executor  was  observed  to  be 
somewhat  diverted  with  our  disappointment.  The 
only  notice  she  took  of  my  son,  who  had  been  for 
twenty  years  a martyr  to  Ins  expectations,  was  be- 
queathing him  her  blessing,  and  thanks  for  his  dis- 
interested attention  to  an  infirm  and  helpless  widow. 
Now,  sir,  don’t  you  flunk  this  was  ill  treatment? 
I have  written  this  letter  on  purpose  that  our  wrongs 
may  be  made  public,  and  to  caution  your  readers 
against  being  the  dupes  of  rich  old  ladies  who 
don’t  choose  to  acknowledge  their  relations  except 
in  their  wills. 

“ Your  disappointed 

“ ZoROBABEL  CROUCH.” 

TO  LAUNCELOT  LANGSTAFF,  ESQ. 

“ Sir, 

“ I have  the  misfortune  to  be  married  to  a man 
who,  in  the  main,  makes  a tolerable  husband,  and 
whom  I have  every  disposition  to  obey  in  all  rea- 
sonable things.  But  he  has  a disagreeable  habit 
of  uttering  his  wishes  as  commands,  by  which 
means  he  deprives  me  of  all  the  merit  of  volun- 
tarily complying  with  them.  I have  more  than 
once  been  tempted  to  act  contrary  to  what  I wished, 
merely  to  assert  my  independence.  As  it  is,  I am 
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afraid  I comply  with  rather  a bad  grace.  Pray 
favour  me  with  your  advice  in  this  delicate  affair. 

“ Yours, 

“ Lucy  Wayward.” 

The  only  advice  we  have  to  give  Mrs.  Wayward, 
is  to  comply  with  her  husband’s  wishes  with  per- 
fect good-humour,  provided  they  are  not  altogether 
unreasonable.  If  he  is  a man  of  sense  and  feel- 
ing, such  a course  will  soon  make  him  ashamed  of 
playing  the  bashaw. 

TO  LAUNCELOT  LANGSTAFF,  ESQ. 

“ Sir, 

“ My  husband  and  I,  after  living  together  a con- 
siderable time  in  rather  an  uncomfortable  manner, 
lately  hit  upon  a discovery  which  has  enabled  us 
to  pass  our  time  in  the  most  perfect  harmony. 
With  his  approbation,  I lose  no  time  in  communi- 
cating it  to  you  for  the  benefit  of  the  public.  The 
whole  secret  consists  in  our  never  getting  angry 
both  at  the  same  time. 

“Your  admirer, 

“ Elizabeth  Hardkis.” 

TO  LAUNCELOT  LANGSTAFF,  ESQ. 

“ Sir, 

“ I am  an  old  bachelor  like  yourself,  and  used  to 
read  your  paper  with  great  pleasure  till  you  under- 
took to  recommend  matrimony  to  your  readers, 
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since  when  I have  given  it  up  entirely.  The  ob- 
ject of  this  letter  is  to  desire  you  will  do  me  the 
favour  to  reprobate  the  impertinent  practice  of  call- 
ing in  continually  to  inquire  how  a man  does,  when 
he  happens  to  be  a little  indisposed.  I reside 
among  a parcel  of  idle  people,  in  a village  where 
they  do  little  or  nothing,  and  live  upon  bank  dis- 
counts. It  often  happens  that  I am  troubled  with 
little  infirmities,  for  which,  half  the  time,  I can’t 
find  the  right  name.  On  these  occasions,  my 
neighbours  are  sure  to  come  in  shoals  to  inquire 
about  my  health,  and  puzzle  me  with  a thousand 
impertinent  questions,  besides  recommending  an 
infinite  number  of  remedies,  not  one  of  which  is 
worth  a rush. 

“ I have  turned  away  my  servants  several  times, 
for  having  the  impudence  to  trouble  me  with  their 
inquiries  ; discharged  my  physician  for  a similar 
reason,  and  quarrelled  with  the  parson  of  the  parish- 
Nay,  I made  an  example  of  two  of  my  pensioners, 
who,  notwithstanding  my  express  prohibition,  per- 
sisted in  coming  twice  a day  to  ask  how  I did, 
during  a fit  of  the  gout. 

“ I have  come  to  terms  with  most  of  those  who 
exchange  dinners  with  me  occasionally,  or  some- 
times call  of  evenings  to  take  a hand  at.  whist.  The 
parson  is  admitted  into  fellowship  again,  on  con- 
dition of  making  no  allusion  whatever  to  my  com- 
plaints ; and  my  present  physician  is  never  allowed 
to  go  beyond  a shake  of  the  head  or  a nod  when 
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he  visits  me.  The  old  cook,  who  is  a sort  of  priv- 
ileged person,  sometimes  ventures  a kind  of  inter- 
rogation, as,  “ Master  don’t  seem  quite  well  to- 
day ?”  but  I should  certainly  turn  my  back  on  these 
occasions  if  I was  not  afraid  she  would  spoil  my 
dinner. 

“ But  for  all  this,  sir,  I can’t  keep  the  people  of 
the  neighbourhood  in  the  same  order,  and  am  par- 
ticularly pestered  by  an  old  widow  lady  over  the 
way,  who  never  sees  the  doctor’s  chair  at  my  door 
without  sallying  forth,  and  prescribing  a hundred 
abominations.  All  this  she  does  because  she  was 
well  acquainted  with  my  father,  who  I think  was 
very  much  to  be  pitied  on  that  account. 

“ If  you  have  not  lost  all  fellow-feeling  with  our 
fraternity,  be  good  enough  to  publish  this  letter, 
with  my  solemn  resolution,  that  although  I have 
no  relations  that  I know  of,  I am  determined  never 
to  leave  a shilling  to  any  person  who  inquires  into 
the  state  of  my  health.  Between  ourselves,  I have 
struck  several  names  from  my  will  solely  on  this 
account. 

“ Your  persecuted  friend, 

Titus  Wormwood.” 

TO  LAUNCELOT  LANGSTAFF,  ESQ. 

“ Sir, 

“ I am  an  unfortunate  young  lady,  who  was  pur 
chased  in  marriage  by  an  old  bachelor  of  fifty-five, 
with  a new  bonnet,  a cashmere  shawl,  a pearl  neck- 
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lace,  and  a fine  house,  with  damask  curtains  to  the 
windows.  But  unfortunately,  before  I had  worn 
my  fine  bonnet  half  a dozen  times,  or  exhibited  it 
to  half  the  town,  my  aunt  died,  and  obliged  me  to 
put  on  mourning,  so  that  my  hat  is  now  quite  out 
of  fashion,  and  I shall  not  probably  soon  get  an- 
other. This  however  is  not  likely  to  be  of  much 
consequence,  for  my  husband  keeps  me  shut  up  in 
my  fine  house,  so  that  I never  get  an  opportunity 
of  wearing  my  shawl  or  necklace,  and  am  so  tired 
of  the  sight  of  damask  curtains,  that  I wish  never 
to  see  them  more.  What  renders  my  situation  the 
more  deplorable,  is  the  comparisons  I draw  while 
sitting  at  the  window  of  my  prison,  between  my 
own  situation  and  that  of  a poor  woman  who  lives 
in  a small  wooden  two-story  house  over  the  way, 
and  who,  though  she  has  neither  damask  curtains, 
or  pearl  necklace,  or  cashmere  shawl,  can  go  out 
when  she  pleases.  It  is  all  my  mother’s  fault, 
who  was  for  ever  telling  me  that  ‘ it  was  better  to 
be  an  old  man’s  darling  than  a young  man’s  slave,’ 
a maxim  against  which  I take  this  opportunity  ter 
warn  my  whole  sex. 

“ Yours,  &c. 

“ Loui&a  Lockup 
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NATIONAL  LITERATURE. 

It  has  been  often  observed  by  such  as  have  at- 
tempted to  account  for  the  scarcity  of  romantic 
fiction  among  our  native  writers,  that  the  history  of 
the  country  affords  few  materials  for  such  works, 
and  offers  little  in  its  traditionary  lore  to  warm  the 
heart  or  elevate  the  imagination.  The  remark  has 
been  so  often  repeated  that  it  is  now  pretty  gen- 
erally received  with  perfect  docility,  as  an  incon- 
trovertible truth,  though  it  seems  tome  without  the 
shadow  of  a foundation.  It  is  in  fact  an  observa- 
tion that  never  did  nor  ever  will  apply  to  any  na- 
tion, ancient  or  modern. 

Wherever  there  are  men,  there  will  be  materials 
for  romantic  adventure.  In  the  misfortunes  that 
befall  them;  in  the  sufferings  and  vicissitudes  which 
are  everywhere  the  lot  of  human  beings  ; in  the 
struggles  to  counteract  fortune,  and  in  the  conflicts 
of  the  passions,  in  every  situation  of  life,  he  who 
studies  nature  and  draws  his  pictures  from  her  rich 
and  inexhaustible  sources  of  variety,  will  always 
find  enough  of  those  characters  and  incidents  which 
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give  a relish  to  works  of  fancy.  The  aid  of  su- 
perstition, the  agency  of  ghosts,  fairies,  goblins, 
and  all  that  antiquated  machinery  which  till  lately 
was  confined  to  the  nursery,  is  not  necessary  to 
excite  our  wonder  or  interest  our  feelings ; although 
it  is  not  the  least  of  incongruities,  that  in  an  age 
which  boasts  of  having  by  its  scientific  discoveries 
dissipated  almost  all  the  materials  of  superstition, 
some  of  the  most  popular  fictions  should  be  founded 
upon  a superstition  which  is  now  become  entirely 
ridiculous,  even  among  the  ignorant. 

The  best  and  most  perfect  works  of  imagination 
appear  to  me  to  be  those  which  are  founded  upon  a 
combination  of  such  characters  as  every  genera- 
tion of  men  exhibits,  and  such  events  as  have  often 
taken  place  in  the  world,  and  will  again.  Such 
works  are  only  fictions,  because  the  tissue  of  events 
which  they  record  never  perhaps  happened  in  pre- 
cisely the  same  train,  and  to  the  same  number  of 
persons,  as  are  exhibited  and  associated  in  the  re- 
lation. Real  life  is  fraught  with  adventures,  to 
which  the  wildest  fictions  scarcely  afford  a parallel ; 
and  it  has  this  special  advantage  over  its  rival,  that 
these  events,  however  extraordinary,  can  always  be 
traced  to  motives,  actions,  and  passions,  arising  out 
of  circumstances  no  way  unnatural,  and  partaking 
of  no  impossible  or  supernatural  agency. 

Hence  it  is,  that  the  judgment  and  the  fancy  are 
both  equally  gratified  in  the  perusal  of  this  class 
of  fictions,  if  they  are  skilfully  conducted ; while 
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in  those  which  have  nothing  to  recommend  them 
but  appeals  to  the  agency  of  beings  in  whose  exist- 
ence nobody  believes,  and  whose  actions  of  course 
can  have  no  alliance  either  with  nature  or  proba- 
bility, it  is  the  imagination  alone  that  is  satisfied, 
and  that  only  by  the  total  subjection  of  every  other 
faculty  of  the  mind. 

It  must  be  acknowledged,  however,  that  these 
probable  and  consistent  fictions  are  by  far  the 
most  difficult  to  manage.  It  is  easy  enough  to 
bring  about  the  most  improbable,  not  to  say  impos- 
sible catastrophe,  by  the  aid  of  beings  whose 
power  is  without  limit,  and  whose  motives  are  in- 
scrutable, though  in  my  opinion  it  is  always  a proof 
of  want  of  power  in  the  writer  when  he  is  thus 
compelled  to  call  upon  Hercules  to  do  what  he 
cannot  perform  himself.  It  is  either  an  indication 
that  his  judgment  is  inadequate  to  the  arrangement 
of  his  materials  and  the  adjustment  of  his  plans, 
or  that  he  is  deficient  in  the  invention  of  rational 
means  to  extricate  himself  from  his  difficulties. 

On  the  contrary,  nothing  is  more  easy  than  the 
management  of  this  machinery  of  ghosts,  goblins, 
and  fairies,  who  are  subject  neither  to  Longinus, 
Quinctilian,  or  Dryden  (whom  I look  upon  as  the 
best  critic  of  modern  times) ; wTho  are  always 
within  call,  and  can  be  made  active  or  passive, 
without  the  trouble  of  putting  them  or  the  author 
to  the  inconvenience  of  being  governed  by  any  ra- 
tional motive  whatever.  Events  that  would  be  ex« 
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traordinary,  if  they  were  not  impossible,  are  thu3 
brought  about  in  a trice,  without  any  preparatory 
and  laborious  arrangements  of  causes  and  effects, 
and  the  fiction  becomes  thus  complete  in  its  kind, 
by  being  equally  elevated  beyond  our  comprehen- 
sion and  belief. 

The  rare  and  happy  combination  of  invention, 
judgment,  and  experience,  requisite  to  produce 
such  a work  as  Tom  Jones,  is  seldom  twice  found 
in  the  same  country  while ; thousands  of  mere 
romance-writers  flourish  and  are  forgotten  in  every 
age. 

In  the  raw  material  for  the  latter  species  of  fic- 
tion, it  must  be  acknowledged  this  country  is  quite 
deficient.  Fairies,  giants,  and  goblins  are  not  in- 
digenous here,  and  with  the  exception  of  a few 
witches  that  were  soon  exterminated,  our  worthy 
ancestors  brought  over  with  them  not  a single  spe- 
cimen of  Gothic  or  Grecian  mythology. 

The  only  second-sight  they  possessed  was  found- 
ed on  the  solid  basis  of  a keen  recollection  of  the 
past,  a rational  anticipation  of  the  future.  They  ac- 
knowledged no  agency  above  that  of  the  physical 
and  intellectual  man,  except  that  of  the  Being  that 
created  him  ; and  they  relied  for  protection  and  sup- 
port on  their  own  resolute  perseverance,  aided  by  the 
blessings  of  God.  But  if  I mistake  not,  there  is 
that  in  the  peculiarities  of  their  character;  in  the 
motives  which  produced  the  resolution  to  emigrate 
to  the  wilderness  ; in  the  courage  and  perseverance 
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with  which  they  consummated  this  gallant  enter- 
prise ; and  in  the  wild  and  terrible  peculiarities  of 
their  intercourse,  their  adventures,  and  their  con- 
tests with  the  savages,  amply  sufficient  for  all  the 
purposes  of  those  higher  works  of  imagination, 
which  may  be  called  Rational  Fictions. 

That  these  materials  have  as  yet  been  little 
more  than  partially  interwoven  into  the  few  fictions 
which  this  country  has  given  birth  to,  is  not  owing 
to  their  being  inapplicable  to  that  purpose,  but  to 
another  cause  entirely.  We  have  been  misled 
by  bad  models,  or  the  suffrages  of  docile  crit- 
ics, who  have  bowed  to  the  influence  of  rank  and 
fashion,  and  given  testimony  in  favour  of  works 
which  their  better  judgment  must  have  condemn- 
ed. We  have  cherished  a habit  of  looking  to 
other  nations  for  examples  of  every  kind,  and  de- 
based the  genius  of  this  new  world  by  making  it 
the  ape  and  the  tributary  of  that  of  the  old.  We 
have  imitated  where  we  might  often  have  excelled  ; 
we  have  overlooked  our  own  rich  resources,  and 
sponged  upon  the  exhausted  treasury  of  our  em- 
poverished  neighbours  ; we  were  born  rich,  and  yet 
have  all  our  lives  subsisted  by  borrowing.  Hence 
it  has  continually  occurred,  that  those  who  might 
have  gone  before  had  they  chosen  a new  path, 
have  been  content  to  come  last,  merely  by  follow- 
ing the  old  track.  Many  a genius  that  could  and 
would  have  attained  an  equal  height,  in  some  new 
and  unexplored  region  of  fancy,  has  dwindled  into 
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insignificance  and  contempt  by  stooping  to  track 
some  inferior  spirit,  to  whom  fashion  had  assigned 
a temporary  elevation.  They  ought  to  be  told, 
that  though  fashion  may  give  a momentary  popu- 
larity to  works  that  neither  appeal  to  national  at- 
tachments, domestic  habits,  or  those  feelings  which 
are  the  same  yesterday,  to-day,  for  ever,  and  every- 
where, still  it  is  not  by  imitation  they  can  hope 
to  equal  any  thing  great.  It  appears  to  me  that 
the  young  candidate  for  the  prize  of  genius,  in 
the  regions  of  invention  and  fancy,  has  but  one 
path  open  to  fame.  He  cannot  hope  to  wing  his 
way  above  those  immortal  works  that  have  stood 
the  test  of  ages,  and  are  now  with  one  consent  rec- 
ognised as  specimens  beyond  which  the  intellect 
of  man  is  not  permitted  to  soar.  But  a noble  prize 
is  yet  within  his  grasp,  and  worthy  of  the  most 
aspiring  ambition. 

; By  freeing  himself  from  a habit  of  servile  im- 
itation ; by  daring  to  think  and  feel,  and  express 
his  feelings  ; by  dwelling  on  scenes  and  events 
connected  with  our  pride  and  our  affections ; by 
indulging  in  those  little  peculiarities  of  thought, 
feeling,  and  expression  which  belong  to  every  na- 
tion ; by  borrowing  from  nature,  and  not  from  those 
who  disfigure  or  burlesque  her — he  may  and  will 
in  time  destroy  the  ascendency  of  foreign  taste 
and  opinions,  and  elevate  his  own  in  the  place 
of  them.  These  causes  lead  to  the  final  establish- 
ment of  a national  literature,  and  give  that  air  and 
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character  of  originality  which  it  is  sure  to  acquire, 
unless  it  is  debased  and  expatriated  by  a habit  of 
servile  imitation. 

The  favourite,  yet  almost  hopeless  object  of  my 
old  age,  is  to  see  this  attempt  consummated.  For 
this  purpose,  it  is  my  delight  to  furnish  occasion- 
ally such  hints  as  may  turn  the  attention  of  those 
who  have  leisure,  health,  youth,  genius,  and  oppor- 
tunities, to  domestic  subjects  on  which  to  exercise 
their  powers.  Let  them  not  be  disheartened,  even 
should  they  sink  into  a temporary  oblivion  in  the 
outset.  This  country  is  not  destined  to  be  always 
behind  in  the  race  of  literary  glory.  The  time  will 
assuredly  come,  when  that  same  freedom  of  thought 
and  action  which  has  given  such  a spur  to  our 
genius  in  other  respects,  will  achieve  similar  won- 
ders in  literature.  It  is  then  that  our  early  speci- 
mens will  be  sought  after  with  avidity,  and  that 
those  who  led  the  way  in  the  rugged  discouraging 
path  will  be  honoured,  as  we  begin  to  honour  the 
adventurous  spirits  who  first  sought,  explored,  and 
cleared  this  western  wilderness. 

These  remarks  will,  we  think,  most  especially 
apply  to  the  fictions  of  the  late  Mr.  Charles  Brock- 
den  Brown,  which  are  among  the  most  vigorous  and 
original  efforts  of  our  native  literature.  Indeed,  it 
appears  to  us  that  few  if  any  writers  of  the  present 
day  exceed,  or  even  approach  him  in  richness  of 
imagination,  depth  of  feeling,  command  of  lan- 
guage, and  the  faculty  of  exciting  a powerful  and 
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permanent  interest  in  Hire  reader.  They  constitute 
a class  of  fictions  standing  alone  by  themselves  ; 
they  are  the  product  of  our  soil,  the  efforts  of  one  of 
our  most  blameless  and  esteemed  fellow-citizens, 
and  they  would  do  honour  to  any  country.  Yet 
they  want  the  stamp  of  fashion  and  notoriety ; they 
have  never  been  consecrated  by  the  approbation  of 
foreign  criticism ; and,  in  all  probability,  a large 
portion  of  our  readers  are  ignorant  that  they  were 
ever  written. 

Yet  we  hazard  little  in  predicting  that  the  period 
is  not  far  distant  when  they  will  be  rescued  from 
oblivion  by  the  hand  of  some  kindred  spirit,  and 
the  people  of  the  United  States  become  sufficiently 
independent  to  dare  to  admire  and  to  express  their 
admiration  of  a writer  who  will  leave  many  follow- 
ers, but  few  equals  ; and  whose  future  fame  will 
furnish  a bright  contrast  to  the  darkness  in  which 
he  is  now  enveloped. 


Letter  from  Cornelius  Taykaonta,  King  of  the 
Oneidas , <J-c.  fyc.,  to  Ayaontaka,  his  Queen. 

“ Madam, 

“Finding  the  holy  alliance  demurred  to  my 
claim  to  a small  kingdom  in  Europe,  and  being 
somewhat  tired  of  French  cookery,  I resolved  to 
return  to  England  to  be  present  at  the  coronation  of 
sir  my  brother,  George  R.  I arrived  at  Dover 
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just  at  the  time  the  Queen  of  England  landed,  and 
by  that  means  missed  the  customary  honours  paid 
to  royalty  by  this  loyal  people,  who  one  day  rail 
against  their  lord  and  master,  and  the  next  draw 
his  carriage,  shouting  as  loud  as  they  can  bawl. 
Not  being  allowed  to  pray  for  her  majesty,  they 
turned  in  and  dragged  her  through  the  streets,  with- 
out taking  the  least  notice  of  me.  However,  every 
dog  has  his  day. 

“ Being  determined  to  be  in  good  company,  I 
joined  the  queen’s  suite,  and  accompanied  her 
majesty  all  the  way  up  to  London  ; that  is,  kept  as 
close  behind  her  as  possible ; and  by  that  means 
came  in  for  a considerable  share  of  dust  and  glory. 
When  we  got  near  to  the  capital  the  people  turned 
out  in  crowds  to  meet  us,  and  charitably  relieved 
the  queen’s  horses,  which  was  a very  Christian- 
like  act,  for  by  this  time  they  were  very  tired. 
The  queen  made  several  bows  and  speeches  by 
the  way,  but  I thought  the  bows  better  than  the 
speeches,  for  my  part.  I attempted  to  make  a 
speech  also,  which  was  tolerably  well  received, 
and  greeted  with  considerable  hissing.  The  peo- 
ple, however,  had  seen  me  before,  and  the  second 
view  of  a legitimate  king  is  not  half  so  imposing 
as  the  first.  People  get  soon  used  to  the  sight  of 
great  persons,  and  it  is  good  policy,  I find,  to  keep 
them  at  a distance,  as  well  as  to  let  them  see  you 
as  little  as  possible ; for  even  a fly  may  get  accus- 
tomed to  taking  liberties  with  a legitimate  nose. 
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“ The  queen  went  to  take  lodgings  with  an  aider- 
man,  for  the  sake  of  the  good  fare,  I suppose,  as 
these  people  are  famous  for  good  eating.  I fol- 
lowed in  her  train,  and  desired  the  servant  to  show 
me  one  of  the  best  rooms ; but  he  only  went  into 
the  house,  and  shortly  returning,  told  me  to  get 
about  my  business.  1 suppose  the  queen  was 
ashamed  of  my  company,  or  perhaps  was  fearful 
my  brother  George  R.,  who  is  a little  inclined  that 
way,  might  be  jealous  of  her  having  a crowned  head 
in  her  suite.  So  I was  e’en  obliged  to  go  back 
again  to  the  hotel,  where  they  make  a man  pay  for 
being  shaved  without  a beard,  and  for  cleaning 
boots  that  he  never  wore. 

“ I cannot  help  again  congratulating  you,  madam, 
my  queen,  upon  the  happiness  you  enjoy  in  being 
the  wife  of  a civilized  humane  monarch  like  my- 
self. Had  you  the  misfortune  to  be  united  to  my 
brother  George  R.,  who  acknowledges  no  wives 
but  those  of  other  men,  you  would  have  enough  to 
do  to  defend  your  reputation  against  him  and  his 
friends,  who  have  been  trying  for  the  last  fourteen 
years  to  make  the  present  queen  out  to  be  a trol- 
lop. It  seems  my  brother  George  has  kept  watch 
upon  her  all  the  time,  in  the  hope  that  after  having 
thrown  her  in  the  way  of  temptation,  she  might  be 
tempted  to  commit  some  indiscretion.  Now  I 
think  such  conduct  quite  contemptible.  I am  told 
he  has  never  called  to  see  her  since  her  arrival, 
though  she  has  been  away  fourteen  years,  which  I 
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think  is  quite  long  enough  to  excite  a man’s  cu- 
riosity to  see  how  his  wife  looks.  For  my  part, 
though  I have  only  been  absent  a year  and  a half,  I 
desire  much  to  see  you,  and  their  royal  highnesses 
Prince  Pap  and  the  Princess  Lazybones. 

“ My  brother  George  has  taken  various  other 
methods  of  showing  his  indifference  and  dislike  to 
the  queen.  He  has  forbid  all  his  priests  praying 
for  her,  which  appears  to  me  the  extreme  of  malice. 
If  she  is  a good  woman,  their  prayers  will  cer- 
tainly do  her  no  harm  ; and  if  bad,  she  requires  their 
prayers  the  more.  When  a man  is  going  to  be 
hanged  for  murder  here,  they  allow  the  priest  to 
pray  for  his  soul ; though  they  don’t  give  him  a 
public  funeral,  and  bury  him  among  honest  people, 
as  begins  to  be  practised  in  some  parts  of  the  civ- 
ilized world.  Then  he  refuses  to  furnish  her  with 
pocket-money,  unless  she  will  keep  out  of  his 
sight;  and  she  was  obliged  to  sponge  upon  an  aider- 
man  for  a dinner  and  night’s  lodging.  Besides 
this,  he  has  insisted  that  all  the  members  of  his 
great  council  who  come  up  to  town  from  the  rotten 
boroughs  to  sell  themselves,  and  who,  from  what  I 
can  learn,  are  a sort  of  redemptioners,  shall  vote 
for  a secret  committee  to  inquire  into  her  private 
affairs.  This  committee  is  to  be  composed  of  old 
men  instead  of  old  women,  who  are  the  best  hands 
for  finding  out  secrets.  They  are  to  inquire  into 
every  thing  the  queen  has  said,  done,  or  thought 
for  the  last  twenty  years  and  more.  This  is  done, 
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not  with  a view  to  prove  her  innocent,  but  to  con- 
vict her  of  what  in  this  country  dishonours  the 
husband  more  than  the  wife.  The  lady,  however, 
seems  a bit  of  a virago,  and  gives  the  husband  as 
good  as  he  sends  ; so  that  there  is  no  saying  which 
will  wear  the  breeches  in  the  end.  For  my  part,  I 
can’t  help  laughing  to  see  my  brother  George  make 
such  a rout  about  the  mere  suspicion  of  what  is 
here  so  common,  that  it  is  pretty  notorious  the  nick- 
name of  John  Bull  was  given  to  this  nation  from 
there  being  so  many  horned  beasts  among  them.* 

“ It  is  inconceivable  what  a bustle  this  business, 
joined  to  the  coronation,  creates.  Every  one  seems 
to  have  forgot  private  affairs  and  public  grievances, 
to  talk  of  the  coronation.  The  ladies  of  quality 
do  nothing  but  go  a shopping — the  milliners  run 
about  the  streets  from  morning  till  night  with  band- 
boxes — the  rich  forget  they  are  over  head  and  ears 
in  debt,  and  the  poor  that  they  are  starving.  The 
whole  city  is  mad  for  finery  and  places  to  see  the 
coronation,  and  people  give  as  much  for  a square 
foot  of  space,  as  would  support  a poor  family  for  a 

* From  this,  and  other  deep  observations  of  King  Cornelius, 
some  of  the  critics  have  expressed  doubts  of  these  letters  being 
genuine.  But  when  it  is  recollected  that  his  majesty  had  mixed 
with  the  whites  a good  deal  before  he  went  abroad,  and  that  he  has 
kept  the  best  company  since,  both  in  England  and  France,  his 
remarks  will  appear  perfectly  natural.  The  gentlemen,  however, 
who  so  laboriously  discussed  the  authenticity  of  Ossian’s  Poems, 
may  take  the  field  on  this  occasion,  if  they  have  not  already  ex- 
pended all  their  learning. 
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whole  year.  Being  a sort  of  brother,  as  it  were,  to 
the  king  and  queen,  and  not  liking  to  be  idle  while 
others  were  so  busy  about  me,  it  came  into  my 
head  that  I would  try  and  make  peace  between 
this  quarrelsome  couple,  in  order  that  the  people 
might  have  the  satisfaction  of  paying  some  forty 
or  fifty  thousand  pounds  more  on  this  joyful  occa- 
sion. Accordingly,  I waited  on  my  Lord  Castle- 
reagh,  who  manages  this  affair  for  my  brother 
George,  and  opened  the  negotiation.  I proposed 
the  good  old  method  practised  on  these  occasions, 
to  forget  and  forgive — at  which  he  shook  his  head. 
Then  I suggested  the  fiery  ordeal  of  red  hot  plough- 
shares, over  which  honest  women  were  accustomed 
to  walk  blindfolded  without  the  least  injury — at 
which  he  looked  pleased,  but  said  nothing.  Lastly, 
I suggested  the  idea  of  selling  her  at  auction  with 
a rope  round  her  neck,  as  is  commonly  practised 
here,  and  hinted  that  I would  go  as  high  as  half  a 
crown  for  her.  At  this  he  looked  as  if  he  did  not 
know  what  to  say  for  some  time.  At  last,  how- 
ever, he  entered  upon  a long  explanation,  which  I 
could  not  understand — so  I took  my  leave,  ar.d 
went  to  the  prime  minister  to  know  what  his  lord- 
ship  meant.  I proposed  the  same  plans,  one  after 
the  other — at  which  the  prime  minister  did  nothing 
but  pick  his  nose,  a sign  of  his  being  a person  of 
deep  reflection. 

“ Finding  I could  make  nothing  of  the  business 
in  this  quarter,  I waited  upon  her  majesty,  in  order 
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to  see  if  she  had  reason  in  her.  She  received  me 
very  graciously,  as  an  old  travelling  acquaintance, 
and  listened  attentively  to  my  advice,  which  was,  to 
accept  the  fifty  thousand  pounds  a year  offered  to 
her.  With  such  a fortune,  there  would  be  no  dif- 

y 

ficulty  in  her  getting  plenty  of  husbands  ; to  which 
I added,  merely  to  encourage  the  poor  thing,  that 
if  the  money  was  properly  secured,  I would  e’en 
marry  her  myself,  in  which  case  she  would  still  be 
a queen.  But,  between  ourselves,  my  dear,  I was 
only  jesting,  for  I will  never  trust  this  government 
again,  remembering  as  I do  how  ill  they  paid  the 
Indians  for  scalping  the  Americans  last  war.  Her 
majesty,  who  really  seems  almost  as  genteel  and 
well-bred  as  some  of  the  second-rate  American  la- 
dies, received  all  this  very  good-humouredly,  but 
declined  the  advice ; and  snapping  her  fingers, 
solemnly  assured  me  she  would  bring  my  brother 
George  to  his  marrow-bones. 

“ How  it  will  end  I can’t  say  ; but  for  my  part  I 
am  inclined  to  believe  that  in  the  end  the  gray  mare 
will  turn  out  the  better  horse.  My  love  to  this 
people,  who  enjoy  spending  money  exceedingly, 
but  grumble  like  bears  when  they  come  to  pay  the 
bill,  inclines  me  strongly  to  hope  the  queen  will 
also  be  crowned  on  this  occasion,  as  they  will  then 
have  the  satisfaction  not  only  of  seeing  two  people 
crowned  instead  of  one,  but  of  paying  double  for 
their  pleasure.  Thus  the  coronation  of  her  majesty 
will  increase  their  happiness  greatly.  In  fact. 
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nothing  has  equalled  the  loyalty  of  the  citizens 
since  they  heard  how  much  it  would  cost  to  put  the 
crown  on  my  brother  George’s  head,  and  they 
have  done  little  else  ever  since  but  break  windows, 
a sure  sign  they  are  in  a humour  for  jesting.  How 
those  who  live  at  a distance,  and  pay  the  piper 
without  hearing  the  music,  or  joining  in  the  dance, 
will  feel  on  the  occasion,  is  more  than  I know ; for 
it  has  become  dangerous  of  late  for  people  to  ex- 
press their  feelings  in  this  kingdom.  After  all, 
though,  it  is  a fine  thing  to  be  a king  among  a po- 
lite, civilized,  moral,  and  religious  people,  for  he 
can  not  only  be  as  immoral  and  irreligious  as  he 
likes,  but  it  takes  nearly  a million  of  money  to 
fasten  on  his  crown,  and  five  millions  a year  to 
keep  it  there.  All  which  proves  very  clearly  that 
a king  can  do  no  wrong,  or  the  people  would  cer- 
tainly never  put  up  with  such  matters. 

**#**#*# 

“ I have  been  so  busy  for  some  time  past  in  pre- 
paring for  the  coronation,  that  I thought  best  to 
leave  the  finishing  of  this  letter  until  the  important 
affair  was  over,  as  well  to  do  it  at  more  leisure,  as 
to  give  you  some  account  of  the  ceremony.  You 
can’t  imagine,  madam,  what  difficulties  I had  in 
completing  my  costume,  on  account  of  my  brother 
George  having  bought  up  all  the  finery  in  the  king- 
dom for  his  own  use.  Not  being  able  to  procure 
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a robe  of  ermine  as  I wished,  I selected  the  skin 
of  a large  bear  from  among  my  baggage,  and  had 
the  horns  of  my  buffalo  cap  splendidly  new  gilt 
for  the  occasion,  for  I was  resolved  my  brother 
George  should  not  be  the  only  punch  of  the  pup- 
pet-show. In  addition  to  this,  I procured  a star  to 
flare  in  front  of  my  bearskin,  as  is  the  custom  with 
people  of  high  rank.  It  was  made  of  glass  to  be 
sure ; but  I was  assured  I should  not  be  disgraced 
on  that  account,  as  there  would  be  a great  deal  of 
paste  abroad  that  day.  My  suite  was  equipped  in 
a splendid  manner,  and  we  all  waited  with  great 
anxiety  for  the  happy  day.  I never  thought  that  a 
mere  show  would  agitate  my  mind  in  this  manner  ; 
but  when  all  around  do  nothing  but  talk  about  one 
thing,  and  are  agitated  by  one  feeling,  it  is  difficult 
to  escape  falling  into  the  current  of  general  en- 
thusiasm, and  being  swept  away. 

“ I must  not  forget  to  tell  you  there  have  been 
great  struggles  among  the  nobility  here  for  the  hon- 
our of  performing  certain  offices  about  the  person  of 
my  brother  George,  which  in  America  are  princi- 
pally done  by  the  negroes.  I mean  putting  on  the 
king’s  shirt,  handing  a cup  of  wine  at  dinner,  or  a 
basin  and  towel  to  wash  himself  after  eating.  It 
seems  the  people  who  do  these  menial  offices  are 
entitled  to  his  majesty’s  shirt  afterward,  as  well  as 
to  the  cup  out  of  which  he  drinks,  and  the  towel 
with  which  he  wipes  his  royal  beard.  Two  things 
struck  me  on  this  occasion — one,  that  kings  must 
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certainly  be  very  lofty  persons,  to  make  great  no- 
blemen dispute  the  honour  of  doing  for  them  what, 
among  republicans,  a common  white  man  is  de- 
graded for  submitting  to — the  other,  that  they  must 
be  very  much  in  want  of  shirts  and  towels. 

“ These  are  objects  of  ambition  only  to  the  very 
highest  and  most  ancient  orders  of  nobility,  who 
are  called  high  and  mighty  princes.  But  there  are 
smaller  matters,  which  the  little  folks  are  just  as 
anxious  to  obtain  as  their  betters.  The  priests  of 
the  temple  where  the  crown  is  to  be  put  upon  the 
head  of  my  brother  George,  insist  upon  having  a 
finger  in  the  pie,  for  which  they  claim  six  yards  of 
velvet  a-piece.  One  is  to  put  the  crown  on  his 
head,  while  another  holds  up  the  tail  of  his  robe. 
One  is  to  carry  his  gilt  spurs,  and  another  claims 
the  privilege  of  whipping  all  the  naughty  boys  of 
the  parish  on  this  special  occasion.  In  short, 
madam,  they  all  seem  to  be  anxious  to  figure  in 
the  show,  and  to  get  a remnant  of  velvet,  a shirt, 
or  a towel,  on  this  memorable  occasion.  It  is  so 
long  since  the  last  coronation,  that  I suppose  the 
old  ones  must  be  worn  out  a great  while  ago,  which 
accounts  for  their  eagerness  to  get  new. 

“ A very  distinguished  personage  has  put  in  a 
claim  to  the  leavings  of  the  great  coronation  feast, 
which  he  maintains  have  been  enjoyed  by  his  fore- 
fathers from  time  out  of  mind,  and  which  I should 
suppose  ought  to  be  given  to  the  waiters  and 
poor  people.  Indeed,  madam,  if  every  one  is  al- 
24* 
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lowed  his  claim,  there  is  reason  to  fear  that  my 
brother  George  will  not  have  a shirt  to  his  back, 
a silver  spoon,  or  a mouthful  of  cold  victuals  for 
a luncheon  left.  In  return  for  these,  however,  it 
must  be  confessed,  that  the  highest  noblemen  in 
the  kingdom  will  perform  menial  offices,  which  one 
of  the  lowest  of  my  faithful  subjects  would  scorn 
to  do  for  me,  on  any  occasion.  But  the  drollest 
thing  of  all  is,  that  the  ladies  have  petitioned  to 
appear  at  the  drawing-room  without  their  petti- 
coats, and  his  majesty  has  been  pleased  to  grant 
their  request,  in  order  to  add  to  the  brilliant  display 
on  this  occasion.*  ’Tis  a fine  thing  to  be  a king  in 
these  parts. 

“To  speak  truth,  I felt  rather  inclined  to  laugh 
at  all  this  nonsense,  as  I thought  it,  until  a person 
who  has  taken  a great  deal  of  pains  to  civilize  me, 
assured  me  that  it  would  be  a very  solemn  cere- 
mony, and  that  it  was  quite  impossible  to  keep 
up  the  dignity  of  a king  without  it.  His  best  ar- 
gument, I thought,  was,  that  where  the  great  mass 
of  the  people  had  little  or  no  understanding,  it  was 
necessary  to  appeal  to  their  eyes.  They  would  not 
be  able  properly  to  estimate  the  dignity  of  a king 
without  the  finery  and  show,  which  is  in  fact  the 
principal  agent  of  his  power.  He  instanced  the 
case  of  a private  person,  who  passes  with  the  vul- 

* King  Cornelius  has  made  a blunder  here,  which  is  somewhat 
excusable.  The  permission  is  to  appear  at  court  without  hoop 
petticoats. 


SALMAGUNDI. 


283 


gar  for  a gentleman  solely  on  the  credit  of  his 
equipage  and  fine  clothes. 

“ On  expressing  my  wonder  that  so  many  great 
nobles  and  chiefs  should  dispute  the  honour  of 
putting  on  my  brother  George’s  shirt,  carrying  off 
his  dirty  towels,  and  coming  in  for  the  leavings  of 
his  table,  he  assured  me  that  all  these  things  an- 
swered an  excellent  end.  When  the  vulgar  came 
to  see  even  their  masters  struggling  for  the  honour 
of  performing  these  menial  offices  for  his  majesty, 
it  not  only  taught  them  that  he  was  elevated  a 
thousand  degrees  over  those  who  were  raised  a 
thousand  degrees  over  them,  but  that  it  was  no  deg- 
radation to  be  slaves  to  the  masters,  who  thought 
it  none  to  be  slaves  to  theirs.  But  the  most  excel- 
lent result  of  all  was,  that  the  people  were,  by  these 
examples,  taught  their  own  insignificance  and  deg- 
radation in  comparison  with  their  royal  master,  and 
thus  brought  to  a proper  sense  of  bearing  their  bur- 
dens with  decency,  instead  of  grumbling  in  an  impi- 
ous and  treasonable  manner,  as  they  were  apt  to  do. 
Upon  this  I was  perfectly  satisfied,  and  thought  it  a 
very  sensible  affair ; although  I could  not  help  ex- 
pressing a doubt  that  a system,  held  together  by 
these  puppet-wires,  was  not  likely  to  last  long. 
Upon  this  he  told  me,  that  when  a house  or  a ship 
grew  old,  rickety,  and  decayed,  it  was  especially  re- 
quisite to  be  particularly  careful  of  the  rotten  parts, 
which  were  absolutely  essential  to  keep  the  frame 
together.  Upon  my  suggesting  the  taking  out  these 
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rotten  parts  and  replacing  them  with  sound,  he 
left  me  in  a passion,  swearing  I was  a radical,  and 
wanted  to  take  away  his  pension. 

“ As  the  time  appointed  for  this  solemn  cere- 
mony approaches,  everybody  seems  to  prepare  for 
it  with  an  ardour  and  impatience  that  increases 
every  day.  The  ladies  are  marshalling  their  finery 
— the  nobles  are  brushing  up  their  old  rusty  coro- 
nets— the  lower  orders  are  preparing  their  throats 
for  the  most  sonorous  acclamations  by  a regular 
system  of  starvation,  such  as  our  people  practice 
before  setting  out  on  a hunting  expedition — and  the 
soldiers  are  scouring  their  guns,  and  sharpening 
their  bayonets,  to  be  the  better  able  to  keep  the 
loyalty  of  the  people  in  good  order,  by  pricking 
them  occasionally  when  they  approach  too  near  his 
sacred  majesty  my  brother  George.  All  this  is 
natural  enough  among  a people  whose  reverence 
for  kings  is  a part  of  their  religion,  and  whose 
habits,  as  well  as  education,  have  fitted  them  for 
every  species  of  obedience  ; but  what  particularly 
surprises  me  is  to  find  this  spirit  actually  pervading 
the  people  of  the  republic  of  the  United  States,  if 
I may  judge  from  their  newspapers,  which  are  read 
to  me  every  day. 

“ I find  them  filled  with  the  most  minute  details 
of  the  progress  of  these  preparations,  as  well  as 
of  the  quarrel  between  these  worthy  people,  my 
brother  George  and  his  wife.  Despising  us  poten- 
tates, as  they  affect  to  do,  it  is  quite  ridiculous  to 
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see  the  interest  they  take  in  the  concerns  of  an 
elderly  gentleman  and  his  wife.  One  would  be  in- 
clined to  suspect,  that  in  spite  of  their  boastings, 
they  have  not  yet  entirely  conquered  their  rever- 
ence for  the  blood  royal,  seeing,  as  we  do,  how  a 
private  citizen  of  that  country  may  advertise  his 
wife  as  a runaway,  or  forbid  every  one  from  trusting 
her,  without  one  soul  caring  a fig  about  it  except 
the  neighbouring  gossips.  After  all,  judging  from 
these  appearances,  it  is  quite  clear,  that  with  all 
their  pretences,  they  think  a great  deal  more  of  us 
legitimates  than  they  are  willing  to  allow,  or  they 
would  scarcely  feel  such  an  interest  in  the  squab- 
bles of  two  people  three  thousand  miles  off,  and,  as 
I verily  am  inclined  to  suspect,  neither  of  them  any 
better  than  they  should  be — both  in  all  probability 
much  to  blame,  and  both  unworthy  the  sympathy 
even  of  their  own  subjects,  much  less  the  free  peo- 
ple of  another  hemisphere. 

“ But  after  all  the  magnificent  preparations  of 
myself  and  my  brother  George,  it  seems,  from  what 
I have  lately  learned,  the  coronation  is  to  be  put 
off  until  next  year.  I should  be  as  much  mortified 
at  this  as  are  several  of  the  nobility,  who  seem  to 
think  themselves  in  danger  of  losing  the  shirts, 
towels,  remnants  of  velvet,  and  cold  victuals, 
were  it  not  that,  owing  to  an  unlucky  affair,  I should 
not  have  been  permitted  to  be  present  if  it  had 
taken  place  at  the  time  first  appointed. 

“Your  royal  majesty  must  know,  that  in  order 
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that  the  principal  actors  in  the  great  puppet-show 
might  be  perfect  in  their  parts  when  the  exhibition 
came  before  the  public,  they  have  for  some  months 
past  been  regularly  drilled  in  the  great  church 
where  the  coronation  is  to  take  place.  Now  being, 
as  I before  stated,  determined  to  make  a good 
figure,  in  order  to  be  prepared  for  the  occasion,  I 
bribed  the  sexton  of  the  church  with  a beaver-skin 
to  give  me  entrance  in  complete  costume,  at  a time 
when  the  king  my  brother  George  and  his  court 
were  going  through  the  rehearsal,  so  that  I am  hap- 
pily able  to  give  your  majesty  some  idea  of  part 
of  this  vast  ceremony. 

“ I entered  the  great  aisle  of  the  building  just 
as  my  brother  George  was  in  all  his  glory — that  is, 
covered  with  all  the  finery  he  had  got  together  for 
the  purpose,  and  strutting  about  under  a canopy 
carried  by  eight  great  nobles,  ornamented  with  a 
number  of  little  jingling  bells.  I could  not  help 
observing,  however,  that  the  cap  which  usually  ac- 
companies the  bells  at  Bartholomew  fair,  and  other 
like  places,  was  wanting  on  this  occasion.  The 
moment  I entered  in  my  buffalo-skin  and  gilded 
horns,  every  eye  was  turned  upon  me ; although,  I 
must  confess,  I thought  my  brother  the  king  in 
every  respect  finer  dressed  than  myself,  except 
that  his  horns  were  not  gilded.  He  looked  rather 
angry  at  me,  I thought,  but  I kept  my  place,  and 
was  determined  not  to  be  daunted. 

When  my  brother  George  had  gone  through 
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his  part  with  the  cap  and  bells,  a man  entered  on 
horseback,  himself  and  steed  clothed  in  complete 
armour,  and  richly  caparisoned.  On  inquiry,  I 
found  that  this  was  the  king’s  great  champion, 
come  thither  to  maintain  his  right  to  the  crown, 
and  that  whoever  answered  his  challenge,  and  over- 
came him,  would  be  fully  entitled  to  be  crowned  in 
my  brother  George’s  place. 

“ Thinking  this  a good  opportunity  of  supplying 
the  omission  of  the  holy  alliance  in  not  granting 
me  a small  kingdom  in  Europe,  where  kings  are 
somebodies,  I resolved  to  have  a bout  with  the 
champion.  The  moment,  therefore,  he  challenged 
the  world  to  contest  my  brother’s  right,  and  threw 
down  his  glove  in  defiance,  I brandished  my  war- 
club,  and  gave  sir  champion  a blow  that  brought 
him  down  with  a clang  somewhat  like  the  tumbling 
in  of  a ten  plate  stove.  Upon  this  I demanded 
of  him  to  own  himself  vanquished ; and  was  pro- 
ceeding to  my  brother  George  to  receive  the  crown 
which  I had  fairly  won,  when  I was  treacherously 
overpowered  by  his  guards,  and  carried  to  prison; 
although  I insisted  on  the  laws  of  battle,  and  that 
I had  become  their  liege  lord  by  right  of  conquest. 

“ But  for  all  this  the  disloyal  knaves  hurried  me 
away,  so  that  I not  only  lost  my  crown  and  king- 
dom, which  I had  won  in  fair  battle,  but  also  missed 
the  rest  of  the  show.  Upon  demanding  an  expla- 
nation, they  told  me  that  the  wdiole  affair  was  a 
mere  sham;  and  that  the  poor  champion  was  nothing 
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more  than  a quiet,  peaceable  country  clergyman, 
who  never  bore  arms  in  his  life  before,  except 
against  Satan.  I was  sorry  for  my  mistake  ; but 
after  all,  it  was  their  own  fault,  to  put  such  tricks 
upon  travellers.  These  preachers  had  better  stay 
at  home  attending  their  flocks,  instead  of  swag- 
gering about  in  armour  on  horseback,  and  chal- 
lenging people  to  turn  out  and  fight  for  the  crown, 
like  the  lion  and  the  unicorn  on  my  brother  George’s 
coat  of  arms. 

“ On  my  explaining  the  mistake  which  caused 
me  to  unhorse  the  great  champion,  and  making  the 
necessary  apology,  I was  released  from  prison ; 
with  a hint  that  the  sooner  I left  the  country  the 
more  agreeable  would  be  my  company  while  X 
staid.  It  is  therefore  my  intention  to  leave  this  in- 
hospitable land  by  the  first  opportunity,  after  con- 
cluding an  alliance  offensive  and  defensive  with  my 
brother  George,  who  has  promised  to  make  me  a 
major-general  if  I will  only  now  and  then  order 
my  faithful  subjects  to  murder  a few  American 
women  and  children.  On  my  arrival  I shall  order 
a coronation  of  my  own,  as  I don’t  wish  to  lose 
the  benefit  of  all  my  preparations.  If  I find,  on 
inquiry,  that  you  have  supported  the  honour  of 
my  crown  and  the  dignity  of  the  nation  with  due 
discretion,  your  majesty  shall  partake  in  the  solem- 
nity ; but  if  otherwise,  I shall  certainly  order  a bill 
of  pains  and  penalties,  and  marry  my  brother 
George’s  wife,  provided  he  allowrs  her  a good  main- 
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tenance  on  their  separation.  I desire  your  royal 
majesty,  therefore,  to  be  ready,  and  to  notify  my 
faithful  subjects  the  Oneidas  to  prepare  for  this 
solemn  and  imposing  celebration.  If  they  don’t, 
every  soul  of  them,  man,  woman,  and  child,  turn 
out  on  the  occasion,  shout  like  a flock  of  wolves  in 
a frosty  night,  break  Obed  Peabody’s  windows  if 
anv  remain,  and  drag  me  to  my  royal  palace,  I shall 
not  fail  to  hang  some  dozen  or  two  for  treason, 
and  as  many  more  for  impiety,  in  order  to  teach 
them  what  is  due  the  Lord’s  anointed. 

“ I,  the  king, 

“ Cornelius  R.” 


HIC  FINIS  FANDI. 

The  reader  who,  with  a patience  worthy  of  a 
greater  reward  than  any  in  our  power  to  bestow, 
has  thus  far  resolutely  accompanied  us  to  the  pres- 
ent issue  of  our  labours,  must  have  noticed  that  al- 
most all  the  fatigues  of  conducting  the  work  have 
fallen  upon  our  worthy  principal,  Launcelot  Lang- 
staff.  Although  the  secret  has  hitherto  been  care- 
fully concealed,  lest  it  might  throw  a gloom  over 
the  public  mindr  and  increase  the  depression  of 
the  times,  it  can  now  no  longer  be  concealed.  The 
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health  of  the  old  gentleman  sunk  under  the  task, 
and  for  some  time  he  had  been  gradually  decli- 
ning into  a state  that  called  forth  all  the  anxieties 
of  his  friends,  who  foresaw  that  his  course  was 
soon  to  be  brought  to  a close. 

In  conducting  the  second  series  of  this  work  he 
fared  indeed  like  the  undertakers  of  most  of  our 
periodical  papers,  who  set  out  with  the  promise  of 
assistance  from  a vast  many  literary  gentlemen, 
who  never  contribute  a single  line.  He  was  wont 
to  observe,  that  from  the  increasing  indolence  of 
his  worthy  copesmates,  many  people  began  to  sus- 
pect, that  notwithstanding  the  great  show  of  men 
he  affected  to  muster  in  his  outset,  he  was  in  reality 
pretty  much  in  the  predicament  of  some  of  our  ex- 
cellent brevet  officers,  who  scamper  about  on  the 
Fourth  of  July  as  if  the  enemy  was  at  their  heels, 
and  make  a great  figure,  without  having  so  much 
as  a little  bandy-legged  drummer  under  their  com- 
mand. 

Injustice  to  myself  and  honest  William  Wizard, 
I will  endeavour,  now  that  we  are  about  to  bid  a 
final  farewell  to  the  public,  to  account  for  the  little 
agency  we  two  have  had  in  conducting  the  latter 
part  of  this  work.  However  careless  men  may 
be  in  preserving  a good  name  during  their  lives, 
all  are  ambitious  of  a little  praise  after  death,  and 
aspire  at  least  to  the  honours  of  an  epitaph. 

For  myself,  I confess  to  the  world  that  I have 
lately  discovered  I begin  to  grow  old,  which  is  gen- 
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erally  one  of  the  last  lessons  of  a bachelor’s  life, 
and,  like  the  recovery  of  a madman’s  wits,  indi- 
cates that  he  has  not  long  to  live.  I have  therefore 
been  lately  endeavouring  to  make  preparations  for 
the  final  catastrophe  by  looking  out  for  a wife,  that 
I may  have  somebody  to  close  my  eyes  when  I 
am  dead,  and  to  hold  me  up  as  an  example  to  her 
second  husband.  Should  I succeed  in  my  at- 
tempts, I mean  to  behave  so  kindly  to  my  wife, 
that  though  an  old  man  (I  confess  it),  she  shall  not 
fail  to  remember  me  with  gratitude,  if  not  with 
love.  For  this  desertion  of  the  most  ancient  order 
of  bachelors  I have  no  other  apology  to  make  than 
that,  although  the  single  state  may  be  pleasant 
enough  through  the  spring  and  summer  of  life,  the 
autumn  and  the  winter  are  melancholy  seasons, 
when  there  is  none  near  and  dear  to  us  to  make  the 
fireside  look  cheerful. 

The  occasion  of  Will  Wizard's  obstinate  si- 
lence is  also  a love  affair,  which  has  for  a long 
while  past  occasioned  infinite  merriment  to  those 
in  the  secret.  It  is  now  more  than  ten  years  since 
he  began  to  exhibit  demonstrations  of  a preference 
for  Miss  Barbara  Cockloft.  This  predilection  he 
displayed  in  various  ways  altogether  peculiar  to 
himself,  but  most  especially  by  sitting  with  his 
chin  resting  on  one  end  of  the  sofa,  gazing  at  her 
as  she  sat  at  the  other,  for  whole  hours  together, 
without  uttering  a single  word.  At  other  times  he 
would  sit  beside  her,  snipping  little  bits  of  riband 
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or  muslin  with  her  scissors  ; and  when  he  felt  him- 
self sufficiently  imboldened,  would  insist  upon 
threading  her  needle,  with  a wink  which,  though 
nobody  could  comprehend,  he  considered  particu- 
larly significant.  Having  pursued  this  method  of 
courtship  some  six  or  eight  years,  he  began  to  look 
upon  her  as  actually  engaged  to  marry  him,  al- 
though he  had  never  talked  of  love  in  her  presence ; 
and  grew  intolerably  jealous  of  several  spruce  old 
bachelors  who  visited  at  the  house  occasionally, 
none  of  whom,  I verily  believe,  had  a thought  of  in- 
terfering with  his  happy  prospects.  I remember 
some  years  since  presenting  her  with  a rose,  a 
piece  of  oldfashioned  gallantry  I hold  in  great 
respect,  which  so  affronted  Will  that  he  called  me 
Mr.  Evergreen  for  a week  afterward,  and  took 
every  opportunity  of  sneering  at  the  gallantries  of 
old  bachelors. 

About  six  months  ago  he  wrought  himself  up 
to  a declaration,  being  thereunto  stimulated  by  the 
late  almost  total  stagnation  of  commerce,  which 
left  him  entirely  out  of  employment.  Being  too 
modest  either  to  declare  himself  viva  voce,  or  even 
to  deliver  the  letter  in  which  he  had  poured  forth 
his  whole  soul  with  genuine  eastern  pathos,  he 
concluded  to  send  it  by  one  of  the  carrier  pigeons 
which  belonged  to  the  old  gentleman  whose  sys- 
tem of  rural  economy  we  commemorated  in  a 
former  number.  Accordingly  he  tied  the  letter 
round  the  bird’s  neck  after  the  manner  he  had  seen 
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practised  in  the  east,  and  sent  her  on  this  important 
errand  of  love. 

The  pigeon,  unconscious  of  the  dignity  of  her 
embassy,  instead  of  bending  her  course  directly  to 
Cockloft  Hall,  as  she  ought  to  have  done,  gambolled 
about  in  airy  circles  for  a while,  and  at  length  drop- 
ped the  letter  where  it  was  found  by  an  old  lady 
walking  in  her  garden,  who  forthwith  called  a tea- 
party  on  the  occasion.  I don’t  know  how  it  was, 
but  though  every  one  present  disclaimed  opening 
the  letter  or  knowing  any  thing  of  its  contents,  the 
secret  transpired,  and,  in  the  natural  course  of 
events,  came  to  the  ears  of  Mrs.  Cockloft.  The 
old  lady  forthwith  categorically  demanded  an  ex- 
planation of  her  daughter,  who  first  fainted  away, 
and  then  confessed  her  secret.  Will  was  imme- 
diately sent  for ; and  after  receiving  a severe 
reprimand  for  thus  secretly  tampering  with  the 
affections  of  a young  and  inexperienced  girl, 
was  formally  acknowledged  as  the  future  son- 
in-law. 

Never  was  there  such  a bustle  at  the  hall  as  the 
disclosure  and  the  preparations  for  this  marriage 
occasioned.  Such  an  event  had  not  taken  place 
in  the  family  of  Cockloft  in  all  its  branches  for 
thirty  years,  and  it  was  determined  that  it  should 
be  remembered  at  least  thirty  years  more.  Every 
thing  was  conducted  in  a style  of  sixty  years  ago, 
before  the  fashion  came  up  of  crying  at  weddings 
and  laughing  at  funerals.  The  old  demijohn  of  wine, 
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which  had  been  set  aside  on  Miss  Barbara’s  birth- 
day to  be  drunk  at  her  wedding,  and  which  every- 
body had  long  despaired  of  tasting,  was  now 
drained  of  its  sparkling  freight,  and  every  thing 
above  stairs,  as  well  as  every  thing  below,  shared 
in  the  liberal  festivity.  Limbs  that  had  not  ca- 
pered, and  hearts  that  had  not  leaped  with  joy,  for 
many  a year,  now  waxed  merry  in  the  sprightly  rev- 
elry ; nor  did  the  bride  faint,  or  the  bridegroom  look 
as  if  he  was  just  going  to  be  hanged,  as  is  usual 
on  such  occasions.  One  thing  I must  not  omit  to 
notice  on  this  occasion,  as  it  was  considered  as  a 
clear  indication  that  Miss  Cockloft  the  elder  would 
never  be  married.  The  demijohn  of  wine  which 
had  in  like  manner  been  set  apart  for  her  wedding- 
day  was  discovered  to  be  entirely  empty,  without 
any  person  being  able  to  give  any  account  of  the 
matter. 

But  alas  ! reader,  the  toe  of  the  grave-digger  is 
on  the  heel  of  the  dancing-man  ! That  very  night, 
when  the  sound  of  gayety  had  ceased  in  the  old 
hall,  and  sleep  hovered  over  all  the  house,  the 
good  Launcelot,  having  perhaps  tasked  his  almost 
worn-out  spirits  too  hardly  in  order  to  do  honour 
to  the  nuptials,  was  smitten  with  the  arrow  of  death ; 
which,  after  rankling  about  his  heart  a few  days, 
carried  him  at  last  to  his  long  home.  His  death 
was  such  as  might  naturally  have  been  expected 
from  the  innocence  of  his  life,  and  the  mingled 
strength  and  careless  eccentricity  of  his  character. 
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He  gave  little  keepsakes  to  all  his  old  friends,  and 
devised  every  thing  away  that  he  had  in  the  world 
but  a plain  gold  ring,  which  he  had  worn  ever  since 
I first  knew  him,  and  which  he  desired  might  go  with 
him  to  his  grave.  At  his  death  the  newspapers  for- 
got to  record  the  old  story,  that  “ a great  man  had 
fallen  in  Israel,”  neither  did  the  whole  world  weep 
for  his  loss.  But  there  were  left  behind  him  a few 
old  friends  who  must  soon  follow,  but  who,  while 
they  live,  will  not  forget  their  ancient  comrade. 

Should  any  stranger  ever  be  inclined  to  visit  his 
grave,  he  may  find  it  by  the  description  which  fol- 
lows. He  lies  buried  in  the  churchyard  of  a neigh- 
bouring church,*  which  would  hardly  be  perceived 
through  the  groves  of  old  locust-trees  which  shadow 
it  on  every  side,  were  it  not  for  the  little  white 
steeple  that  peeps -over  the  tops.  On  the  right,  at 
a little  distance,  and  near  enough  to  be  associated 
with  the  church,  is  a forest  of  silver  pines  ; to  the 
left,  and  just  at  the  extremity  of  the  graveyard, 
runs  a brawling  brook,  whose  high  rocky  sides  are 
covered  with  a growth  of  hemlock-trees,  that  would 
make  a stranger  totally  unconscious  of  the  neigh- 
bourhood of  the  stream,  were  not  its  murmurings 
heard  at  a considerable  distance  below.  The  brook 

* The  reader  may  perhaps  see  some  resemblance  between  the 
scene  and  character  here  described,  and  a sketch  by  our  old  as- 
sociate Geoffrey  Crayon,  in  a late  number.  It  is  hardly  worth 
while  to  alter  it  now,  as  it  was  done  some  time  before  the  publi- 
cation of  the  other.  It  may  remain  as  a memorial  that  our  early 
scenes  of  life  and  early  recollections  were  associated  together. 
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is  crossed  by  a dam  a little  way  below,  which  makes 
a beautiful  little  lake  directly  in  front  of  the  church, 
whose  waters  are  like  crystal,  reflecting  the  rocks 
and  trees  that  hang  over  its  steep  and  rugged 
banks. 

A number  of  old  trees  half  decayed,  fit  emblems 
of  man,  and  all  the  productions  of  nature  over 
which  his  beneficent  Maker  gave  him  dominion, 
are  dispersed  at  random  among  the  tomb-stones, 
where  are  recorded  the  virtues  of  half  a dozen 
generations  of  men,  whose  faults,  if  they  had  any, 
are  long  since  forgotten.  Some  of  these  memo- 
rials are  carved  in  wood  ; others  engraved  on  free- 
stone ; while  here  and  there  a stately  white  marble 
rears  its  head  high  above  the  humble  things  around, 
often  mistaken  for  a sheeted  gh'ost  by  the  skittish 
rustic  whose  hard  fate  it  is  to  pass,  by  the  church- 
yard at  night.  But  by  far  the  greater  number  of 
tenants  of  these  silent  mansions  sleep  without  any 
memorial,  and  nothing  marks  the  spot  where  they 
rest  but  a little  mound,  covered  with  grass  and 
briers,  or  a little  hollow  in  the  earth,  where  it  has 
sunk  in  consequence  of  the  decay  of  their  “narrow 
house.”  I remember  the  last  time  Launcelot  and 
I visited  this  spot  together,  one  mild  summer  twi- 
light. He  stopped  at  one  of  these  undistinguished 
mounds,  and  planting  his  cane  upon  the  ground, 
addressed  me  with  a smile  half  serious,  half  gay, 
as  follows  : 

“ Would  you  believe  it,  my  old  friend,  in  this 
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spot  repose  the  remains  of  the  first  man — I don’t 
mean  Adam — but  the  first  man  that  ever  inflicted 
upon  me  the  discipline  of  the  birchen  twig.  It  is 
almost  sixty  years  since  I saw  him  deposited  in  this 
very  grave.  I remember  it  almost  as  if  it  were 
but  yesterday;  for  it  was  the  first  time  I ever  wit- 
nessed this  last  scene  of  life’s  drama,  and  it  made 
a lasting  impression.  His  name  was  Tobit,  and  he 
was  reckoned  the  most  expert  flogger  for  fifty  miles 
round.  That  he  deserved  the  character  he  had  ob- 
tained I can  bear  testimony.  I remember  I wore 
a red  coat  at  that  day,  which  not  only  occasioned 
me  many  a severe  battle  with  the  turkey-cocks,  but 
likewise  cost  me  many  a sound  flagellation  from 
the  professor  of  birch.  I never  robbed  an  orchard, 
or  made  one  in  a moss-trooping  expedition,  that  my 
red  coat  did  not  betray  and  bring  me  to  condign 
punishment.  Tobit  used  once  or  twice  a day  to 
leave  his  school,  and  pay  a visit  to  a pretty  black- 
eyed  widow  that  lived  at  no  great  distance,  at  which 
times  he  would  delegate  the  charge  of  keeping  or- 
der upon  one  of  his  flock.  If  the  regent  did  his 
!duty  to  his  master  by  telling  tales,  he  of  course  got 
the  ill-will  of  his  playmates ; if  he  played  the 
honest  fellow,  and  said  nothing,  he  got  well  flogged 
for  his  pains  ; for  the  secret  was  pretty  sure  to  be 
discovered  one  way  or  another.  It  was  by  acting 
occasionally  in  this  responsible  situation  that  I 
first  took  a distaste  to  places  of  honour,  which  I 
still  preserve.  He  had  been  pinned  to  this  same 
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spot  more  than  forty  years  ; and  was  heard  to  boast, 
not  long  before  his  death,  that  there  was  not  a man 
in  the  whole  parish  that  he  had  not  flogged  at  least 
half  a dozen  times.  Yet  here  he  lies,  at  least  all 
that  is  left  of  him,  without  a memorial,  a pregnant 
instance  of  human  ingratitude.  If  I live,  I am  de- 
termined to  erect  a stone  over  his  grave,  if  it  be 
only  that  the  memory  of  his  dexterity  in  flourishing 
the  birch  may  not  be  lost  to  posterity. 

“ But  see  here” — continued  he,  passing  on  a little 
farther  to  a high  grave-stone,  purporting  to  be 
erected  to  the  memory  of  a man  of  many  titles — 
“ Here  lies  a most  notable  hero,  who  commanded  a 
company  of  militia  during  the  old  war,  and,  as  I 
remember,  wore  a cocked  hat  in  consequence  all 
his  life  afterward.  He  used  to  come  into  the  village 
where  I boarded  when  at  the  academy,  mounted 
on  his  war-horse,  which  possessed  the  singular  in- 
stinct of  carrying  his  master  home  safe  without  his 
knowing  any  thing  of  the  matter.  On  these  occa- 
sions the  whole  village  was  in  an  uproar;  for  the 
first  sortie  he  made  was  generally  into  the  tavern 
on  horseback,  as  he  scorned  to  enter  it  in  any  other 
manner.  Here,  after  carousing  pretty  lustily,  tel- 
ling the  story  of  his  having  once  put  a whole  troop 
of  yagers  to  flight  with  his  own  hand,  and  treating 
every  one  that  came  in  his  way,  he  would  mount 
his  horse,  and  ride  up  the  steps  into  the  long  piazza 
of  a worthy  townsman,  who,  as  the  revolutionary 
hero  affirmed,  was  a great  tory  during  the  war. 
Here  he  would  prance  back  and  forth,  vapouring 
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and  braving,  until  his  antagonist  was  fain  to  turn 
out  and  accompany  him  to  the  inn,  where  they 
never  failed  to  quarrel  during  the  rest  of  the  even- 
ing. The  warrior  was  a large,  burly-looking  man, 
full  of  sound  and  fury,  who  always  waxed  wroth  in 
proportion  as  his  adversary  grew  cool.  The  other, 
on  the  contrary,  was  a tall,  rawboned,  shrewd  man, 
who  knew  the  captain’s  cue  exactly,  and  had  a per- 
fect command  of  his  own  temper,  which  gave  him 
great  advantages.  He  would  alternately  irritate 
and  sooth  him,  to  the  infinite  amusement  of  the 
village  loungers ; and  when  tired  of  the  sport,  con- 
clude with  telling  the  story  of  the  captain’s  once 
hiding  behind  the  chimney  when  he  thought  the 
British  were  coming.  By  the  time  he  had  got 
fairly  through  the  story  the  captain  was  generally 
on  horseback,  defying  his  adversary  to  mortal  com- 
bat. Here,  after  parading  some  time,  he  generally 
put  himself  under  the  safe  conduct  of  his  horse, 
who  soberly  trotted  home  with  his  valiant  master.” 
In  this  way  the  old  gentleman  amused  himself 
by  revealing  his  early  rural  recollections,  until  we 
came  to  a tomb  over  which  some  little  shrubbery 
had  been  planted,  which  indicated  something  more 
than  ordinary.  “ Here,”  said  he,  with  a counte- 
nance more  sad  than  usual,  “here  are  deposited 
the  remains  of  a mother  and  her  little  twins,  who 
all  three  died  within  four-and-twenty  hours  of  each 
other.  The  mother  was  my  only  sister;  a noble 
woman,  whose  mind  and  person  were  equally 
lovely.  The  little  twins  were  so  much  alike  that 
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I never  could  distinguish  the  one  from  the  other, 
and  even  the  quick  searching  eye  of  an  affectionate 
mother  was  often  at  a loss.  One  of  them  wore  a 
pink,  the  other  a blue  riband,  in  order  that  they 
might  be  known  apart.  One  spark  of  life  seemed 
to  animate  them,  and  it  was  extinguished  almost 
at  the  same  moment.  One  of  those  sore  throats 
which  sometimes  almost  depopulate  little  districts 
of  the  country  swept  away  the  children  and  their 
mother,  who  all  rest  here  together,  their  fate  com- 
memorated in  this  simple  epitaph. 

“ ‘ They  were  lovely  and  pleasant  in  their  lives, 
and-  in  their  deaths  they  were  not  divided .’ 

“ I believe,”  continued  he,  “ I could  give  the 
story  of  all  the  human  race,  their  lives  and  deaths, 
were  I to  traverse  the  whole  of  this  little  refuge 
of  mortality,  and  sketch  the  history  of  each  of  the 
tenants  of  these  silent  mansions.  But  the  cowbell 
.is  silent,  the  dew  begins  to  fall  heavily,  and  if  Mrs. 
Cockloft  were  to  hear  yon  whippoorwill,  she  would 
think  one  or  other  of  us  would  certainly  die  before 
long.  If  it  should  be  my  lot  to  go  first,”  added 
he,  smiling,  “bury  me  beside  those  little  innocents. 
I hope  I may  not  disgrace  their  society,  either  now 
or  hereafter.” 

I recollected  his  wish,  and  it  was  complied  with. 
His  epitaph  is  not  yet  written.  The  reader  may 
make  one  to  please  himself,  provided  he  does  not 
venture  to  insinuate  that  the  old  gentleman  ought 
to  have  died  some  ten  years  ago. 

Anthony  Evergreen. 


the  END. 
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